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THE  FAIR  MAID  OF  PERTH 

CHAPTER  XXV 

The  course  of  true  love  never  did  ruo  smooth. 

Shaeesfeake. 

The  ominous  anxiety  of  our  armourer  had  not  played 
him  false.  When  the  good  glover  parted  with  his  intended 
son-in-law,  after  the  judicial  combat  had  been  decided, 
he  found,  what  he  indeed  had  expected,  that  his  fair 
daughter  was  in  no  favourable  disposition  towards  her 
lover.  But  although  he  perceived  that  Catharine  was 
cold,  restrained,  collected,  had  cast  away  the  appear- 
ance of  mortal  passion,  and  listened  with  a  reserve,  im- 
plying contempt,  to  the  most  splendid  description  he 
could  give  her  of  the  combat  in  the  Skinners'  Yards,  he 
was  determined  not  to  take  the  least  notice  of  her  altered 
manner,  but  to  speak  of  her  marriage  with  his  son  Henry 
as  a  thing  which  must  of  course  take  place.  At  length, 
when  she  began,  as  on  a  former  occasion,  to  intimate 
that  her  attachment  to  the  armourer  did  not  exceed  the 
bounds  of  friendship,  that  she  was  resolved  never  to 
marry,  that  the  pretended  judicial  combat  was  a  mock- 
ery of  the  divine  will,  and  of  hiunan  laws,  the  glover  not 
unnaturally  grew  angry. 

'I  cannot  read  thy  thoughts,  wench;  nor  can  I  pretend 
to  guess  under  what  wicked  delusion  it  is  that  you  kiss  a 
declared  lover,  suffer  him  to  kiss  you,  run  to  his  house 
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when  a  report  is  spread  of  his  death,  and  fling  yourself 
into  his  arms  when  you  find  him  alone.  All  this  shows 
very  well  in  a  girl  prepared  to  obey  her  parents  in  a 
match  sanctioned  by  her  father;  but  such  tokens  of  inti- 
macy, bestowed  on  one  whom  a  young  woman  cannot 
esteem,  and  is  determined  not  to  marry,  are  uncomely 
and  unmaidenly.  You  have  already  been  more  bounte- 
ous of  your  favours  to  Henry  Smith  than  your  mother, 
whom  God  assoilzie,  ever  was  to  me  before  I  married 
her.  I  tell  thee,  Catharine,  this  trifling  with  the  love  of 
an  honest  man  is  what  I  neither  can,  will,  nor  ought  to 
endure.  I  have  given  my  consent  to  the  match,  and 
I  insist  it  shall  take  place  without  delay,  and  that  you 
receive  Henry  Wynd  to-morrow,  as  a  man  whose  bride 
you  are  to  be  with  all  despatch.' 

'A  power  more  potent  than  yours,  father,  will  say  no,' 
replied  Catharine. 

'I  will  risk  it;  my  power  is  a  lawful  one,  that  of  a 
father  over  a  child,  and  an  erring  child,'  answered  her 
father.  '  God  and  man  allow  of  my  influence.' 

'Then,  may  Heaven  help  us! '  said  Catharine;  'for,  if 
you  are  obstinate  in  your  purpose,  we  are  all  lost.' 

'We  can  expect  no  help  from  Heaven,'  said  the  glover, 
'when  we  act  with  indiscretion.  I  am  clerk  enough  my- 
self to  know  that;  and  that  your  causeless  resistance  to 
my  will  is  sinful,  every  priest  will  inform  you.  Ay,  and 
more  than  that,  you  have  spoken  degradingly  of  the 
blessed  appeal  to  God  in  the  combat  of  ordeal.  Take 
heed!  for  the  Holy  Church  is  awakened  to  watch  her 
sheepfold,  and  to  extirpate  heresy  by  fire  and  steel;  so 
much  I  warn  thee  of.' 

Catharine  uttered  a  suppressed  exclamation;   and, 
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with  difficulty  compelling  herself  to  assume  an  appear- 
ance of  composure,  promised  her  father  that,  if  he  would 
spare  her  any  further  discussion  of  the  subject  till  to- 
morrow morning,  she  would  then  meet  him,  determined 
to  make  a  full  discovery  of  her  sentiments. 

With  this  promise  Simon  Glover  was  obliged  to  re- 
main contented,  though  extremely  anxious  for  the  post- 
poned explanation.  It  could  not  be  levity  or  fickleness 
of  character  which  induced  his  daughter  to  act  with 
so  much  apparent  inconsistency  towards  the  man  of 
his  choice,  and  whom  she  had  so  lately  unequivocally 
owned  to  be  also  the  man  of  her  'own.  What  external 
force  there  could  exist,  of  a  kind  powerful  enough  to 
change  the  resolutions  she  had  so  decidedly  expressed 
within  twenty-four  hours,  was  a  matter  of  complete 
mystery. 

'But  I  will  be  as  obstinate  as  she  can  be,'  thought  the 
glover,  'and  she  shall  either  marry  Henry  Smith  without 
further  delay  or  old  Simon  Glover  will  know  an  excellent 
reason  to  the  contrary.' 

The  subject  was  not  renewed  during  the  evening;  but 
early  on  the  next  morning,  just  at  sun-rising,  Catharine 
knelt  before  the  bed  in  which  her  parent  still  slmnbered. 
Her  heart  sobbed  as  if  it  would  burst,  and  her  tears  fell 
thick  upon  her  father's  face.  The  good  old  man  awoke, 
looked  up,  crossed  his  child's  forehead,  and  kissed  her 
affectionately. 

'I  understand  thee,  Kate,'  he  said;  'thou  art  come  to 
confession,  and,  I  trust,  art  desirous  to  escape  a  heavy 
penance  by  being  sincere.' 

Catharine  was  silent  for  an  instant. 

'I  need  not  ask,  my  father,  if  you  remember  the  Car- 
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thusian  monk,  Clement,  and  his  preachings  and  lessons; 
at  which  indeed  you  assisted  so  often,  that  you  cannot 
be  ignorant  men  called  you  one  of  his  converts,  and  with 
greater  justice  termed  me  so  likewise?' 

'I  am  aware  of  both,'  said  the  old  man,  raising  himself 
on  his  elbow;  'but  I  defy  foul  fame  to  show  that  I  ever 
owned  In'm  in  any  heretical  proposition,  though  I  loved 
to  hear  him  talk  of  the  corruptions  of  the  church,  the 
misgovernment  of  the  nobles,  and  the  wild  ignorance  of 
the  poor,  proving,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  that  the  sole  virtue 
of  our  commonweal,  its  strength  and  its  estimation,  lay 
among  the  burgher  craft  of  the  better  class,  which  I 
received  as  comfortable  doctrine,  and  creditable  to  the 
town.  And  if  he  preached  other  than  right  doctrine, 
wherefore  did  his  superiors  in  the  Carthusian  convent 
permit  it?  If  the  shepherds  turn  a  wolf  in  sheep's  cloth- 
ing iato  the  flock,  they  should  not  blame  the  sheep  for 
being  worried.' 

'They  endured  his  preaching,  nay,  they  encouraged 
it,'  said  Catharine,  'while  the  vices  of  the  laity,  the  con- 
tentions of  the  nobles,  and  the  oppression  of  the  poor 
were  the  subject  of  his  censure,  and  they  rejoiced  in  the 
crowds,  who,  attracted  to  the  Carthusian  church,  for- 
sook those  of  the  other  convents.  But  the  hypocrites  — 
for  such  they  are  —  joined  with  the  other  fraternities 
in  accusing  their  preacher  Clement,  when,  passing  from 
censuring  the  crunes  of  the  state,  he  began  to  display  the 
pride,  ignorance,  and  luxury  of  the  churchmen  them- 
selves, their  thirst  of  power,  their  usurpation  over  men's 
consciences,  and  their  desire  to  augment  their  worldly 
wealth.' 

'For  God's  sake,  Catharine,'  said  her  father,  'speak 
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within  doors:  your  voice  rises  in  tone  and  your  speech 
in  bitterness,  your  eyes  sparkle.  It  is  owing  to  this  zeal 
in  what  concerns  you  no  more  than  others  that  malicious 
persons"fix  upon  you  the  odious  and  dangerous  name  of 
a  heretic' 

'You  know  I  speak  no  more  than  what  is  truth,'  said 
Catharine,  'and  which  you  yourself  have  avouched 
often.' 

'By  needle  and  buckskin,  no!'  answered  the  glover, 
hastily.  'Wouldst  thou  have  me  avouch  what  might 
cost  me  life  and  limb,  land  and  goods?  For  a  full  com- 
mission hath  been  granted  for  taking  and  tr3dng  heretics, 
upon  whom  is  laid  the  cause  of  all  late  tumults  and  mis- 
carriages; wherefore,  few  words  are  best,  wench.  I  am 
ever  of  mind  with  the  old  maker  — 

Since  word  is  thrall  and  thought  is  free, 
Keep  well  thy  tongue,  I  counsel  thee.'  * 

'The  counsel  comes  too  late,  father,'  answered  Catha- 
rine, sinking  down  on  a  chair  by  her  father's  bedside. 
'The  words  have  been  spoken  and  heard;  and  it  is  in- 
dited against  Simon  Glover,  burgess  in  Perth,  that  he 
hath  spoken  irreverent  discourses  of  the  doctrines  of 
Holy  Church.' 

'As  I  live  by  knife  and  needle,'  interrupted  Simon, '  it 
is  a  lie !  I  never  was  so  silly  as  to  speak  of  what  I  under- 
stood not.' 

'And  hath  slandered  the  anointed  of  the  church,  both 
regular  and  secular,'  continued  Catharine. 

'Nay,  I  will  never  deny  the  truth,'  said  the  glover: 
'an  idle  word  I  may  have  spoken  at  the  ale-bench,  or 

1  See  Note  i. 
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over  a  pottle-pot  of  wine,  or  in  right  sure  company; 
but  else,  my  tongue  is  not  one  to  run  my  head  into 
peril.' 

'So  you  think,  my  dearest  father;  but  your  slightest 
language  has  been  espied,  your  best-meaning  phrases 
have  been  perverted,  and  you  are  in  dittay  as  a  gross 
railer  against  church  and  churchmen,  and  for  holding 
discourse  against  them  with  loose  and  profligate  per- 
sons, such  as  the  deceased  Oliver  Proudfute,  the  smith 
Henry  of  the  Wynd,  and  others,  set  forth  as  commend- 
ing the  doctrines  of  Father  Clement;  whom  they  charge 
with  seven  rank  heresies,  and  seek  for  with  staff  and 
spear,  to'try  him  to  the  death.  But  that,'  said  Catharine, 
kneeling,  and  looking  upwards  with  the  aspect  of  one  of 
those  beauteous  saints  whom  the  Catholics  have  given 
to  the  fine  arts  —  'that  they  shall  never  do.  He  hath 
escaped  from  the  net  of  the  fowler;  and,  I  thank  Heaven, 
it  was  by  my  means.' 

'Thy  means,  girl  —  art  thou  mad?'  said  the  amazed 
glover. 

'I  will  not  deny  what  I  glory  in,'  answered  Catharine: 
'it  was  by  my  means  that  Conachar  was  led  to  come 
hither  with  a  party  of  men  and  carry  off  the  old  man, 
who  is  now  far  beyond  the  Highland  line.' 

'O  my  rash  — my  unlucky  child!'  said  the  glover, 
'hast  thou  dared  to  aid  the  escape  of  one  accused  of 
heresy,  and  to  invite  Highlanders  in  arms  to  interfere 
with  the  administration  of  justice  within  burgh?  Alas! 
thou  hast  offended  both  against  the  laws  of  the  church 
and  those  of  the  realm.  What — what  would  become 
of  us,  were  this  known  ? ' 

'  It  is  known,  my  dear  father,'  said  the  maiden,  firmly 
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—  'known  even  to  those  who  will  be  the  most  willing 
avengers  of  the  deed.' 

'This  must  be  some  idle  notion,  Catharine,  or  some 
trick  of  those  cogging  priests  and  nuns;  it  accords  not 
with  thy  late  cheerful  wilUngness  to  wed  Henry  Smith.' 

'Alas!  dearest  father,  remember  the  dismal  surprise 
occasioned  by  his  reported  death,  and  the  joyful  amaze- 
ment at  finding  him  alive;  and  deem  it  not  wonder  if  I 
permitted  myself,  under  your  protection,  to  say  more 
than  my  reflection  justified.  But  then  I  knew  not  the 
worst,  and  thought  the  danger  exaggerated.  Alas !  I  was 
yesterday  fearfully  undeceived,  when  the  abbess  herself 
came  hither,  and  with  her  the  Dominican.  They  showed 
me  the  commission,  under  the  broad  seal  of  Scotland, 
for  inquiring  into  and  punishing  heresy;  they  showed  me 
your  name  and  my  own  in  a  Ust  of  suspected  persons; 
and  it  was  with  tears  —  real  tears,  that  the  abbess  con- 
jured me  to  avert  a  dreadful  fate  by  a  speedy  retreat 
into  the  cloister,  and  that  the  monk  pledged  his  word 
that  you  should  not  be  molested  if  I  complied.' 

'  The  foul  fiend  take  them  both  for  weeping  crocodiles ! ' 
said  the  glover. 

'Alas!'  replied  Catharine,  'complaint  or  anger  will 
little  help  us;  but  you  see  I  have  had  real  cause  for  this 
present  alarm.' 

'Alarm!  call  it  utter  ruin.  Alas!  my  reckless  child, 
where  was  your  prudence  when  you  ran  headlong  into 
such  a  snare? ' 

'Hear  me,  father,'  said  Catharine;  'there  is  still  one 
mode  of  safety  held  out:  it  is  one  which  I  have  often  pro- 
posed, and  for  which  I  have  in  vain  supplicated  your 
permission.' 

7 


WAVERLEY  NOVELS 

'I  understand  you  —  the  convent,'  said  her  father. 
'But,  Catharine,  what  abbess  or  prioress  would  dare  — ' 

'That  I  will  explain  to  you,  father,  and  it  will  also 
show  the  circumstances  which  have  made  me  seem  un- 
steady of  resolution  to  a  degree  which  has  brought  cen- 
sure upon  me  from  yourself  and  others.  Our  confessor, 
old  Father  Francis,  whom  I  chose  from  the  Dominican 
convent  at  your  command  — ' 

'Ay,  truly,'  interrupted  the  glover;  'and  I  so  coun- 
selled and  commanded  thee,  in  order  to  take  off  the 
report  that  thy  conscience  was  altogether  under  the 
direction  of  Father  Clement.' 

'Well,  this  Father  Francis  has  at  different  times  urged 
and  provoked  me  to  converse  on  such  matters  as  he 
judged  I  was  likely  to  learn  something  of  from  the  Car- 
thusian preacher.  Heaven  forgive  me  my  blindness!  I 
fell  into  the  snare,  spoke  freely,  and,  as  he  argued  gently, 
as  one  who  would  fain  be  convinced,  I  even  spoke  warmly 
in  defence  of  what  I  believed  devoutly.  The  confessor 
assumed  not  his  real  aspect  and  betrayed  not  his  secret 
purpose  imtil  he  had  learned  all  that  I  had  to  tell  him. 
It  was  then  that  he  threatened  me  with  temporal  pun- 
ishment and  with  eternal  condemnation.  Had  his 
threats  reached  me  alone,  I  could  have  stood  firm;  for 
their  cruelty  on  earth  I  could  have"  endured,  and  their 
power  beyond  this  life  I  have  no  belief  in.' 

'For  Heaven's  sake!'  said  the  glover,  who  was  well- 
nigh  beside  himself  at  perceiving  at  every  new  word  the 
increasing  extremity  of  his  daughter's  danger,  'beware 
of  blaspheming  the  Holy  Church,  whose  arms  are  as 
prompt  to  strike  as  her  ears  are  sharp  to  hear.' 
'To  me,'  said  the  Maid  of  Perth,  again  looking  up, 
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'  the  terrors  of  the  threatened  denunciations  would  have 
been  of  little  avail;  but  when  they  spoke  of  involving 
thee,  my  father,  in  the  charge  against  me,  I  own  I 
trembled,  and  desired  to  compromise.  The  Abbess 
Martha,  of  Elcho  nunnery,  being  my  mother's  kins- 
woman, I  told  her  my  distresses,  and  obtained  her  prom- 
ise that  she  would  receive  me,  if,  renouncing  worldly 
love  and  thoughts  of  wedlock,  I  would  take  the  veil  in 
her  sisterhood.  She  had  conversation  on  the  topic,  I 
doubt  not,  with  the  Dominican  Francis,  and  both  joined 
in  singing  the  same  song.  "Remain  m  the  world,"  said 
they,  "and  thy  father  and  thou  shalt  be  brought  to  trial 
as  heretics;  assume  the  veil,  and  the  errors  of  both  shall 
be  forgiven  and  cancelled."  They  spoke  not  even  of 
recantation  of  errors  of  doctrine:  all  should^be  peace  if  I 
would  but  enter  the  convent.' 

'I  doubt  not  —  I  doubt  not,'  said  Simon:  'the  old 
glover  is  thought  rich,  and  his  wealth  would  follow  his 
daughter  to  the  convent  of  Elcho,  xmless  what  the  Do- 
minicans might  claim  as  their  own  share.  So  this  was 
thy  call  to  the  veil,  these  thy  objections  to  Henry  Wynd? ' 

'Indeed,  father,  the  course  was  urged  on  all  hands,  nor 
did  my  own  mind  recoil  from  it.  Sir  John  Ramorny 
threatened  me  with  the  powerful  vengeance  of  the 
yoimg  Prince,  if  I  continued  to  repel  his  wicked  suit;  and 
as  for  poor  Henry,  it  is  but  of  late  that  I  have  discovered, 
to  my  own  surprise  —  that  —  that  I  love  his  virtues 
more  than  I  dislike  his  faults.  Alas!  the  discovery  has 
only  been  made  to  render  my  quitting  the  world  more 
difficult  than  when  I  thought  I  had  thee  only  to  regret.' 

She  rested  her  head  on  her  hand  and  wept  bit- 
terly. 
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'All  this  is  folly,'  said  the  glover.  'Never  was  there  an 
extremity  so  pinching,  but  what  a  wise  man  might  find 
coimsel  if  he  was  daring  enough  to  act  upon  it.  This  has 
never  been  the  land  or  the  people  over  whom  priests 
could  rule  in  the  name  of  Rome,  without  their  usurpa- 
tion being  controlled.  If  they  are  to  punish  each  honest 
burgher  who  says  the  monks  love  gold,  and  that  the  lives 
of  some  of  them  cry  shame  upon  the  doctrines  they 
teach,  why,  truly,  Stephen  Smotherwell  will  not  lack 
employment;  and  if  all  foolish  maidens  are  to  be  se- 
cluded from  the  world  because  they  follow  the  erring  doc- 
trines of  a  popular  preaching  friar,  they  must  enlarge 
the  nunneries  and  receive  their  inmates  on  slighter  com- 
position. Our  privileges  have  been  often  defended  against 
the  Pope  himself  by  our  good  monarchs  of  yore,  and 
when  he  pretended  to  interfere  with  the  temporal  gov- 
ernment of  the  kingdom,  there  wanted  not  a  Scottish ' 
Parliament  who  told  him  his  duty  in  a  letter  that  should 
have  been  written  in  letters  of  gold.  I  have  seen  the 
epistle  myself,  and  though  I  could  not  read  it,  the  very 
sight  of  the  seals  of  the  right  reverend  prelates  and  noble 
and  true  barons  which  hung  at  it  made  my  heart  leap 
for  joy.  Thou  shouldst  not  have  kept  this  secret,  my 
child  —  but  it  is  no  time  to  tax  thee  with  thy  fault.  Go 
down,  get  me  some  food.  I  will  mount  instantly,  and  go 
to  our  Lord  Provost  and  have  his  advice,  and,  as  I  trust, 
his  protection  and  that  of  other  true-hearted  Scottish 
nobles,  who  will  not  see  a  true  man  trodden  down  for  an 
idle  word.' 

'Alas!  my  father,'  said  Catharine,  'it  was  even  this 
impetuosity  which  I  dreaded.  I  knew  if  I  made  my  plaint 
to  you  there  would  soon  be  fire  and  feud,  as  if  religion, 
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though  sent  to  us  by  the  Father  of  peace,  were  fit  only 
to  be  the  mother  of  discord;  and  hence  I  could  now  — 
even  now  —  give  up  the  world,  and  retire  with  my  sor- 
row among  the  sisters  of  Elcho,  would  you  but  let  me  be 
the  sacrifice.  Only,  father  —  comfort  poor  Henry  when 
we  are  parted  for  ever;  and  do  not  —  do  not  let  him 
think  of  me  too  harshly.  Say  Catharine  will  never  vex 
him  more  by  her  remonstrances,  but  that  she  will  never 
forget  him  in  her  prayers.' 

'The  girl  hath  a  tongue  that  would  make  a  Saracen 
weep,'  said  her  father,  his  own  eyes  sympathising  with 
those  of  his  daughter.  '  But  I  will  not  yield  way  to  this 
combination  between  the  nun  and  the  priest  to  rob  me 
of  my  only  child.  Away  with  you,  girl,  and  let  me  don 
my  clothes;  and  prepare  yourself  to  obey  me  in  what  I 
may  have  to  recommend  for  your  safety.  Get  a  few 
clothes  together,  and  what  valuables  thou  hast ;  also, 
take  the  keys  of  my  iron  box,  which  poor  Henry  Smith 
gave  me,  and  divide  what  gold  you  find  into  two  por- 
tions; put  the  one  into  a  purse  for  thyself,  and  the  other 
into  the  quilted  girdle  which  I  made  on  purpose  to  wear 
on  Journeys.  Thus  both  shall  be  provided,  in  case  fate 
should  sunder  us  ;  in  which  event,  God  send  the  whirl- 
wind may  take  the  withered  leaf  and  spare  the  green 
one!  Let  them  make  ready  my  horse  instantly,  and  the 
white  jennet  that  I  bought  for  thee  but  a  day  since, 
hoping  to  see  thee  ride  to  St.  John's  Kirk  with  maids 
and  matrons,  as  blythe  a  bride  as  ever  crossed  the 
holy  threshold.  But  it  skills  not  talking.  Away,  and 
remember  that  the  saints  help  those  who  are  willing  to 
help  themselves.  Not  a  word  in  answer;  begone,  I  say  — 
no  wilfulness  now.  The  pilot  in  calm  weather  will  let  a 
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sea-boy  trifle  with  the  rudder;  but,  by  my  soul,  when 
winds  howl  and  waves  arise,  he  stands  by  the  helm  him- 
self. Away  —  no  reply.' 

Catharine  left  the  room  to  execute,  as  well  as  she 
might,  the  commands  of  her  father,  who,  gentle  in  dis- 
position and  devotedly  attached  to  his  child,  suffered 
her  often,  as  it  seemed,  to  guide  and  rule  both  herself 
and  him;  yet  who,  as  she  knew,  was  wont  to  claim  filial 
obedience  and  exercise  parental  authority  with  suflScient 
strictness  when  the  occasion  seemed  to  require  an  en- 
forcement of  domestic  discipline. 

While  the  fair  Catharine  was  engaged  in  executing  her 
father's  behests,  and  the  good  old  glover  was  hastily 
attiring  himself,  as  one  who  was  about  to  take  a  journey, 
a  horse's  tramp  was  heard  in  the  narrow  street.  The 
horseman  was  wrapped  in  his  riding-cloak,  having  the 
cape  of  it  drawn  up,  as  if  to  hide  the  under  part  of  his 
face,  while  his  bonnet  was  pulled  over  his  brows,  and  a 
broad  plume  obscured  his  upper  features.  He  sprung 
from  the  saddle,  and  Dorothy  had  scarce  time  to  reply 
to  his  inquiries  that  the  glover  was  in  his  bedroom,  ere 
the  stranger  had  ascended  the  stair  and  entered  the 
sleeping-apartment.  Simon,  astonished  and  alarmed, 
and  disposed  to  see  in  this  early  visitant  an  apparitor  or 
sumner,  come  to  attach  him  and  his  daughter,  was 
much  relieved  when,  as  the  stranger  doffed  the  bonnet 
and  threw  the  skirt  of  the  mantle  from  his  face,  he  recog- 
nised the  knightly  provost  of  the  Fair  City,  a  visit  from 
whom  at  any  time  was  a  favour  of  no  ordinary  degree, 
but,  being  made  at  such  an  hour,  had  something  marvel- 
lous, and,  connected  with  the  circumstances  of  the  times, 
even  alarming. 
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'Sir  Patrick  Charteris!'  said  the  glover.  'This  high 
honour  done  to  your  poor  beadsman  — ' 

'Hush!'  said  the  knight, ' there  is  no  time  for  idle  dv- 
iKties.  I  came  hither  because  a  man  is,  in  trying  occa- 
sions, his  own  safest  page,  and  I  can  remain  no  longer 
than  to  bid  thee  fly,  good  glover,  since  warrants  are  to  be 
granted  this  day  in  council  for  the  arrest  of  thy  daughter 
and  thee,  under  charge  of  heresy;  and  delay  will  cost  you 
both  your  liberty  for  certain,  and  perhaps  your  lives.' 

'I  have  heard  something  of  such  a  matter,'  said  the 
glover,  'and  was  this  instant  setting  forth  to  Kinfavms 
to  plead  my  innocence  of  this  scandalous  charge,  to  ask 
your  lordship's]  coimsel,  and  to  implore  your  protec- 
tion.' 

'Thy  innocence,  friend  Simon,  will  avail  thee  but  little 
before  prejudiced  judges;  my  advice  is,  in  one  word,  to 
fly,  and  wait  for  happier  times.  As  for  my  protection, 
we  must  tarry  till  the  tide  turns  ere  it  wiU  in  any  sort 
avail  thee.  But  if  thou  canst  lie  concealed  for  a  few  days 
or  weeks,  I  have  little  doubt  that  the  chiirchmen,  who, 
by  siding  with  the  Duke  of  Albany  in  court  intrigue, 
and  by  alleging  the  decay  of  the  purity  of  Catholic  doc- 
trine as  the  sole  cause  of  the  present  national  misfor- 
tunes," have,  at  least  for  the  present  hour,  an  irresistible 
authority  over  the  ELing,  will  receive  a  check.  In  the 
meanwhile,  however,  know  that  King  Robert  hath  not 
only  given  way  to  this  general  warrant  for  inquisition 
after  heresy,  but  hath  confirmed  the-Pope's  nomination 
of  Henry  Wardlaw  to  be  Archbishop  of  St.  Andrews  and 
Primate  of  Scotland;  ^  thus  3delding  to  Rome  those  free- 
doms and  immunities  of  the  Scottish  Church  which  his 
'  See  Note  2. 
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ancestors,  from  the  time  of  Malcolm  Camnore,  have  so 
boldly  defended.  His  brave  fathers  would  have  rather 
subscribed  a  covenant  with  the  devil  than  yielded  in  such 
a  matter  to  the  pretensions  of  Rome.' 

'Alas,  and  what  remedy?' 

'None,  old  man,  save  in  some  sudden  court  change,' 
said  Sir  Patrick.  'The  King  is  but  like  a  mirror,  which, 
having  no  light  itself,  reflects  back  with  equal  readiness 
any  which  is  placed  near  to  it  for  the  time.  Now,  al- 
though the  Douglas  is  banded  with  Albany,  yet  the  Earl 
is  unfavourable  to  the  high  claims  of  those  domineering 
priests,  having  quarrelled  with  them  about  the  exactions 
which  his  retinue  hath  raised  on  the  Abbot  of  Arbroath. 
He  will  come  back  again  with  a  high  hand,  for  report 
says  the  Earl  of  March  hath  fled  before  him.  When  he 
returns  we  shall  have  a  changed  world,  for  his  presence 
will  control  Albany;  especially  as  many  nobles,  and  I 
myself,  as  I  tell  you  in  confidence,  are  resolved  to  league 
with  him  to  defend  the  general  right.  Thy  exile,  there- 
fore, will  end  with  his  return  to  our  court.  Thou  hast 
but  to  seek  thee  some  temporary  hiding-place.' 

'For  that,  my  lord,'  said  the  glover,  'I  can  be  at  no 
loss,  since  I  have  Just  title  to  the  protection  of  the  high 
Highland  chief,  Gilchrist  Maclan,  chief  of  the  Clan 
Quhele.' 

'Nay,  if  thou  canst  take  hold  of  his  mantle  thou  needs 
no  help  of  any  one  else:  neither  Lowland  churchman  nor 
la3mian  finds  a  free  course  of  justice  beyond  the  High- 
land frontier.' 

'But  then  my  child,  noble  sir  —  my  Catharine?'  said 
the  glover. 

'Let  her  go  with  thee,  man.  The  graddan  cake  will 
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keep  her  white  teeth  in  order,  the  goat's  whey  will  make 
the  blood  spring  to  her  cheek  again,  which  these  alarms 
have  banished;  and  even  the  Fair  Maiden  of  Perth  may 
sleep  soft  enough  on  a  bed  of  Highland  breckan.' 

'It  is  not  from  such  idle  respects,  my  lord,  that  I  hesi- 
tate,' said  the  glover.  '  Catharine  is  the  daughter  of  a 
plain  burgher,  and  knows  not  nicety  of  food  or  lodging. 
But  the  son  of  Maclan  hath  been  for  many  years  a 
guest  in  my  house,  and  I  am  obliged  to  say  that  I  have 
observed  him  looking  at  my  daughter,  who  is  as  good  as  a 
bethrothed  bride,  in  a  manner  that,  though  I  cared  not 
for  it  in  this  lodging  in  Curfew  Street,  would  give  me 
some  fear  of  consequences  in  a  Highland  glen,  where  I 
have  no  friend  and  Conachar  many.' 

The  knightly  provost  replied  by  a  long  whistle. 
'Whew!  whew!  Nay,  in  that  case,  I  advise  thee  to  send 
her  to  the  nimnery  at  Elcho,  where  the  abbess,  if  I  for- 
get not,  is  some  relation  of  yours.  Indeed,  she  said  so 
herself,  adding,  that  she  loved  her  kinswoman  weU, 
together  with  all  that  belongs  to  thee,  Simon.' 

'Truly,  my  lord,  I  do  believe  that  the  abbess  hath  so 
much  regard  for  me,  that  she  would  willingly  receive 
the  trust  of  my  daughter,  and  my  whole  goods  and  gear, 
into  her  sisterhood.  Marry,  her  affection  is  something  of 
a  tenacious  character,  and  would  be  loth  to  unloose  its 
hold,  either  upon  the  wench  or  her  tocher.' 

'Whew  —  whew!'  again  whistled  the  Knight  of  Kin- 
fauns;  'by  the  Thane's  Cross,  man,  but  this  is  an  ill- 
favoured  pirn  to  wind.  Yet  it  shall  never  be  said  the 
fairest  maid  in  the  Fair  City  was  cooped  up  in  a  convent, 
like  a  kain-hen  in  a  cavey,  and  she  about  to  be  married 
to  the  bold  burgess  Henry  Wynd.  That  tale  shall  not 
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be  told  while  I  wear  belt  and  spurs,  and  am  called  Pro- 
vost of  Perth.' 

'But  what  remade,  my  lord?'  asked  the  glover. 

*We  must  all  take  our  share  of  the  risk.  Come,  set 
you  and  your  daughter  presently  to  horse.  You  shall 
ride  with  me,  and  we  '11  see  who  dare  gloom  at  you.  The 
simunons  is  not  yet  served  on  thee,  and  if  they  send  an 
apparitor  to  Kinfaims  without  a  warrant  imder  the 
King's  own  hand,  I  make  mine  avow,  by  the  Red 
Rover's  soul!  that  he  shall  eat  his  writ,  both  wax  and 
wether-skin.  To  horse  —  to  horse!  and,'  addressing 
Catharine,  as  she  entered  at  the  moment,  'you  too,  my 
pretty  maid. 

To  horse,  and  fear  not  for  your  quarters; 
They  thrive  in  law  that  trust  in  Charters.' 

In  a  minute  or  two  the  father  and  daughter  were  on 
horseback,  both  keeping  an  arrow's  flight  before  the  pro- 
vost, by  his  direction,  that  they  might  not  seem  to  be 
of  the  same  company.  They  passed  the  eastern  gate  in 
some  haste,  and  rode  forward  roundly  until  they  were 
out  of  sight.  Sir  Patrick  followed  leisurely;  but,  when 
he  was  lost  to  the  view  of  the  warders,  he  spurred  his 
mettled  horse,  and  soon  came  up  with  the  glover  and 
Catharine,  when  a  conversation  ensued  which  throws 
light  upon  some  previous  passages  of  this  history. 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

Hail,  land  of  bowmenl  seed  of  those  who  scorn'd 
To  stoop  the  neck  to  wide  imperial  Rome  — 
O  dearest  half  of  Albion  sea-walledl 

Albania  (1737). 

'I  HAVE  been  devising  a  mode,'  said  the  well-meaning 
provost,  'by  which  I  may  make  you  both  secure  for  a 
week  or  two  from  the  malice  of  your  enemies,  when  I 
have  little  doubt  I  may  see  a  changed  world  at  court. 
But  that  I  may  the  better  judge  what  is  to  be  done,  tell 
me  frankly,  Simon,  the  nature  of  your  connexion  with 
Gilchrist  Maclan,  which  leads  you  to  repose  such  im- 
plicit confidence  in  him.  You  are  a  close  observer  of  the 
rules  of  the  city,  and  are  aware  of  the  severe  penalties 
which  they  denounce  against  such  burghers  as  have 
covine  and  alliance  with  the  Highland  clans.' 

'True,  my  lord;  but  it  is  also  known  to  you  that  our 
craft,  working  in  skins  of  cattle,  stags,  and  every  other 
description  of  hides,  have  a  privilege,  and  are  allowed 
to  transact  with  those  Highlanders,  as  with  the  men  who 
can  most  readily  supply  us  with  the  means  of  conducting 
our  trade,  to  the  great  profit  of  the  burgh.  Thus  it  hath 
chanced  with  me  to  have  great  dealings  with  these  men; 
and  I  can  take  it  on  my  salvation,  that  you  nowhere 
find  more  just  and  honourable  traffickers,  or  by  whom  a 
man  may  more  easily  make  an  honest  penny.  I  have 
made  in  my  day  several  distant  journeys  into  the  far 
Highlands,  upon  the  faith  of  their  chiefs;  nor  did  I  ever 
meet  with  a  people  more  true  to  their  word,  when  you 
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can  once  prevail  upon  them  to  plight  it  in  your  behalf. 
And  as  for  the  Highland  chief,  Gilchrist  Maclan,  saving 
that  he  is  hasty  in  homicide  and  fire-raising  towards 
those  with  whom  he  hath  deadly  feud,  I  have  nowhere 
seen  a  man  who  walketh  a  more  just  and  upright 
path.' 

'It  is  more  than  ever  I  heard  before,'  said  Sir  Patrick 
Charteris.  'Yet  I  have  known  something  of  the  High- 
land runagates  too.' 

'They  show  another  favour,  and  a  very  different  one, 
to  their  friends  than  to  their  enemies,  as  your  lordship 
shall  understand,'  said  the  glover.  'However,  be  that  as 
it  may,  it  chanced  me  to  serve  Gilchrist  Maclan  in  a 
high  matter.  It  is  now  about  eighteen  years  since,  that 
it  chanced,  the  Clan  Quhele  and  Clan  Chattan  being  at 
feud,  as  indeed  they  are  seldom  at  peace,  the  former 
sustained  such  a  defeat  as  well-nigh  extirpated  the  family 
of  their  chief,  Maclan.  Seven  of  his  sons  were  slain  in 
battle  and  after  it,  himself  put  to  flight,  and  his  castle 
taken  and  given  to  the  flames.  His  wife,  then  near  the 
time  of  giving  birth  to  an  infant,  fled  iiito  the  forest, 
attended  by  one  faithful  servant  and  his  daughter.  Here, 
in  sorrow  and  care  enough,  she  gave  birth  to  a  boy;  and 
as  the  misery  of  the  mother's  condition  rendered  her 
little  able  to  suckle  the  infant,  he  was  nursed  with  the 
milk  of  a  doe,  which  the  forester  who  attended  her  con- 
trived to  take  alive  in  a  snare.  It  was  not  many  months 
afterwards  that,  in  a  second  encounter  of  these  fierce 
clans,  Maclan  defeated  his  enemies  in  his  turn,  and  re- 
gained possession  of  the  district  which  he  had  lost.  It 
was  with  unexpected  rapture  that  he  found  his  wife  and 
child  were  in  existence,  having  never  expected  to  see 
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more  of  them  than  the  bleached  bones,  from  which  the 
wolves  and  wildcats  had  eaten  the  flesh. 

'But  a  strong  and  prevailing  prejudice,  such  as  is 
often  entertained  by  these  wild  people,  prevented  their 
chief  from  enjoying  the  full  happiness  arising  from  hav- 
ing thus  regained  his  only  son  in  safety.  An  ancient 
prophecy  was  current  among  them,  that  the  power  of 
the  tribe  should  fall  by  means  of  a  boy  born  under  a 
bush  of  holly  and  suckled  by  a  white  doe.  The  circum- 
stance, unfortunately  for  the  chief,  tallied  exactly  with 
the  birth  of  the  only  child  which  remained  to  him,^and  it 
was  demanded  of  him  by  the  elders  of  the  clan,  that  the 
boy  should  be  either  put  to  death  or  at  least  removed 
from  the  dominions  of  the  tribe  and  brought  up  in 
obscurity.  Gilchrist  Maclan  was  obliged  to  consent; 
and  having  made  choice  of  the  latter  proposal,  the  child, 
under  the  name  of  Conachar,  was  brought  up  in  my  fam- 
ily, with  the  purpose,  as  was  at  first  intended,  of  conceal- 
ing from  him  all  knowledge  who  or  what  he  was,  or  of  his 
pretensions  to  authority  over  a  nimierous  and  warlike 
people.  But,  as  years  rolled  on,  the  elders  of  the  tribe, 
who  had  exerted  so  much  authority,  were  removed  by 
death,  or  rendered  incapable  of  interfering  in  the  public 
affairs  by  age;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  the  influence 
of  Gilchrist  Maclan  was  increased  by  his  successful 
struggles  against  the  Clan  Chattan,  in  which  he  restored 
the  equality  betwixt  the  two  contending  Confederacies, 
which  had  existed  before  the  calamitous  defeat  of  which 
I  told  your  honour.  Feeling  himself  thus  firmly  seated, 
he  naturally  became  desirous  to  bring  home  his  only  son 
to  his  bosom  and  family;  and  for  that  purpose  caused  me 
to  send  the  young  Conachar,  as  he  was  called,  more  than 
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once  to  the  Highlands.  He  was  a  youth  expressly  made, 
by  his  form  and  gallantry  of  bearing,  to  gain  a  father's 
heart.  At  length,  I  suppose  the  lad  either  guessed  the 
secret  of  his  birth  or  something  of  it  was  communicated 
to  him;  and  the  disgust  which  the  paughty  Hieland 
varlet  had  always  shown  for  my  honest  trade  became 
more  manifest;  so  that  I  dared  not  so  much  as  lay  my 
staff  over  his  costard,  for  fear  of  receiving  a  stab  with  a 
dirk,  as  in  answer  in  Gaelic  to  a  Saxon  remark.  It  was 
then  that  I  wished  to  be  well  rid  of  him,  the  rather  that 
he  showed  so  much  devotion  to  Catharine,  who,  for- 
sooth, set  herself  up  to  wash  the  Ethiopian,  and  teach  a 
wild  Hielandman  mercy  and  morals.  She  knows  herself 
how  it  ended.' 

'Nay,  my  father,'  said  Catharine,  'it  was  surely  but 
a  point  of  charity  to  snatch  the  brand  from  the  burn- 
ing.' 

' But  a  small  point  of  wisdom,'  said  her  father, '  to  risk 
the  burning  of  your  own  fingers  for  such  an  end.  What 
says  my  lord  to  the  matter?' 

'My  lord  would  not  offend  the  Fair  Maid  of  Perth, 
said  Sir  Patrick;  'and  he  knows  well  the  purity  and 
truth  of  her  mind.  And  yet  I  must  needs  say  that,  had 
this  nursling  of  the  doe  been  shrivelled,  haggard,  cross- 
made,  and  red-haired,  like  some  Highlanders  I  have 
known,  I  question  if  the  Fair  Maiden  of  Perth  would 
have  bestowed  so  much  zeal  upon  his  conversion;  and  if 
Catharine  had  been  as  aged,  wrinkled,  and  bent  by  years 
as  the  old  woman  that  opened  the  door  to  me  this  morn- 
ing, I  would  wager  my  gold  spurs  against  a  pair  of  High- 
land brogues  that  this  wild  roebuck  would  never  have 
listened  to  a  second  lecture.   You  laugh,  glover,  and 
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Catharine  blushes  a  blush  of  anger.  Let  it  pass,  it  is  the 
way  of  the  world.' 

'The  way  in  which  the  men  of  the  world  esteem  their 
neighbours,  my  lord,'  answered  Catharine,  with  some 
spirit. 

'Nay,  fair  saint,  forgive  a  jest,'  said  the  knight;  'and 
thou,  Simon,  tell  us  how  this  tale  ended  —  with  Cona- 
char's  escape  to  the  Highlands,  I  suppose?' 

'  With  his  return  thither,'  said  the  glover.  '  There  was, 
for  some  two  or  three  years,  a  fellow  about  Perth,  a  sort 
of  messenger,  who  came  and  went  under  divers  pre- 
tences, but  was,  in  fact,  the  means  of  communication 
between  Gilchrist  Maclan  and  his  son,  young  Conachar, 
or,  as  he  is  now  called,  Hector.  From  this  gillie  I  learned, 
in  general,  that  the  banishment  of  the  dauU  an  neigh 
dheil,  or  foster-child  of  the  white  doe,  was  again  brought 
under  consideration  of  the  tribe.  His  foster-father, 
Torquil  of  the  Oak,^the  old  forester,  appeared  with  eight 
sons,  the  finest  men  of  the  clan,  and  demanded  that  the 
doom  of  banishment  should  be  revoked.  He  spoke  with 
the  greater  authority,  as  he  was  himself  taishatar,  or  a 
seer,  and  supposed  to  have  communication  with  the 
invisible  world.  He  affirmed  that  he  had  performed  a 
magical  ceremony,  termed  tine-egan,^  by  which  he  evoked 
a  fiend,  from  whom  he  extorted  a  confession  that  Cona- 
char, now  called  Eachin,or  Hector,  Maclan,  was  the  only 
man  in  the  approaching  combat  between  the  two  hostile 
clans  who  should  come  off  without  blood  or  blemish. 
Hence  Torqml  of  the  Oak  argued  that  the  presence  of 
the  fated  person  was  necessary  to  ensure  the  victory. 
"So  much  I  am  possessed  of  this,"  said  the  forester, 
*  See  Note  3. 
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"that,  unless  Eachin  fight  in  his  place  in  the  ranks  of  the 
Clan  Quhele,  neither  I,  his  foster-father,  nor  any  of  my 
eight  sons  will  Hft  a  weapon  in  the  quarrel." 

'This  speech  was  received  with  much  alarm;  for  the 
defection  of  nine  men,  the  stoutest  of  their  tribe,  would 
be  a  serious  blow,  more  especially  if  the  combat,  as 
begins  to  be  rumoured,  should  be  decided  by  a  small 
number  from  each  side.  The  ancient  superstition  con- 
cerning the  foster-son  of  the  white  doe  was  counterbal- 
anced by  a  new  and  later  prejudice,  and  the  father  took 
the  opportunity  of  presenting  to  the  clan  his  long-hidden 
son,  whose  youthfiil,  but  handsome  and  animated,  coun- 
tenance, haughty  carriage,  and  active  limbs  excited  the 
admiration  of  the  clansmen,  who  joyfully  received  him  as 
the  heir  and  descendant  of  their  chief,  notwithstanding 
the  ominous  presage  attending  his  birth  and  nurture. 

'From  this  tale,  my  lord,'  continued  Simon  Glover, 
'your  lordship  may  easily  conceive  why  I  myself  shoiild 
be  secure  of  a  good  reception  among  the  Clan  Quhele; 
and  you  may  also  have  reason  to  judge  that  it  would  be 
very  rash  in  me  to  carry  Catharine  thither.  And  this, 
noble  lord,  is  the  heaviest  of  my  troubles.' 

'We  shall  lighten  the  load,  then,'  said  Sir  Patrick; 
'and,  good  glover,  I  will  take  risk  for  thee  and  this  dam- 
sel. My  alliance  with  the  Douglas  gives  me  some  inter- 
est with  Marjory,  Duchess  of  Rothsay,  his  daughter, 
the  neglected  wife  of  our  wilful  Prince.  Rely  on  it,  good 
glover,  that  in  her  retinue  thy  daughter  will  be  as  secure 
as  in  a  fenced  castle.  The  Duchess  keeps  house  now  at 
Falkland,  a  castle  which  the  Duke  of  Albany,  to  whom  it 
belongs,  has  lent  to  her  for  her  accommodation.  I  can- 
not promise  you  pleasure,  Fair  Maiden;  for  the  Duchess 
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Marjory  of  Rothsay  is  unfortunate,  and  therefore  splen- 
etic, haughty,  and  overbearing;  conscious  of  the  want  of 
attractive  qualities,  therefore  jealous  of  those  women 
who  possess  them.  But  she  is  firm  in  faith  and  noble  in 
spirit,  and  would  fling  Pope  or  prelate  into  the  ditch  of 
her  castle  who  should  come  to  arrest  any  one  under  her 
protection.  You  wiU  therefore  have  absolute  safety, 
though  you  may  lack  comfort.' 

'I  have  no  title  to  more,'  said  Catharine;  'and  deeply 
do  I  feel  the  kindness  that  is  willing  to  secure  me  such 
honourable  protection.  If  she  be  haughty,  I  wiU  remem- 
ber she  is  a  Douglas,  and  hath  right,  as  being  such,  to 
entertain  as  much  pride  as  may  become  a  mortal;  if  she 
be  fretful,  I  will  recollect  that  she  is  imforttmate;  and  if 
she  be  imreasonably  captious,  I  will  not  forget  that  she  is 
my  protectress.  Heed  no  longer  for  me,  my  lord,  when 
you  have  placed  me  under  the  noble  lady's  charge.  But 
my  poor  father,  to  be  exposed  amongst  these  wild  and 
dangerous  people!' 

'Think  not  of  that,  Catharine,'  said  the  glover:  'I  am 
as  familiar  with  brogues  and  bracken  as  if  I  had  worn 
them  myself.  I  have  only  to  fear  that  the  decisive  battle 
may  be  fought  before  I  can  leave  this  country;  and  if  the 
Clan  Quhele  lose  the  combat,  I  may  suffer  by  the  ruin  of 
my  protectors.' 

'We  must  have  that  cared  for,'  said  Sir  Patrick:  'rely 
on  my  looking  out  for  your  safety.  But  which  party  will 
carry  the  day,  think  you?' 

'Frankly,  my  Lord  Provost,  I  believe  the  Clan  Chat- 
tan  will  have  the  worse:  these  nine  children  of  the  forest 
form  a  third  nearly  of  the  band  surrounding  the  chief  of 
Clan  Quhele,  and  are  redoubted  champions.' 
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'And  your  apprentice,  will  he  stand  to  it,  thinkest 

thou?' 

'He  is  hot  as  fire.  Sir  Patrick,'  answered  the  glover; 
'but  he  is  also  unstable  as  water.  Nevertheless,  if  he  is 
spared,  he  seems  likely  to  be  one  day  a  brave  man.' 

'But,  as  now,  he  has  some  of  the  white  doe's  milk  still 
lurking  about  his  liver,  ha,  Simon?' 

'He  has  little  experience,  my  lord,'  said  the  glover, 
'and  I  need  not  tell  an  honoured  warrior  like  yourself 
that  danger  must  be  familiar  to  us  ere  we  can  dally 
with  it  like  a  mistress.' 

This  conversation  brought  them  speedily  to  the 
Castle  of  Kinfauns,  where,  after  a  short  refreshment,  it 
was  necessary  that  the  father  and  the  daughter  should 
part,  in  order  to  seek  their  respective  places  of  refuge. 
It  was  then  first,  as  she  saw  that  her  father's  anxiety 
on  her  account  had  drowned  all  recollections  of  his 
friend,  that  Catharine  dropped,  as  if  in  a  dream,  the 
name  of  'Henry  Gow.' 

'True  —  most  true,'  continued  her  father;  'we  must 
possess  him  of  our  purposes.' 

'Leave  that  to  me,'  said  Sir  Patrick.  'I  will  not  trust 
to  a  messenger,  nor  will  I  send  a  letter,  because,  if  I  coiild 
write  one,  I  think  he  could  not  read  it.  He  will  suffer 
anxiety  in  the  meanwhile,  but  I  will  ride  to  Perth  to- 
morrow by  times  and  acquaint  him  with  your  designs.' 

The  time  of  separation  now  approached.  It  was 
a  bitter  moment,  but  the  manly  character  of  the  old 
burgher,  and  the  devout  resignation  of  Catharine  to  the 
will  of  Providence,  made  it  lighter  than  might  have  been 
expected.  The  good  knight  hurried  the  departure  of  the 
burgess,  but  in  the  kindest  manner;  and  even  went  so  far 

24 


THE  FAIR  MAID  OF  PERTH 

as  to  offer  him  some  gold  pieces  in  loan,  which  might, 
where  specie  was  so  scarce,  be  considered  as  the  ne  plus 
ultra  of  regard.  The  glover,  however,  assured  him  he 
was  amply  provided,  and  departed  on  his  journey  in  a 
northwesterly  direction.  The  hospitable  protection  of 
Sir  Patrick  Charteris  was  no  less  manifested  towards  his 
fair  guest.  She  was  placed  imder  the  charge  of  a  duenna 
who  managed  the  good  knight's  household,  and  was 
compelled  to  remain  several  days  in  Kinfauns,  owing  to 
the  obstacles  and  delays  interposed  by  a  Tay  boatman, 
named  Kitt  Henshaw,  to  whose  charge  she  was  to  be 
committed,  and  whom  the  provost  highly  trusted. 

Thus  were  severed  the  child  and  parent  in  a  moment 
of  great  danger  and  difficulty,  much  augmented  by  cir- 
cumstances of  which  they  were  then  ignorant,  and  which 
seemed  greatly  to  diminish  any  chance  of  safety  that 
remained  for  them. 


CHAPTER  XXVn 

'This  Austin  humbly  did.'  'Did  he?'  quoth  he. 
'Austin  may  do  the  same  again  foi  me.' 

Pope's  Prologue  to  Canterbury  Taksfrom  Chaucer. 

The  course  of  our  story  will  be  best  pursued  by  attend- 
ing that  of  Simon  Glover.  It  is  not  our  purpose  to  indi- 
cate the  exact  local  boundaries  of  the  two  contending 
clans,  especially  since  they  are  not  clearly  pointed  out 
by  the  historians  who  have  transmitted  accounts  of  this 
memorable  feud.  It  is  sufficient  to  say,  that  the  terri- 
tory of  the  Clan  Chattan  extended  far  and  wide,  com- 
prehending Caithness  and  Sutherland,  and  having  for 
their  paramount  chief  the  powerful  earl  of  the  latter 
shire,  thence  called  Mohr  ar  Chat}  In  this  general  sense, 
the  Keiths,  the  Sinclairs,  the  Gvms,  and  other  families 
and  clans  of  great  power,  were  included  in  the  confeder- 
acy. These,  however,  were  not  engaged  in  the  present 
quarrel,  which  was  limited  to  that  part  of  the  Clan  Chat- 
tan  occupying  the  extensive  mountainous  districts  of 
Perthshire  and  Inverness-shire,  which  form  a  large  por- 
tion of  what  is  called  the  north-eastern  Highlands.  It  is 
well  known  that  two  large  septs,  unquestionably  known 
to  belong  to  the  Clan  Chattan,  the  MacPhersons  and 
the  Macintoshes,  dispute  to  this  day  which  of  their 
chieftains  was  at  the  head  of  this  Badenoch  branch  of 
the  great  confederacy,  and  both  have  of  later  times 
assimied  the  title  of  Captain  of  Clan  Chattan.    Non 

'  See  Note  4. 
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nostrum  est.  But,  at  all  events,  Badenoch  must  have 
been  the  centre  of  the  confederacy,  so  far  as  involved 
in  the  feud  of  which  we  treat. 

Of  the  rival  league  of  Clan  Quhele  we  have  a  still  less 
distinct  account,  for  reasons  which  will  appear  in  the 
sequel.  Some  authors  have  identified  them  with  the 
numerous  and  powerful  sept  of  MacKay.  If  this  is  done 
on  good  authority,  which  is  to  be  doubted,  the  MacKays 
must  have  shifted  their  settlements  greatly  since  the 
reign  of  Robert  III,  since  they  are  now  to  be  found  (as 
a  clan)  in  the  extreme  northern  parts  of  Scotland,  in  the 
counties  of  Ross  and  Sutherland.^  We  cannot,  therefore, 
be  so  clear  as  we  would  wish  in  the  geography  of  the 
story.  Suffice  it  that,  directing  his  course  in  a  north- 
westerly direction,  the  glover  travelled  for  a  day's  jour- 
ney in  the  direction  of  the  Breadalbane  country,  from 
which  he  hoped  to  reach  the  castle  where  Gilchrist  Mac- 
Ian,  the  captain  of  the  Clan  Quhele,  and  the  father  of  his 
pupil  Conachar,  usually  held  his  residence,  with  a  bar- 
barous pomp  of  attendance  and  ceremonial  suited  to  his 
lofty  pretensions. 

We  need  not  stop  to  describe  the  toil  and  terrors  of 
such  a  journey,  where  the  path  was  to  be  traced  among 
wastes  and  mountains,  now  ascending  precipitous  ra- 
vines, now  plunging  into  inextricable  bogs,  and  often 
intersected  with  large  brooks,  and  even  rivers.  But  all 
these  perils  Simon  Glover  had  before  encountered  in 
quest  of  honest  gain;  and  it  was  not  to  be  supposed  that 
he  shunned  or  feared  them  where  liberty,  and  life  itself, 
were  at  stake. 

The  danger  from  the  warlike  and  uncivilised  inhabit- 
'  See  Note  5. 
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ants  of  these  wilds  would  have  appeared  to  another  at 
least  as  formidable  as  the  perils  of  the  joximey.  But 
Simon's  knowledge  of  the  manners  and  language  of  the 
people  assured  him  on  this  point  also.  An  appeal  to  the 
hospitality  of  the  wildest  Gael  was  never  imsuccessfid; 
and  the  kerne,  that  in  other  circumstances  would  have 
taken  a  man's  life  for  the  silver  button  of  his  cloak, 
would  deprive  himself  of  a  meal  to  relieve  the  traveller 
who  implored  hospitality  at  the  door  of  his  bothy.  The 
art  of  travelling  in  the  Highlands  was  to  appear  as  confi- 
dent and  defenceless  as  possible;  and  accordingly  the 
glover  carried  no  arms  whatever,  journeyed  without 
the  least  appearance  of  precaution,  and  took  good  care 
to  exhibit  nothing  which  might  excite  cupidity.  Another 
rule  which  he  deemed  it  prudent  to  observe  was  to  avoid 
communication  with  any  of  the  passengers  whom  he 
might  chance  to  meet,  except  in  the  interchange  of  the 
common  civilities  of  salutation,  which  the  Highlanders 
rarely  omit.  Few  opportunities  occurred  of  exchang- 
ing even  such  passing  greetings.  The  coimtry,  always 
lonely,  seemed  now  entirely  forsaken;  and,  even  in  the 
little  straths  or  valleys  which  he  had  occasion  to  pass  or 
traverse,  the  hamlets  were  deserted,  and  the  inhabitants 
had  betaken  themselves  to  woods  and  caves.  This  was 
easily  accounted  for,  considering  the  imminent  dangers 
of  a  feud  which  all  expected  would  become  one  of  the 
most  general  signals  for  plunder  and  ravage  that  had 
ever  distracted  that  unhappy  country. 

Simon  began  to  be  alarmed  at  this  state  of  desolation. 
He  had  made  a  halt  since  he  left  Kinfauns,  to  allow  his 
nag  some  rest;  and  now  he  began  to  be  anxious  how  he 
was  to  pass  the  night.  He  had  reckoned  upon  spending  it 

28 


THE  FAIR  MAID  OF  PERTH 

at  the  cottage  of  an  old  acquaintance,  called  Niel  Boos- 
hafloch  (or  the  cow-herd),  because  he  had  charge  of 
numerous  herds  of  cattle  belonging  to  the  captain  of 
Clan  Quhele,  for  which  purpose  he  had  a  settlement  on 
the  banks  of  the  Tay,  not  far  from  the  spot  where  it 
leaves  the  lake  of  the  same  name.  From  this  his  old  host 
and  friend,  with  whom  he  had  transacted  many  bargains 
for  hides  and  furs,  the  old  glover  hoped  to  learn  the 
present  state  of  the  country,  the  prospect  of  peace  or 
war,  and  the  best  measures  to  be  taken  for  his  own 
safety.  It  will  be  remembered  that  the  news  of  the  in- 
dentures of  battle  entered  into  for  diminishing  the  extent 
of  the  feud  had  only  been  communicated  to  King  Robert 
the  day  before  the  glover  left  Perth,  and  did  not  become 
public  till  some  time  afterwards. 

'If  Niel  Booshalloch  hath  left  his  dwelling  like  the 
rest  of  them,  I  shall  be  finely  holped  up,'  thought  Simon, 
'since  I  want  not  only  the  advantage  of  his  good  advice, 
but  also  his  interest  with  Gilchrist  Maclan;  and,  more- 
over, a  night's  quarters  and  a  supper.' 

Thus  reflecting,  he  reached  the  top  of  a  swelling  green 
hill,  and  saw  the  ^lendid  vision  of  Loch  Tay  l3ang  be- 
neath him  —  an  immense  plate  of  polished  silver,  its 
dark  heathy  mountains  and  leafless  thickets  of  oak 
serving  as  an  arabesque  frame  to  a  magnificent  mirror. 

Indifferent  to  natural  beauty  at  any  time,  Simon 
Glover  was  now  particularly  so;  and  the  only  part  of  the 
splendid  landscape  on  which  he  turned  his  eye  was  the 
angle  or  loop  of  meadow  land  where  the  river  Tay,  rush- 
ing in  full-swoln  dignity  from  its  parent  lake,  and  wheel- 
ing around  a  beautiful  valley  of  about  a  mile  in  breadth, 
begins  his  broad  course  to  the  south-eastward,  like  a  con- 
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queror  and  a  legislator,  to  subdue  and  to  enrich  remote 
districts.  Upon  the  sequestered  spot,  which  is  so  beauti- 
fully situated  between  lake,  mountain,  and  river,  arose 
afterwards  the  feudal  castle  of  the  Ballough,^  which  in 
our  time  has  been  succeeded  by  the  splendid  palace  of 
the  Earls  of  Breadalbane. 

But  the  Campbells,  though  they  had  already  attained 
very  great  power  in  Argyleshire,  had  not  yet  extended 
themselves  so  far  eastward  as  Loch  Tay,  the  banks  of 
which  were,  either  by  right  or  by  mere  occupancy,  pos- 
sessed for  the  present  by  the  Clan  Quhele,  whose  choic- 
est herds  were  fattened  on  the  margin  of  the  lake.  In  this 
valley,  therefore,  between  the  river  and  the  lake,  amid 
extensive  forests  of  oak-wood,  hazel,  rowan-tree,  and 
larches,  arose  the  humble  cottage  of  Niel  Booshalloch,  a 
village  Eumseus,  whose  hospitable  chimneys  were  seen 
to  smoke  plentifully,  to  the  great  encouragement  of 
Simon  Glover,  who  might  otherwise  have  been  obliged 
to  spend  the  night  in  the  open  air,  to  his  no  small  dis- 
comfort. 

He  reached  the  door  of  the  cottage,  whistled,  shouted, 
and  made  his  approach  known.  There  was  a  baying  of 
hounds  and  collies,  and  presently  the  master  of  the  hut 
came  forth.  There  was  much  care  on  his  brow,  and  he 
seemed  surprised  at  the  sight  of  Simon  Glover,  though 
the  herdsman  covered  both  as  well  as  he  might;  for 
nothing  in  that  region  could  be  reckoned  more  uncivil 
than  for  the  landlord  to  suffer  anything  to  escape  him 
in  look  or  gesture  which  might  induce  the  visitor  to 
think  that  his  arrival  was  an  unpleasing,  or  even  an  un- 
expected, incident.  The  traveller's  horse  was  conducted 

'  BaUoch  is  Gaelic  for  the  discharge  of  a  lake  into  a  river. 
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to  a  stable,  which  was  ahnost  too  low  to  receive  him,  and 
the  glover  himself  was  led  into  the  mansion  of  the  Boos- 
halloch,  where,  according  to  the  custom  of  the  country, 
bread  and  cheese  was  placed  before  the  wayfarer,  while 
more  solid  food  was  preparing.  Simon,  who  understood 
all  their  habits,  took  no  notice  of  the  obvious  marks  of 
sadness  on  the  brow  of  his  entertainer  and  on  those  of 
the  family,  until  he  had  eaten  somewhat  for  form's  sake, 
after  which  he  asked  the  general  question,  'Was  there 
any  news  in  the  country? ' 

'Bad  news  as  ever  were  told,'  said  the  herdsman:  'our 
father  is  no  more.' 

'How!'  said  Simon,  greatly  alarmed,  'is  the  captain  of 
the  Clan  Qiihele  dead? ' 

'The  captain  of  the  Clan  Quhele  never  dies,'  answered 
the  Booshalloch;  'but  Gilchrist  Maclan  died  twenty 
hours  since,  and  his  son,  Eachin  Maclan,  is  now  captain.' 

'What,  Eachin  —  that  is  Conachar  —  my  apprentice? ' 

'As  little  of  that  subject  as  you  list,  brother  Simon,' 
said  the  herdsman.  '  It  is  to  be  remembered,  friend,  that 
your  craft,  which  doth  very  well  for  a  living  in  the  douce 
dty  of  Perth,  is  something  too  mechanical  to  be  much 
esteemed  at  the  foot  of  Ben  Lawers  and  on  the  banks  of 
Loch  Tay.  We  have  not  a  Gaelic  word  by  which  we  can 
even  name  a  maker  of  gloves.' 

'It  would  be  strange  if  you  had,  friend  Niel,'  said 
Simon,  drily, '  having  so  few  gloves  to  wear.  I  think  there 
be  none  in  the  whole  Clan  Quhele,  save  those  which  I 
myself  gave  to  Gilchrist  Maclan,  whom  God  assoilzie, 
who  esteemed  them  a  choice  propine.  Most  deeply  do 
I  regret  his  death,  for  I  was  coming  to  him  on  express 
business.' 
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'You  had  better  turn  the  nag's  head  southward  with 
morning  light,'  said  the  herdsman.  'The  funeral  is 
instantly  to  take  place,  and  it  must  be  with  short  cere- 
mony; for  there  is  a  battle  to  be  fought  by  the  Clan 
Quhele  and  the  Clan  Chattan,  thirty  champions  on  a 
side,  as  soon  as  Palm  Sunday  next,  and  we  have  brief 
time  either  to  lament  the  dead  or  honour  the  living.' 

'Yet  are  my  affairs  so  pressing,  that  I  must  needs  see 
the  young  chief,  were  it  but  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,' 
said  the  glover. 

'Hark  thee,  friend,'  replied  his  host,  'I  think  thy  busi- 
ness must  be  either  to  gather  money  or  to  make  traffic. 
Now,  if  the  chief  owe  thee  anything  for  upbringing  or 
otherwise,  ask  him  not  to  pay  it  when  all  the  treasures 
of  the  tribe  are  called  in  for  making  gallant  preparation 
of  arms  and  equipment  for  their  combatants,  that  we 
may  meet  these  proud  hill-cats  in  a  fashion  to  show  our- 
selves their  superiors.  But  if  thou  comest  to  practise 
commerce  with  us,  thy  time  is  still  worse  chosen.  Thou 
knowest  that  thou  art  already  envied  of  many  of  our 
tribe,  for  having  had  the  fosterage  of  the  young  chief, 
which  is  a  thing  usually  given  to  the  best  of  the 
clan.' 

'But,  St.  Mary,  man!'  exclaimed  the  glover,  'men 
shotild  remember  the  office  was  not  conferred  on  me  as  a 
favour  which  I  courted,  but  that  it  was  accepted  by  me 
on  importunity  and  entreaty,  to  my  no  small  prejudice. 
This  Conachar,  or  Hector,  of  yours,  or  whatever  you 
caU  him,  has  destroyed  me  doe-skins  to  the  amount  of 
many  pounds  Scots.' 

'There  again,  now,'  said  the  Booshalloch,  'you  have 
spoken  a  word  to  cost  your  life:  any  allusion  to  skins  or 
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hides,  or  especially  to  deer  and  does,  may  incur  no  less  a 
forfeit.  The  chief  is  young,  and  jealous  of  his  rank; 
none  knows  the  reason  better  than  thou,  friend  Glover. 
He  will  naturally  wish  that  everything  concerning  the 
opposition  to  his  succession,  and  having  reference  to  his 
exile,  should  be  totally  forgotten;  and  he  will  not  hold 
him  in  affection  who  shall  recall  the  recollection  of  his 
people,  or  force  back  his  own,  upon  what  they  must  both 
remember  with  pain.  Think  how,  at  such  a  moment, 
they  will  look  on  the  old  glover  of  Perth,  to  whom  the 
chief  was  so  long  apprentice!  Come  —  come,  old 
friend,  you  have  erred  in  this.  You  are  in  over  great 
haste  to  worship  the  rising  sun,  while  his  beams  are  yet 
level  with  the  horizon.  Come  thou  when  he  has  climbed 
higher  in  the  heavens,  and  thou  shalt  have  thy  share  of 
the  warmth  of  his  noonday  height.' 

'Niel  Booshalloch,'  said  the  glover,  'we  have  been  old 
friends,  as  thou  say'st;  and  as  I  think  thee  a  true  one,  I 
will  speak  to  thee  freely,  though  what  I  say  might  be 
perilous  if  spoken  to  others  of  thy  clan.  Thou  think'st 
I  come  hither  to  make  my  own  profit  of  thy  young  chief, 
and  it  is  natural  thou  shouldst  think  so.  But  I  would 
not,  at  my  years,  quit  my  own  chimney  corner  in  Curfew 
Street  to  bask  me  in  the  beams  of  the  brightest  sun  that 
ever  shone  upon  Highland  heather.  The  very  truth  is,  I 
come  hither  in  extremity:  my  foes  have  the  advantage  of 
me,  and  have  laid  things  to  my  charge  whereof  I  am 
incapable,  even  in  thought.  Nevertheless,  doom  is  like 
to  go  forth  against  me,  and  there  is  no  remedy  but  that 
I  must  up  and  fly,  or  remain  and  perish.  I  come  to  your 
young  chief,  as  one  who  had  refuge  with  me  in  his  dis- 
tress — ^who  ate  of  my  bread  and  drank  of  my  cup.  I 
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ask  of  him  refuge,  which,  as  I  trust,  I  shall  need  but  a 
short  time.' 

'That  makes  a  different  case,'  replied  the  herdsman, 
'So  different,  that,  if  you  came  at  midnight  to  the  gate 
of  Maclan,  having  the  King  of  Scotland's  head  in  your 
hand,  and  a  thousand  men  in  pursuit  for  the  avenging 
of  his  blood,  I  could  not  think  it  for  his  honour  to  refuse 
you  protection.  And  for  your  innocence  or  guilt,  it  con- 
cerns not  the  case;  or  rather,  he  ought  the  more  to  shelter 
you  if  guilty,  seeing  your  necessity  and  his  risk  are  both 
in  that  case  the  greater.  I  must  straightway  to  him,  that 
no  hasty  tongue  tell  him  of  your  arriving  hither  without 
sa3dng  the  cause.' 

'A  pity  of  your  trouble,'  said  the  glover;  'but  where 
lies  the  chief  ? ' 

'He  is  quartered  about  ten  miles  hence,  busied  with 
the  affairs  of  the  funeral,  and  with  preparations  for  the 
combat  —  the  dead  to  the  grave  and  the  living  to  battle.' 

'It  is  a  long  way,  and  will  take  you  all  night  to  go  and 
come,'  said  the  glover;  'and  I  am  very  sure  that  Cona- 
char,  when  he  knows  it  is  I  who  — ' 

'Forget  Conachar,'  said  the  herdsman,  placing  his 
finger  on  his  lips.  'And  as  for  the  ten  miles,  they  are  but 
a  Highland  leap,  when  one  bears  a  message  between  his 
friend  and  his  chief.' 

So  saying,  and  committing  the  traveller  to  the  charge 
of  his  eldest  son  and  his  daughter,  the  active  herdsman 
left  his  house  two  hours  before  midnight,  to  which  he 
returned  long  before  sunrise.  He  did  not  disturb  his 
wearied  guest,  but  when  the  old  man  had  arisen  in  the 
morning  he  acquainted  him  that  the  funeral  of  the  late 
chieftain  was  to  take  place  the  same  day,  and  that,  al- 
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though  Eachin  Maclan  could  not  invite  a  Saxon  to  the 
funeral,  he  wovdd  be  glad  to  receive  him  at  the  entertain- 
ment which  was  to  follow. 

'His  will  must  be  obeyed,'  said  the  glover,  half -smiling 
at  the  change  of  relation  between  himself  and  his  late 
apprentice.  'The  man  is  the  master  now,  and  I  trust  he 
will  remember  that,  when  matters  were  otherwise  be- 
tween us,  I  did  not  use  my  authority  ungraciously.' 

'Troutsho,  friend!'  exclaimed  the  BooshaUoch,  'the 
less  of  that  you  say  the  better.  You  will  find  yourself  a 
right  welcome  guest  to  Eachin,  and  the  deil  a  man  dares 
stir  you  within  his  bounds.  But  fare  you  well,  for  I  must 
go,  as  beseems  me,  to  the  burial  of  the  best  chief  the 
clan  ever  had,  and  the  wisest  captain  that  ever  cocked 
the  sweet-gale  (bog-myrtle)  in  his  bonnet.  Farewell 
to  you  for  a  while,  and  if  you  will  go  to  the  top  of  the 
Tom-an-Lonach  behind  the  house,  you  will  see  a  gallant 
sight,  and  hear  such  a  coronach  as  will  reach  the  top  of 
Ben  Lawers.  A  boat  will  wait  for  you,  three  hours  hence, 
at  a  wee  bit  creek  about  half  a  mile  westward  from  the 
head  of  the  Tay.' 

With  these  words  he  took  his  departure,  followed  by 
his  three  sons,  to  man  the  boat  in  which  he  was  to  join 
the  rest  of  the  mourners,  and  two  daughters,  whose 
voices  were  wanted  to  join  in  the  lament,  which  was 
chanted,  or  rather  screamed,  on  such  occasions  of  general 
affliction. 

Simon  Glover,  finding  himself  alone,  resorted  to  the 
stable  to  look  after  his  nag,  which,  he  found,  had  been 
well  served  with  graddan,  or  bread  made  of  scorched 
barley.  Of  this  kindness  he  was  fully  sensible,  knowing 
that,  probably,  the  family  had  little  of  this  delicacy  left 
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to  themselves  until  the  next  harvest  should  bring  them  a 
scanty  supply.  In  animal  food  they  were  well  provided, 
and  the  lake  f oimd  them  abundance  of  fish  for  their  len- 
ten  diet,  which  they  did  not  observe  very  strictly;  but 
bread  was  a  delicacy  very  scanty  in  the  Highlands. 
The  bogs  afforded  a  soft  species  of  hay,  none  of  the  best, 
to  be  sure ;  but  Scottish  horses,  like  their  riders,  were  then 
accustomed  to  hard  fare.  Gauntlet,  for  this  was  the  name 
of  the  palfrey,  had  his  stall  crammed  full  of  dried  fern  for 
htter,  and  was  otherwise  as  well  provided  for  as  High- 
land hospitality  could  contrive. 

Simon  Glover  being  thus  left  to  his  own  painful  reflec- 
tions, nothing  better  remained,  after  having  seen  after 
the  comforts  of  the  dvmib  companion  of  his  journey, 
than  to  follow  the  herdsman's  advice;  and  ascending 
towards  the  top  of  an  eminence  called  Tom-an-Lonach, 
or  the  Knoll  of  Yew  Trees,  after  a  walk  of  half  an  hour 
he  reached  the  summit,  and  could  look  down  on  the  broad 
expanse  of  the  lake,  of  which  the  height  commanded  a 
noble  view.  A  few  aged  and  scattered  yew-trees  of  great 
size  stiU  vindicated  for  the  beautiful  green  hill  the  name 
attached  to  it.  But  a  far  greater  number  had  fallen  a 
sacrifice  to  the  general  demand  for  bow-staves  in  that 
warlike  age,  the  bow  being  a  weapon  much  used  by  the 
moimtaineers,  though  those  which  they  employed,  as 
well  as  their  arrows,  were,  in  shape  and  form,  and  espe- 
cially in  efficacy,  far  inferior  to  the  archery  of  merry 
England.  The  dark  and  shattered  individual  yews  which 
remained  were  like  the  veterans  of  a  broken  host,  occu- 
pying in  disorder  some  post  of  advantage,  with  the  stem 
purpose  of  resisting  to  the  last.  Behind  this  eminence, 
but  detached  from  it,  arose  a  higher  hill,  partly  covered 
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with  copsewood,  partly  opening  into  glades  of  pasture, 
where  the  cattle  strayed,  finding,  at  this  season  of  the 
year,  a  scanty  sustenance  among  the  spring-heads  and 
marshy  places,  where  the  fresh  grass  began  first  to  arise. 

The  opposite  or  northern  shore  of  the  lake  presented  a 
far  more  Alpine  prospect  than  that  upon  which  the  glover 
was  stationed.  Woods  and  thickets  ran  up  the  sides  of 
the  mountains,  and  disappeared  among  the  sinuosities 
formed  by  the  winding  ravines  which  separated  them 
from  each  other;  but  far  above  these  specimens  of  a 
tolerable  natural  soil  arose  the  swart  and  bare  moun- 
tains themselves,  in  the  dark  grey  desolation  proper  to 
the  season. 

Some  were  peaked,  some  broad-crested,  some  rocky 
and  precipitous,  others  of  a  tamer  outline;  and  the  clan 
of  Titans  seemed  to  be  commanded  by  their  appropriate 
chieftains  —  the  frowning  mountain  of  Ben  Lawers, 
and  the  still  more  lofty  eminence  of  Ben  Mohr,  rising 
high  above  the  rest,  whose  peaks  retain  a  dazzling  hel- 
met of  snow  far  into  the  simamer  season,  and  sometimes 
during  the  whole  year.  Yet  the  borders  of  this  wild  and 
silvan  region,  where  the  moimtains  descended  upon  the 
lake,  intimated,  even  at  that  early  period,  many  traces  of 
human  habitation.  Hamlets  were  seen,  especially  on  the 
northern  margin  of  the  lake,  half  hid  among  the  little 
glens  that  poured  their  tributary  streams  into  Loch  Tay, 
which,  like  many  earthly  things,  made  a  fair  show  at  a 
distance,  but,  when  more  closely  approached,  were  dis- 
gustful and  repulsive,  from  their  squalid  want  of  the 
conveniences  which  attend  even  Indian  wigwams.  They 
were  inhabited  by  a  race  who  neither  cultivated  the 
earth  nor  cared  for  the  enio3maents  which  industry  pro- 
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cures.  The  women,  although  otherwise  treated  with 
affection,  and  even  delicacy  of  respect,  discharged  all  the 
absolutely  necessary  domestic  labour.  The  men,  except- 
ing some  reluctant  use  of  an  ill-formed  plough,  or  more 
frequently  a  spade,  grudgingly  gone  through,  as  a  task 
infinitely  beneath  them,  took  no  other  employment  than 
the  charge  of  the  herds  of  black  cattle,  in  which  their 
wealth  consisted.  At  all  other  times  they  hunted,  fished, 
or  marauded,  during  the  brief  intervals  of  peace,  by  way 
of  pastime;  plundering  with  bolder  license,  and  fighting 
with  embittered  animosity,  in  time  of  war,  which,  public 
or  private,  upon  a  broader  or  more  restricted  scale, 
formed  the  proper  business  of  their  lives,  and  the  only 
one  which  they  esteemed  worthy  of  them. 

The  magnificent  bosom  of  the  lake  itself  was  a  scene  to 
gaze  on  with  delight.  Its  noble  breadth,  with  its  termi- 
nation in  a  full  and  beautiful  run,  was  rendered  yet 
more  picturesque  by  one  of  those  islets  which  are  often 
happily  situated  in  the  Scottish  lakes.^  The  ruins  upon 
that  isle,  now  almost  shapeless,  being  overgrown  with 
wood,  rose,  at  the  time  we  speak  of,  into  the  towers  and 
pinnacles  of  a  priory,  where  slumbered  the  remains  of 
Sibilla,  daughter  of  Henry  I  of  England,  and  consort  of 
Alexander  the  First  of  Scotland.  This  holy  place  had 
been  deemed  of  dignity  sufficient  to  be  the  deposit  of  the 
remains  of  the  captain  of  the  Clan  Quhele,  at  least  till 
times  when  the  removal  of  the  danger,  now  so  immi- 
nently pressing,  should  permit  of  his  body  being  con- 
veyed to  a  distinguished  convent  in  the  north,  where  he 
was  destined  ultimately  to  repose  with  all  his  ancestry. 

A  number  of  boats  pushed  off  from  various  points  of 

'  See  Note  6. 
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the  near  and  more  distant  shore,  many  displaying  sable 
banners,  and  others  having  their  several  pipers  in  the 
bow,  who  from  time  to  time  poured  forth  a  few  notes  of  a 
shrill,  plaintive,  and  wailing  character,  and  intimated 
to  the  glover  that  the  ceremony  was  about  to  take  place. 
These  sounds  of  lamentation  were  but  the  tuning  as  it 
were  of  the  instruments,  compared  with  the  general  wail 
which  was  speedily  to  be  raised. 

A  distant  soimd  was  heard  from  far  up  the  lake,  even 
as  it  seemed  from  the  remote  and  distant  glens  out  of 
which  the  Dochart  and  the  Lochy  pour  their  streams  into 
Loch  Tay.  It  was  in  a  wild,  inaccessible  spot,  where  the 
Campbells  at  a  subsequent  period  founded  their  strong 
fortress  of  Finlayrigg,  that  the  redoubted  commander 
of  the  Clan  Quhele  drew  his  last  breath;  and,  to  give  due 
pomp  to  his  funeral,  his  corpse  was  now  to  be  brought 
down  the  loch  to  the  island  assigned  for  his  temporary 
place  of  rest.  The  funeral  fleet,  led  by  the  chieftain's 
barge,  from  which  a  huge  black  banner  was  displayed, 
had  made  more  than  two-thirds  of  its  voyage  ere  it  was 
visible  from  the  eminence  on  which  Simon  Glover  stood 
to  overlook  the  ceremony.  The  instant  the  distant  wail 
of  the  coronach  was  heard  proceeding  from  the  attend- 
ants on  the  funeral  barge,  all  the  subordinate  sounds  of 
lamentation  were  hushed  at  once,  as  the  raven  ceases  to 
croak  and  the  hawk  to  whistle  whenever  the  scream  of 
the  eagle  is  heard.  The  boats,  which  had  floated  hither 
and  thither  upon  the  lake,  like  a  flock  of  water-fowl  dis- 
persing themselves  on  its  surface,  now  drew  together  with 
an  appearance  of  order,  that  the  funeral  flotilla  might 
pass  onward,  and  that  they  themselves  might  fall  into 
their  proper  places.  In  the  meanwhile  the  piercing  din 
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of  the  war-pipes  became  louder  and  louder,  and  the  cry 
from  the  numberless  boats  which  followed  that  from 
which  the  black  banner  of  the  chief  was  displayed  rose 
in  wild  unison  up  to  the  Tom-an-Lonach,  from  which  the 
glover  viewed  tie  spectacle.  The  galley  which  headed 
the  procession  bore  on  its  poop  a  species  of  scaffold,  upon 
which,  arrayed  in  white  linen,  and  with  the  face  bare, 
was  displayed  the  corpse  of  the  deceased  chieftain.  His 
son  and  the  nearest  relatives  filled  the  vessel,  while  a 
great  nvmaber  of  boats,  of  every  description  that  could 
be  assembled,  either  on  Loch  Tay  itself  or  brought  by 
land  carriage  from  Loch  Earn  and  otherwise,  followed 
in  the  rear,  some  of  them  of  very  frail  materials.  There 
were  even  curraghs,  composed  of  ox-hides  stretched 
over  hoops  of  willow,  in  the  manner  of  the  ancient  Brit- 
ish; and  some  committed  themselves  to  rafts  formed  for 
the  occasion,  from  the  readiest  materials  that  occurred, 
and  imited  in  such  a  precarious  manner  as  to  render  it 
probable  that,  before  the  accomplishment  of  the  voyage, 
some  of  the  clansmen  of  the  deceased  might  be  sent  to 
attend  their  chieftain  in  the  world  of  spirits. 

When  the  principal  flotilla  came  in  sight  of  the  smaller 
group  of  boats  collected  towards  the  foot  of  the  lake,  and 
bearing  off  from  the  little  island,  they  hailed  each  other 
with  a  shout  so  loud  and  general,  and  terminating  in  a 
cadence  so  wildly  prolonged,  that  not  only  the  deer 
started  from  their  glens  for  miles  around,  and  sought 
the  distant  recesses  of  the  mountains,  but  even  the  do- 
mestic cattle,  accustomed  to  the  voice  of  man,  felt  the 
full  panic  which  the  human  shout  strikes  into  the  wilder 
tribes,  and  like  them  fled  from  their  pasture  into  mo- 
rasses and  dingles. 
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Summoned  forth  from  their  convent  by  those  sounds, 
the  monks  who  inhabited  the  little  islet  began  to  issue 
from  their  lowly  portal,  with  cross  and  banner,  and  as 
much  of  ecclesiastical  state  as  they  had  the  means  of 
displaying;  their  bells  at  the  same  time,  of  which  the  edi- 
fice possessed  three,  pealing  the  death-toll  over  the  long 
lake,  which  came  to  the  ears  of  the  now  silent  multitude, 
mingled  with  the  solemn  chant  of  the  Catholic  Church, 
raised  by  the  monks  in  their  procession.  Various  cere- 
monies were  gone  through,  while  the  kindred  of  the 
deceased  carried  the  body  ashore,  and,  placing  it  on  a 
bank  long  consecrated  to  the  purpose,  made  the  deasil  ^ 
around  the  departed.  When  the  corpse  was  upHfted  to 
be  borne  into  the  church,  another  united  yell  burst  from 
the  assembled  multitude,  in  which  the  deep  shout  of 
warriors  and  the  shrill  wail  of  females  joined  their  notes 
with  the  tremulous  voice  of  age  and  the  babbling  cry  of 
childhood.  The  coronach  was  again,  and  for  the  last 
time,  shrieked  as  the  body  was  carried  into  the  interior 
of  the  church,  where  only  the  nearest  relatives  of  the 
deceased  and  the  most  distinguished  of  the  leaders  of 
the  clan  were  permitted  to  enter.^  The  last  yell  of  woe 
was  so  terribly  loud,  and  answered  by  so  many  h\mdred 
echoes,  that  the  glover  instinctively  raised  his  hands  to 
his  ears,  to  shut  out,  or  deaden  at  least,  a  sound  so 
piercing.  He  kept  this  attitude  while  the  hawks,  owls, 
and  other  birds,  scared  by  the  wild  scream,  had  begun 
to  settle  in  their  retreats,  when,  as  he  withdrew  his  hands, 
a  voice  close  by  him  said  — 

'Think  you  this,  Simon  Glover,  the  hymn  of  penitence 
and  praise  with  which  it  becomes  poor  forlorn  man,  cast 
»  See  Note  7.  "  See  Note  8. 
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out  from  his  tenement  of  clay,  to  be  wafted  into  the 
presence  of  his  Maker? ' 

The  glover  turned,  and  in  the  old  man  with  a  long 
white  beard  who  stood  close  beside  him  had  no  difficulty 
from  the  clear  mild  eye  and  the  benevolent  cast  of  feat- 
ures, to  recognise  the  Carthusian  monk  Father  Clement, 
no  longer  wearing  his  monastic  habiliments,  but  wrapped 
in  a  frieze  mantle  and  having  a  Highland  cap  on  his  head. 

It  may  be  recollected  that  the  glover  regarded  this 
man  with  a  combined  feeling  of  respect  and  dislike  — 
respect,  which  his  judgment  could  not  deny  to  the 
monk's  person  and  character,  and  dislike,  which  arose 
from  Father  Clement's  peculiar  doctriaes  being  the 
cause  of  his  daughter's  exile  and  his  own  distress.  It  was 
not,  therefore,  with  sentiments  of  unmixed  satisfaction 
that  he  returned  the  greetings  of  the  father,  and  replied 
to  the  reiterated  question.  What  he  thought'of  the  funeral 
rites  which  were  discharged  in  so  wild  a  manner  — '  I 
know  not,  my  good  father;  but  these  men  do  their  duty 
to  their  deceased  chief  according  to  the  fashion  of  their 
ancestors:  they  mean  to  express  their  regret  for  their 
friend's  loss  and  their  prayers  to  Heaven  in  his  behalf; 
and  that  which  is  done  of  good-wiU  must,  to  my  think- 
ing, be  accepted  favourably.  Had  it  been  otherwise, 
methinks  they  had  ere  now  been  enlightened  to  do 
better.' 

'Thou  art  deceived,'  answered  the  monk.  'God  has 
sent  His  light  amongst  us  all,  though  in  various  propor- 
tions; but  man  wilfully  shuts  his  eyes  and  prefers  dark- 
ness. This  benighted  people  mingle  with  the  ritual  of 
the  Roman  Church  the  old  heathen  ceremonies  of  their 
own  fathers,  and  thus  unite  with  the  abominations  of  a 
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church  corrupted  by  wealth  and  power  the  cruel  and 
bloody  ritual  of  savage  pajniims.' 

'Father,'  said  Simon,  abruptly,  'methinks  your  pre- 
sence were  more  useful  in  yonder  chapel,  aiding  your 
brethren  in  the  discharge  of  their  clerical  duties,  than  in 
troubling  and  unsettling  the  belief  of  an  humble  though 
ignorant  Christian  like  myself.' 

'And  wherefore  say,  good  brother,  that  I  would  unfix 
thy  principles  of  beUef  ? '  answered  Clement.  '  So  Heaven 
deal  with  me,  as,  were  my  life-blood  necessary  to  cement 
the  mind  of  any  man  to  the  holy  religion  he  professeth, 
it  should  be  freely  poured  out  for  the  purpose.' 

'Your  speech  is  fair,  father,  I  grant  you,'  said  the 
glover;  'but  if  I  am  to  judge  the  doctrine  by  the  fruits, 
Heaven  has  punished  me  by  the  hand  of  the  church  for 
having  hearkened  thereto.  Ere  I  heard  you,  my  confes- 
sor was  Uttle  moved  though  I  might  have  owned  to  have 
told  a  merry  tale  upon  the  ale-bench,  even  if  a  friar  or  a 
nun  were  the  subject.  If  at  a  time  I  had  called  Father 
Hubert  a  better  himter  of  hares  than  of  souls,  I  confessed 
me  to  the  Vicar  Vinesauf ,  who  laughed  and  made  me  pay 
a  reckoning  for  penance;  or  if  I  had  said  that  the  Vicar 
Vinesauf  was  more  constant  to  his  cup  than  to  his  brev- 
iary, I  confessed  me  to  Father  Hubert,  and  a  new  hawk- 
ing-glove  made  all  well  again;  and  thus  I,  my  conscience, 
and  Mother  Church  lived  together  on  terms  of  peace, 
friendship,  and  mutual  forbearance.  But  since  I  have 
listened  to  you.  Father  Clement,  this  goodly  union  is 
broke  to  pieces,  and  nothing  is  thundered  in  my  ear  but 
purgatory  in  the  next  world  and  fire  and  fagot  in  this. 
Therefore,  avoid  you.  Father  Clement,  or  speak  to  those 
who  can  imderstand  your  doctrine.  I  have  no  heart  to 

43 


WAVERLEY  NOVELS 

be  a  martyr:  I  have  never  in  my  whole  Ufe  had  courage 
enough  so  much  as  to  snuff  a  candle  with  my  fingers; 
and,  to  speak  the  truth,  I  am  minded  to  go  back  to  Perth, 
sue  put  my  pardon  in  the  spiritual  court,  carry  my  fagot 
to  the  gallows-foot  in  token  of  recantation,  and  purchase 
myself  once  more  the  name  of  a  good  Catholic,  were  it  at 
the  price  of  all  the  worldly  wealth  that  remains  to  me.' 

'You  are  angry,  my  dearest  brother,'  said  Clement, 
'and  repent  you  on  the  pinch  of  a  little  worldly  danger 
and  a  little  worldly  loss  for  the  good  thoughts  which 
you  once  entertained.' 

'You  speak  at  ease,  Father  Clement,  since  I  think  you 
have  long  forsworn  the  wealth  and  goods  of  the  world, 
and  are  prepared  to  yield  up  your  life  when  it  is  de- 
manded in  exchange  for  the  doctrine  you  preach  and 
believe.  You  are  as  ready  to  put  on  your  pitched  shirt 
and  brimstone  head-gear  as  a  naked  man  is  to  go  to  his 
bed,  and  it  would  seem  you  have  not  much  more  reluct- 
ance to  the  ceremony.  But  I  stiU  wear  that  which  clings 
to  me.  My  wealth  is  still  my  own,  and  I  thank  Heaven 
it  is  a  decent  pittance  whereon  to  live;  my  life,  too,  is 
that  of  a  hale  old  man  of  sixty,  who  is  in  no  haste  to 
bring  it  to  a  close;  and  if  I  were  poor  as  Job  and  on  the 
edge  of  the  grave,  must  I  not  still  cling  to  my  daughter, 
whom  your  doctrines  have  already  cost  so  dear?' 

'Thy  daughter,  friend  Simon,'  said  the  Carthusian, 
'may  be  truly  called  an  angel  upon  earth.' 

'Ay,  and  by  listening  to  your  doctrines,  father,  she  is 
now  like  to  be  called  on  to  be  an  angel  in  heaven,  and  to 
be  transported  thither  in  a  chariot  of  fire.' 

'Nay,  my  good  brother,'  said  Clement,  'desist,  I  pray 
you,  to  speak  of  what  you  little  understand.  Since  it  is 
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wasting  time  to  show  thee  the  light  that  thou  chafest 
against,  yet  listen  to  that  which  I  have  to  say  touching 
thy  daughter,  whose  temporal  felicity,  though  I  weigh 
it  not  even  for  an  instant  in  the  scale  against  that  which 
is  spiritual,  is,  nevertheless,  in  its  order,  as  dear  to  Cle- 
ment Blair  as  to  her  own  father.' 

The  tears  stood  in  the  old  man's  eyes  as  he  spoke,  and 
Simon  Glover  was  in  some  degree  mollified  as  he  again 
addressed  him. 

*One  would  think  thee.  Father  Clement,  the  kindest 
and  most  amiable  of  men;  how  comes  it,  then,  that  thy 
steps  are  haunted  by  general  ill-will  wherever  thou 
chancest  to  turn  them?  I  could  lay  my  life  thou  hast 
contrived  already  to  offend  yonder  half-score  of  poor 
friars  in  their  water-girdled  cage,  and  that  you  have 
been  prohibited  from  attendance  on  the  funeral? ' 

'Even  so,  my  son,'  said  the  Carthusian,  'and  I  doubt 
whether  their  malice  will  suffer  me  to  remain  in  this 
country.  I  did  but  speak  a  few  sentences  about  the 
superstition  and  folly  of  frequenting  St.  Fillian's  church, 
to  detect  theft  by  means  of  his  bell,  of  bathing  mad 
patients  in  his  pool,  to  cure  their  infirmity  of  mind;  and 
lo!  the  persecutors  have  cast  me  forth  of  their  commun- 
ion, as  they  will  speedily  cast  me  out  of  this  life.' 

'Lo  you  there  now,'  said  the  glover,  'see  what  it  is  for 
a  man  that  cannot  take  a  warning!  Well,  Father  Cle- 
ment, men  will  not  cast  me  forth  imless  it  were  as  a  com- 
panion of  yours.  I  pray  you,  therefore,  tell  me  what  you 
have  to  say  of  my  daughter,  and  let  us  be  less  neighbours 
than  we  have  been.' 

'This,  then,  brother  Simon,  I  have  to  acquaint  you 
with.  This  young  chief,  who  is  swoln  with  contempla- 
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tion  of  his  own  power  and  glory,  loves  one  thing  better 
than  it  all,  and  that  is  thy  daughter.' 

'He,  Conachar!'  exclaimed  Simon.  'My  runagate 
apprentice  look  up  to  my  daughter!' 

'Alas!'  said  Clement,  'how  close  sits  owe  worldly 
pride,  even  as  ivy  clings  to  the  wall,  and  cannot  be  sepa- 
rated! Look  up  to  thy  daughter,  good  Simon?  Alas,  no! 
The  captain  of  Clan  Quhele,  great  as  he  is,  and  greater 
as  he  soon  expects  to  be,  looks  down  to  the  daughter  of 
the  Perth  burgess,  and  considers  himself  demeaned 
in  doing  so.  But,  to  use  his  own  profane  expression, 
Catharine  is  dearer  to  him  than  life  here  and  Heaven 
hereafter:  he  cannot  live  without  her.' 

'Then  he  may  die,  if  he  lists,'  said  Simon  Glover,  'for 
she  is  betrothed  to  an  honest  burgess  of  Perth;  and  I 
would  not  break  my  word  to  make  my  daughter  bride  to 
the  Prince  of  Scotland.' 

'  I  thought  it  would  be  your  answer,'  replied  the  monk; 
'I  would,  worthy  friend,  thou  couldst  carry  into  thy 
spiritual  concerns  some  part  of  that  daring  and  resolved 
spirit  with  which  thou  canst  direct  thy  temporal  affairs.' 

'Hush  thee  —  hush.  Father  Clement!'  answered  the 
glover;  'when  thou  faUest  into  that  vein  of  argument, 
thy  words  savour  of  blazing  tar,  and  that  is  a  scent  I  like 
not.  As  to  Catharine,  I  must  manage  as  I  can,  so  as  not 
to  displease  the  yo\mg  dignitary;  but  well  is  it  for  me 
that  she  is  far  beyond  his  reach.' 

'She  must  then  be  distant  indeed,'  said  the  Carthu- 
sian. 'And  now,  brother  Simon,  since  you  think  it  peril- 
ous to  own  me  and  my  opinions,  I  must  walk  alone  with 
my  own  doctrines  and  the  dangers  they  draw  on  me.  But 
should  your  eye,  less  blinded  than  it  now  is  by  worldly 
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hopes  and  fears,  ever  turn  a  glance  back  on  him  who  soon 
may  be  snatched  from  you,  remember,  that  by  nought 
save  a  deep  sense  of  the  truth  and  importance  of  the  doc- 
trine which  he  taught  could  Clement  Blair  have  learned 
to  encounter,  nay,  to  provoke,  the  animosity  of  the  pow- 
erful and  inveterate,  to  alarm  the  fears  of  the  jealous 
and  timid,  to  walk  in  the  world  as  he  belonged  not  to  it, 
and  to  be  accounted  mad  of  men,  that  he  might,  if  possi- 
ble, win  souls  to  God.  Heaven  be  my  witness,  that  I 
would  comply  in  all  lawful  things  to  conciliate  the  love 
and  sympathy  of  my  fellow-creatures!  It  is  no  light 
thing  to  be  shunned  by  the  worthy  as  an  infected  patient, 
to  be  persecuted  by  the  Pharisees  of  the  day  as  an  unbe- 
lieving heretic,  to  be  regarded  with  horror  at  once  and 
contempt  by  the  multitude,  who  consider  me  as  a  mad- 
man, who  may  be  expected  to  turn  mischievous.  But 
were  all  those  evils  multiplied  an  hundredfold,  the  fire 
within  must  not  be  stifled,  the  voice  which  says  within 
me  "Speak"  must  receive  obedience.  Woe  \mto  me  if  I 
preach  not  the  Gospel,  even  should  I  at  length  preach  it 
from  amidst  the  pile  of  flames!' 

So  spoke  this  bold  witness,  one  of  those  whom  Heaven 
raised  up  from  time  to  time  to  preserve  amidst  the  most 
ignorant  ages,  and  to  carry  down  to  those  which  succeed 
them,  a  manifestation  of  unadulterated  Christianity, 
from  the  time  of  the  Apostles  to  the  age  when,  favoured 
by  the  invention  of  printing,  the  Reformation  broke  out 
in  fuU  splendour.  The  selfish  policy  of  the  glover  was 
exposed  in  his  own  eyes;  and  he  felt  himself  contempt- 
ible as  he  saw  the  Carthusian  turn  from  him  in  all  the 
hallowedness  of  resignation.  He  was  even  conscious  of 
a  momentary  inclination  to  follow  the  example  of  the 
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preacher's  philanthropy  and  disinterested  zeal;  but  it 
glanced  like  a  flash  of  lightning  through  a  dark  vault, 
where  there  lies  nothing  to  catch  the  blaze;  and  he 
slowly  descended  the  hill  in  a  direction  different  from 
that  of  the  Carthusian,  forgetting  him  and  his  doctrines, 
and  buried  in  anxious  thoughts  about  his  child's  fate 
and  his  own. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII 

What  want  these  outlaws  conquerors  should  have 

But  history's  purchased  page  to  call  them  great, 

A  wider  space,  an  ornamented  grave? 

Their  hopes  were  not  less  warm,  their  souls  were  full  as  brave.  - 

BvsoN. 

The  funeral  obsequies  being  over,  the  same  flotilla 
which  had  proceeded  in  solemn  and  sad  array  down  the 
lake  prepared  to  return  with  displayed  banners,  and 
every  demonstration  of  mirth  and  joy;  for  there  was  but 
brief  time  to  celebrate  festivals  when  the  awful  conflict 
betwixt  the  Clan  Quhele  and  their  most  formidable 
rivals  so  nearly  approached.  It  had  been  agreed,  there- 
fore, that  the  funeral  feast  should  be  blended  with  that 
usually  given  at  the  inauguration  of  the  young  chief. 

Some  objections  were  made  to  this  arrangement,  as 
containing  an  evil  omen.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  it  had 
a  species  of  recommendation,  from  the  habits  and  feel- 
ings of  the  Highlanders,  who,  to  this  day,  are  wont  to 
mingle  a  degree  of  solemn  mirth  with  their  mourning, 
and  something  resembling  melancholy  with  their  mirth. 
The  usual  aversion  to  speak  or  think  of  those  who  have 
been  beloved  and  lost  is  less  known  to  this  grave  and 
enthusiastic  race  than  it  is  to  others.  You  hear  not  only 
the  young  mention  (as  is  everywhere  usual)  the  merits 
and  the  character  of  parents,  who  have,  in  the  course  of 
nature,  predeceased  them;  but  the  widowed  partner 
speaks,  in  ordinary  conversation,  of  the  lost  spouse,  and, 
what  is  still  stranger,  the  parents  allude  frequently  to 
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the  beauty  or  valour  of  the  child  whom  they  have  in- 
terred. The  Scottish  Highlanders  appear  to  regard  the 
separation  of  friends  by  death  as  something  less  absolute 
and  complete  than  it  is  generally  esteemed  in  other  coun- 
tries, and  converse  of  the  dear  connexions  who  have 
sought  the  grave  before  them  as  if  they  had  gone  upon  a 
long  journey  in  which  they  themselves  must  soon  follow. 
The  funeral  feast,  therefore,  being  a  general  custom 
throughout  Scotland,  was  not,  in  the  opinion  of  those 
who  were  to  share  it,  unseemingly  mingled,  on  the  pre- 
sent occasion,  with  the  festivities  which  hailed  the  suc- 
cession to  the  chieftainship. 

The  barge  which  had  lately  borne  the  dead  to  the  grave 
now  conveyed  the  young  Maclan  to  his  new  command; 
and  the  minstrels  sent  forth  their  gayest  notes  to  gratu- 
late  Eachin's  succession,  as  they  had  lately  sounded  their 
most  doleful  dirges  when  carrying  Gilchrist  to  his  grave. 
From  the  attendant  flotilla  rang  notes  of  triumph  and 
jubilee,  instead  of  those  yells  of  lamentation  which  had 
so  lately  disturbed  the  echoes  of  Loch  Tay;  and  a  thou- 
sand voices  hailed  the  youthful  chieftain  as  he  stood  on 
the  poop,  armed  at  all  points,  in  the  flower  of  early  man- 
hood, beauty,  and  activity,  on  the  very  spot  where  his 
father's  corpse  had  so  lately  been  extended,  and  sur- 
rounded by  triumphant  friends,  as  that  had  been  by 
desolate  mourners.  One  boat  kept  closest  of  the  flotilla 
to  the  honoured  galley.  Torquil  of  the  Oak,  a  grizzled 
giant,  was  steersman;  and  his  eight  sons,  each  exceeding 
the  ordinary  stature  of  mankind,  pulled  the  oars.  Like 
some  powerful  and  favourite  wolf-hoimd,  imloosed  from 
his  couples,  and  frolicking  arovmd  a  liberal  master,  the 
boat  of  the  foster-brethren  passed  the  chieftain's  barge, 
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now  on  one  side  and  now  on  another,  and  even  rowed 
around  it,  as  if  in  extravagance  of  joy;  while,  at  the  same 
time,  with  the  jealous  vigilance  of  the  animal  we  have 
compared  it  to,  they  made  it  dangerous  for  any  other  of 
the  flotilla  to  approach  so  near  as  themselves,  from  the 
risk  of  being  nm  down  by  their  impetuous  and  reckless 
manoeuvres.  Raised  to  an  eminent  rank  in  the  clan  by  the 
succession  of  their  foster-brother  to  the  command  of  the 
Clan  Quhele,  this  was  the  tumultuous  and  almost  terri- 
ble mode  in  which  they  testified  their  peculiar  share  in 
their  chief's  triumph. 

Far  behind,  and  with  different  feelings,  on  the  part  of 
one  at  least  of  the  company,  came  the  small  boat  in 
which,  manned  by  the  Booshalloch  and  one  of  his  sons, 
Simon  Glover  was  a  passenger. 

'If  we  are  bound  for  the  head  of  the  lake,*  said  Simon 
to  his  friend,  'we  shall  hardly  be  there  for  hours.' 

But  as  he  spoke  the  crew  of  the  boat  of  the  foster- 
brethren,  or  leichtach,  on  a  signal  from  the  chief's  galley, 
lay  on  their  oars  until  the  Booshalloch's  boat  came  up, 
and  throwing  on  board  a  rope  of  hides,  which  Niel  made 
fast  to  the  head  of  his  skiff,  they  stretched  to  their  oars 
once  more,  and,  notwithstanding  they  had  the  small 
boat  in  tow,  swept  through  the  lake  with  ahnost  the 
same  rapidity  as  before.  The  skiff  was  tugged  on  with  a 
velocity  which  seemed  to  hazard  the  pulling  her  under 
water,  or  the  separation  of  her  head  from  her  other 
timbers. 

Simon  Glover  saw  with  anxiety  the  reckless  fury  of 
their  course,  and  the  bows  of  the  boat  occasionally 
brought  within  an  inch  or  two  of  the  level  of  the  water; 
and  though  his  friend,  Niel  Booshalloch,  assured  him  it 
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was  all  done  in  especial  honour,  he  heartily  wished  his 
voyage  might  have  a  safe  termination.  It  had  so,  and 
much  sooner  than  he  apprehended;  for  the  place  of  fes- 
tivity was  not  four  miles  distant  from  the  sepulchral 
island,  being  chosen  to  suit  the  chieftain's  course,  which 
lay  to  the  south-east,  so  soon  as  the  banquet  should  be 
concluded. 

A  bay  on  the  southern  side  of  Loch  Tay  presented  a 
beautiful  beach  of  sparkling  sand,  on  which  the  boats 
might  land  with  ease,  and  a  dry  meadow,  covered  with 
turf,  verdant  considering  the  season,  behind  and  around 
which  rose  high  banks,  fringed  with  copsewood,  and 
displaying  the  lavish  preparations  which  had  been  made 
for  the  entertainment. 

The  Highlanders,  well  known  for  ready  hatchet-men, 
had  constructed  a  long  arbour  or  silvan  banqueting- 
room,  capable  of  receiving  two  hundred  men,  while  a. 
number  of  smaller  huts  around  seemed  intended  for 
sleeping-apartments.  The  uprights,  the  couples,  and 
roof-tree  of  the  temporary  hall  were  composed  of  moun- 
tain-pine, still  covered  with  its  bark.  The  framework 
of  the  sides  was  of  planks  or  spars  of  the  same  material, 
closely  interwoven  with  the  leafy  boughs  of  the  fir  and 
other  evergreens,  which  the  neighbouring  woods  afforded, 
while  the  hills  had  funiished  plenty  of  heath  to  form  the 
roof.  Within  this  silvan  palace  the  most  important 
personages  present  were  invited  to  hold  high  festival. 
Others  of  less  note  were  to  feast  in  various  long  sheds 
constructed  with  less  care;  and  tables  of  sod,  or  rough 
planks,  placed  in  the  open  air,  were  allotted  to  the  num- 
berless multitude.  At  a  distance  were  to  be  seen  piles, 
of  glowing  charcoal  or  blazing  wood,  around  which 
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countless  cooks  toiled,  bustled,  and  fretted,  like  so 
many  demons  working  in  their  native  element.  Pits, 
wrought  in  the  hillside,  and  lined  with  heated  stones, 
served  as  ovens  for  stewing  immense  quantities  of  beef, 
mutton,  and  venison;  wooden  spits  supported  sheep  and 
goats,  which  were  roasted  entire;  others  were  cut  into 
joints,  and  seethed  in  caldrons  made  of  the  animal's  own 
skins,  sewed  hastily  together  and  filled  with  water;  while 
huge  quantities  of  pike,  trout,  salmon,  and  char  were 
broiled  with  more  ceremony  on  glowing  embers.  The 
glover  had  seen  many  a  Highland  banquet,  but  never  one 
the  preparations  for  which  were  on  such  a  scale  of  bar- 
barous profusion. 

He  had  little  time,  however,  to  admire  the  scene 
aroimd  him;  for,  as  soon  as  they  landed  on  the  beach, 
the  Booshalloch  observed  with  some  embarrassment, 
that,  as  they  had  not  been  bidden  to  the  table  of  the  dais, 
to  which  he  seemed  to  have  expected  an  invitation,  they 
had  best  secure  a  place  in  one  of  the  inferior  bothies  or 
booths;  and  was  leading  the  way  in  that  direction,  when 
he  was  stopped  by  one  of  the  body-guards,  seeming  to 
act  as  master  of  ceremonies,  who  whispered  something 
in  his  ear. 

'I  thought  so,'  said  the  herdsman,  much  relieved  —  'I 
thought  neither  the  stranger  nor  the  man  that  has  my 
charge  would  be  left  out  at  the  high  table.' 

They  were  conducted  accordingly  into  the  ample 
lodge,  within  which  were  long  ranges  of  tables  already 
mostly  occupied  by  the  guests,  while  those  who  acted  as 
domestics  were  placing  upon  them  the  abundant  though 
rude  materials  of  the  festival.  The  yovmg  chief,  although 
he  certainly  saw  the  glover  and  the  herdsmen  enter,  did 
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not  address  any  personal  salute  to  either,  and  their 
places  were  assigned  them  in  a  distant  corner,  far  be- 
neath the  salt  (a  huge  piece  of  antique  silver-plate),  the 
only  article  of  value  that  the  table  displayed,  and  which 
was  regarded  by  the  clan  as  a  species  of  palladium,  only 
produced  and  used  on  the  most  solemn  occasions,  such  as 
the  present. 

The  Booshalloch,  somewhat  discontented,  muttered 
to  Simon  as  he  took  his  place  —  'These  are  changed 
days,  friend.  His  father,  rest  his  soiil,  would  have  spoken 
to  us  both;  but  these  are  bad  manners  which  he  has 
learned  among  you  Sassenachs  in  the  Low  Country.' 

To  this  remark  the  glover  did  not  think  it  necessary 
to  reply;  instead  of  which  he  adverted  to  the  evergreens, 
and  particularly  to  the  skins  and  other  ornaments  with 
which  the  interior  of  the  bower  was  decorated.  The  most 
remarkable  part  of  these  ornaments  was  a  nimiber  of 
Highland  shirts  of  mail,  with  steel  bonnets,  battle-axes, 
and  two-handed  swords  to  match,  which  hung  around 
the  upper  part  of  the  room,  together  with  targets  highly 
and  richly  embossed.  Each  mail  shirt  was  hung  over  a 
well-dressed  stag's  hide,  which  at  once  displayed  the 
armour  to  advantage  and  saved  it  from  suffering  by 
damp. 

'These,'  whispered  the  Booshalloch,  'are  the  arms  of 
the  chosen  champions  of  the  Clan  Quhele.  They  are 
twenty-nine  in  munber,  as  you  see,  Eachin  himself  being 
the  thirtieth,  who  wears  his  armour  to-day,  else  had 
there  been  thirty.  And  he  has  not  got  such  a  good  hau- 
berk after  all  as  he  should  wear  on  Palm  Sunday.  These 
nine  suits  of  harness,  of  such  large  size,  are  for  the  leich- 
tach,  from  whom  so  much  is  expected.' 
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'And  these  goodly  deer-hides,'  said  Simon,  the  spirit 
of  his  profession  awakening  at  the  sight  of  the  goods  in 
which  he  traded  —  'think  you  the  chief  wiU  be  disposed 
to  chaffer  for  them?  They  are  in  demand  for  the  doub- 
lets which  knights  wear  under  their  armour.' 

'Did  I  not  pray  you,'  said  Niel  Booshalloch,  'to  say 
nothing  on  that  subject  ?' 

'It  is  the  mail  shirts  I  speak  of,'  said  Simon  —  'may  I 
ask  if  any  of  them  were  made  by  our  celebrated  Perth 
armourer,  called  Henry  of  the  WjTid?' 

'Thou  art  more  unlucky  than  before,'  said  Niel:  'that 
man's  name  is  to  Eachin's  temper  like  a  whirlwind  upon 
the  lake;  yet  no  man  knows  for  what  cause.' 

*I  can  guess,'  thought  our  glover,  but  gave  no  utter- 
ance to  the  thought;  and,  having  twice  lighted  on  im- 
pleasant  subjects  of  conversation,  he  prepared  to  apply 
himself,  like  those  around  him,  to  his  food,  without  start- 
ing another  topic. 

We  have  said  as  much  of  the  preparations  as  may  lead 
the  reader  to  conclude  that  the  festival,  in  respect  of  the 
quality  of  the  food,  was  of  the  most  rude  description, 
consisting  chiefly  of  huge  joints  of  meat,  which  were 
consimaed  with  little  respect  to  the  fasting  season,  al- 
though several  of  the  friars  of  the  island  convent  graced 
and  hallowed  the  board  by  their  presence.  The  platters 
were  of  wood,  and  so  were  the  hooped  cogues  or  cups  out 
of  which  the  guests  quaffed  their  liquor,  as  also  the  broth 
or  juice  of  the  meat,  which  was  held  a  delicacy.  There 
were  also  various  preparations  of  milk  which  were  highly 
esteemed,  and  were  eaten  out  of  similar  vessels.  Bread 
was  the  scarcest  article  at  the  banquet,  but  the  glover 
and  his  patron  Niel  were  served  with  two  small  loaves 
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expressly  for  their  own  use.  In  eating,  as,  indeed,  was 
then  the  case  all  over  Britain,  the  guests  used  their 
knives  called  skenes,  or  the  large  poniards  named  dirks, 
without  troubling  themselves  by  the  reflection  that  they 
might  occasionally  have  served  different  or  more  fatal 
purposes. 

At  the  upper  end  of  the  table  stood  a  vacant  seat, 
elevated  a  step  or  two  above  the  floor.  It  was  covered 
with  a  canopy  of  holly  boughs  and  ivy,  and  there  rested 
against  it  a  sheathed  sword  and  a  folded  banner.  This 
had  been  the  seat  of  the  deceased  chieftain,  and  was  left 
vacant  in  honour  of  him.  Eachin  occupied  a  lower  chair 
on  the  right  hand  of  the  place  of  honour. 

The  reader  would  be  greatly  mistaken  who  should 
follow  out  this  description  by  supposing  that  the  guests 
behaved  like  a  herd  of  hungry  wolves,  rushing  upon  a 
feast  rarely  offered  to  them.  On  the  contrary,  the  Clan 
Quhele  conducted  themselves  with  that  species  of  cour- 
teous reserve  and  attention  to  the  wants  of  others  which 
is  often  found  in  primitive  nations,  especially  such  as 
are  always  in  arms,  because  a  general  observance  of  the 
rules  of  courtesy  is  necessary  to  prevent  quarrels,  blood- 
shed, and  death.  The  guests  took  the  places  assigned 
them  by  Torquil  of  the  Oak,  who,  acting  as  marischal 
taek,  i.e.,  sewer  of  the  mess,  touched  with  a  white  wand, 
without  speaking  a  word,  the  place  where  each  was  to 
sit.  Thus  placed  in  order,  the  company  patiently  waited 
for  the  portion  assigned  them,  which  was  distributed 
among  them  by  the  leichtach;  the  bravest  men  or  more 
distinguished  warriors  of  the  tribe  being  accommodated 
with  a  double  mess,  emphatically  called  hieyfir,  or  the 
portion  of  a  man.  When  the  sewers  themselves  had  seen 
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every  one  served,  they  resumed  their  places  at  the  festi- 
val, and  were  each  served  with  one  of  these  larger  messes 
of  food.  Water  was  placed  within  each  man's  reach,  and 
a  handful  of  soft  moss  served  the  purposes  of  a  table- 
napkin,  so  that,  as  at  an  Eastern  banquet,  the  hands 
were  washed  as  often  as  the  mess  was  changed.  For 
amusement,  the  bard  recited  the  praises  of  the  deceased 
chief,  and  expressed  the  clan's  confidence  in  the  blossom- 
ing virtues  of  his  successor.  The  seannachie  recited  the 
genealogy  of  the  tribe,  which  they  traced  to  the  race  of 
the  Dalriads;  the  harpers  played  within,  while  the  war- 
pipes  cheered  the  multitude  without.  The  conversation 
among  the  guests  was  grave,  subdued,  and  civil;  no  jest 
was  attempted  beyond  the  boxmds  of  a  very  gentle  pleas- 
antry, calculated  only  to  excite  a  passing  smile.  There 
were  no  raised  voices,  no  contentious  arguments;  and 
Simon  Glover  had  heard  a  himdred  times  more  noise  at  a 
guild-feast  in  Perth  than  was  made  on  this  occasion  by 
two  hundred  wild  mountaineers. 

Even  the  liquor  itself  did  not  seem  to  raise  the  festive 
party  above  the  same  tone  of  decorous  gravity.  It  was 
of  various  kinds.  Wine  appeared  in  very  small  quanti- 
ties, and  was  served  out  only  to  the  principal  guests, 
among  which  honoured  number  Simon  Glover  was  again 
included.  The  wine  and  the  two  wheaten  loaves  were 
indeed  the  only  marks  of  notice  which  he  received  during 
the  feast;  but  Niel  Booshalloch,  jealous  of  his  master's 
reputation  for  hospitality,  failed  not  to  enlarge  on  them 
as  proofs  of  high  distinction.  Distilled  liquors,  since  so 
generally  used  in  the  Highlands,  were  then  compara- 
tively unknown.  The  usquebaugh  was  circulated  in 
small  quantities,  and  was  highly  flavoured  with  a  decoc- 
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tion  of  saffron  and  other  herbs,  so  as  to  resemble  a  medi- 
cinal potion  rather  than  a  festive  cordial.  Cider  and 
mead  were  seen  at  the  entertainment,  but  ale,  brewed 
in  great  quantities  for  the  purpose,  and  flowing  roimd 
without  restriction,  was  the  liquor  generally  used,  and 
that  was  drxmk  with  a  moderation  much  less  known 
among  the  more  modem  Highlanders.  A  cup  to  the 
memory  of  the  deceased  chieftain  was  the  first  pledge 
solemnly  proclaimed  after  the  banquet  was  finished,  and 
a  low  murmur  of  benedictions  was  heard  from  the  com- 
pany, while  the  monks  alone,  uplifting  their  united 
voices,  sung  Requiem  eternam  dona.  An  imusual  silence 
followed,  as  if  something  extraordinary  was  expected, 
when  Eachin  arose  with  a  bold  and  manly,  yet  modest, 
grace,  and  ascended  the  vacant  seat  or  throne,  sa3ang 
with  dignity  and  firmness  — 

'This  seat  and  my  father's  inheritance  I  claim  as  my 
right  —  so  prosper  me  God  and  St.  Barr!* 

'How  will  you  rule  your  father's  children?'  said  an 
old  man,  the  imcle  of  the  deceased. 

'I  will  defend  them  with  my  father's  sword,  and  dis- 
tribute Justice  to  them  imder  my  father's  banner.' 

The  old  man,  with  a  trembling  hand,  vinsheathed  the 
ponderous  weapon,  and,  holding  it  by  the  blade,  offered 
the  hilt  to  the  young  chieftain's  grasp;  at  the  same  time 
Torquil  of  the  Oak  unfurled  the  pennon  of  the  tribe,  and 
swung  it  repeatedly  over  Eachin's  head,  who,  with  sin- 
gular grace  and  dexterity,  brandished  the  huge  claymore 
as  in  its  defence.  The  guests  raised  a  yelling  shout  to 
testify  their  acceptance  of  the  patriarchal  chief  who 
claimed  their  allegiance,  nor  was  there  any  who,  in  the 
graceful  and  agile  youth  before  them,  was  disposed  to 
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recollect  the  subject  of  sinister  vaticinations.  As  he 
stood  in  glittering  mail,  resting  on  the  long  sword,  and 
acknowledging  by  gracious  gestures  the  acclamations 
which  rent  the  air  within,  without,  and  around,  Simon 
Glover  was  tempted  to  doubt  whether  this  majestic  figure 
was  that  of  the  same  lad  whom  he  had  often  treated  with 
httle  ceremony,  and  began  to  have  some  apprehension 
of  the  consequences  of  having  done  so.  A  general  burst 
of  minstrelsy  succeeded  to  the  acclamations,  and  rock 
and  greenwood  rang  to  harp  and  pipes,  as  lately  to  shout 
and  yell  of  woe. 

It  would  be  tedious  to  pursue  the  progress  of  the 
inaugural  feast,  or  detail  the  pledges  that  were  quaffed 
to  former  heroes  of  the  clan,  and  above  all  to  the  twenty- 
nine  brave  gallo-glasses  who  were  to  fight  in  the  ap- 
proaching conflict,  under  the  eye  and  leading  of  their 
yoimg  chief.  The  bards,  assuming  in  old  times  the  pro- 
phetic character  combined  with  their  own,  ventured  to 
assure  them  of  the  most  distinguished  victory,  and 
to  predict  the  fury  with  which  the  blue  falcon,  the 
emblem  of  the  Clan  Quhele,  should  rend  to  pieces  the 
mountain  cat,  the  well-known  badge  of  the  Clan  Chat- 
tan. 

It  was  approaching  sunset  when  a  bowl,  called  the 
gracecup,  made  of  oak,  hooped  with  silver,  was  handed 
roimd  the  table  as  the  signal  of  dispersion,  although  it 
was  left  free  to  any  who  chose  a  longer  carouse  to  retreat 
to  any  of  the  outer  bothies.  As  for  Simon  Glover,  the 
Booshalloch  conducted  him  to  a  small  hut,  contrived,  it 
would  seem,  for  the  use  of  a  single  individual,  where  a 
bed  of  heath  and  moss  was  arranged  as  well  as  the  season 
would  permit,  and  an  ample  supply  of  such  delicacies 
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as  the  late  feast  afforded  showed  that  all  care  had  been 
taken  for  the  inhabitant's  accommodation. 

'Do  not  leave  this  hut,'  said  the  Booshalloch,  taking 
leave  of  his  friend  and  protegi:  'this  is  your  place  of 
rest.  But  apartments  are  lost  on  such  a  night  of  con- 
fusion, and  if  the  badger  leaves  his  hole  the  tod  will 
creep  into  it.' 

To  Simon  Glover  this  arrangement  was  by  no  means 
disagreeable.  He  had  been  wearied  by  the  noise  of  the 
day,  and  felt  desirous  of  repose.  After  eating,  therefore, 
a  morsel,  which  his  appetite  scarce  required,  and  drink- 
ing a  cup  of  wine  to  expel  the  cold,  he  muttered  his 
evening  prayer,  wrapt  himself  in  his  cloak,  and  lay  down 
on  a  couch  which  old  acquaintance  had  made  familiar 
and  easy  to  him.  The  hum  and  murmur,  and  even  the 
occasional  shouts,  of  some  of  the  festive  multitude  who 
continued  revelling  without  did  not  long  interrupt  his 
repose,  and  in  about  ten  minutes  he  was  as  fast  asleep  as 
if  he  had  lain  in  his  own  bed  in  Curfew  Street. 


CHAPTER  XXIX 

still  harping  on  my  daughter, 

Hatalel. 

Two  hours  before  the  black-cock  crew,  Simon  Glover 
was  wakened  by  a  well-known  voice,  which  called  him  by 
name. 

'  What,  Conachar ! '  he  replied,  as  he  started  from  sleep, 
'is  the  morning  so  far  advanced?'  and,  raising  his  eyes, 
the  person  of  whom  he  was  dreaming  stood  before  him; 
and  at  the  same  moment,  the  events  of  yesterday  rush- 
ing on  his  recollection,  he  saw  with  surprise  that  the 
vision  retained  the  form  which  sleep  had  assigned  it, 
and  it  was  not  the  mail-clad  Highland  chief,  with  clay- 
more in  hand,  as  he  had  seen  him  the  preceding  night, 
but  Conachar  of  Curfew  Street,  in  his  humble  appren- 
tice's garb,  holding  in  his  hand  a  switch  of  oak.  An 
apparition  would  not  more  have  siirprised  ova  Perth 
burgher.  As  he  gazed  with  wonder,  the  youth  turned 
upon  him  a  piece  of  lighted  bog-wood  which  he  carried 
in  a  lantern,  and  to  his  waking  exclamation  replied  — 

'Even  so,  father  Simon:  it  is  Conachar,  come  to  renew 
our  old  acquaintance,  when  our  intercourse  wiU  attract 
least  notice.' 

So  sajHlng,  he  sat  down  on  a  tressel  which  answered 
the  purpose  of  a  chair,  and  placing  the  lantern  beside 
him,  proceeded  in  the  most  friendly  tone  — 

'I  have  tasted  of  thy  good  cheer  many  a.  day,  father 
Simon;  I  trust  thou  hast  foimd  no  lack  in  my  family?' 
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'None  whatever,  Eachin  Maclan,'  answered  the 
glover,  for  the  simplicity  of  the  Celtic  language  and 
manners  rejects  all  honorary  titles;  'it  was  even  too  good 
for  this  fasting  season,  and  much  too  good  for  me,  since 
I  must  be  ashamed  to  think  how  hard  you  fared  in 
Curfew  Street.' 

'  Even  too  well,  to  use  your  own  word,'  said  Conachar, 
'for  the  deserts  of  an  idle  apprentice  and  for  the  wants 
of  a  young  Highlander.  But  yesterday,  if  there  was,  as  I 
trust,  enough  of  food,  found  you  not,  good  glover,  some 
lack  of  courteous  welcome?  Excuse  it  not  —  I  know  you 
did  so.  But  1  am  young  in  authority  with  my  people, 
and  I  must  not  too  early  draw  their  attention  to  the 
period  of  my  residence  in  the  Lowlands,  which,  however, 
I  can  never  forget.' 

'I  understand  the  cause  entirely,'  said  Simon;  'and 
therefore  it  is  unwillingly,  and  as  it  were  by  force,  that 
I  have  made  so  early  a  visit  hither.' 

'Hush,  father  —  hush!  It  is  well  you  are  come  to  see 
some  of  my  Highland  splendour  while  it  yet  sparkles. 
Return  after  Palm  Sunday,  and  who  knows  whom  or 
what  youmay  find  in  the  territories  we  nowpossess !  The 
wildcat  may  have  made  his  lodge  where  the  banqueting- 
bower  of  Maclan  now  stands.' 

The  young  chief  was  silent,  and  pressed  the  "top  of 
the  rod  to  his  lips,  as  if  to  guard  against  uttering 
more. 

'There  is  no  fear  of  that,  Eachin,'  said  Simon,  in  that 
vague  way  ia  which  Ixikewann  comforters  endeavour  to 
turn  the  reflections  of  their  friends  from  the  considera- 
tion of  inevitable  danger. 

'There  is  fear,  and  there  is  peril  of  utter  ruin/  an- 
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swered  Eachin,  'and  there  is  positive  certainty  of  great 
loss.  I  marvel  my  father  consented  to  this  wily  proposal 
of  Albany.  I  would  MacGiUie  Chattachan  would  agree 
with  me,  and  then,  instead  of  wasting  our  best  blood 
against  each  other,  we  would  go  down  together  to  Strath- 
more  and  kiU  and  take  possession.  I  would  riile  at  Perth 
and  he  at  Dundee,  and  all  the  great  strath  should  be  our 
own  to  the  banks  of  the  Firth  of  Tay,  Such  is  the  policy 
I  have  caught  from  your  old  grey  head,  father  Sunon, 
when  holding  a  trencher  at  thy  back,  and  listening  to  thy 
evening  talk  with  Bailie  Craigdallie.' 

'  The  tongue  is  well  called  an  unruly  member,'  thought 
the  glover.  'Here  have  I  been  holding  a  candle  to  the 
devil,  to  show  him  the  way  to  mischief.' 
But  he  only  said  aloud,  'These  plans  come  too  late.' 
'  Too  late  indeed ! '  answered  Eachin.  '  The  indentures 
of  battle  are  signed  by  our  marks  and  seals,  the  burning 
hate  of  the  Clan  Quhele  and  Clan  Chattan  is  blown 
up  to  an  inextinguishable  flame  by  mutual  insults  and 
boasts.  Yesj  the  time  is  passed  by.  But  to  thine  own 
affairs,  father  Glover.  It  is  religion  that  has  brought  thee 
hither,  as  I  learn  from  Niel  Booshalloch.  Surely,  my 
experience  of  thy  prudence  did  not  lead  me  to  suspect 
thee  of  any  quarrel  with  Mother  Church.  As  for  my  old 
acquaintance.  Father  Clement,  he  is  one  of  those  who 
hunt  after  the  crown  of  martyrdom,  and  think  a  stake, 
surrounded  with  blazing  fagots,  better  worth  embracing 
than  a  willing  bride.  He  is  a  very  knight-errant  in  de- 
fence of  his  religious  notions,  and  does  battle  wherever 
he  comes.  He  hath  already  a  quarrel  with  the  monks  of 
Sibyl's  Isle  yonder  about  some  point  of  doctrine.  Hast 
seen  him? ' 
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'I  have,'  answered  Simon;  'but  we  spoke  little  to- 
gether, the  time  being  pressing.' 

'He  may  have  said  that  there  is  a  third  person  —  one 
more  likely,  I  think,  to  be  a  true  fugitive  for  religion 
than  either  you,  a  shrewd  citizen,  or  he,  a  wrangling 
preacher  —  who  would  be  right  heartily  welcome  to 
share  our  protection?  Thou  art  duU,  man,  and  wilt  not 
guess  my  meaning  —  thy  daughter,  Catharine?' 

These  last  words  the  young  chief  spoke  in  English;  and 
he  continued  the  conversation  in  that  language,  as  if 
apprehensive  of  being  overheard,  and,  indeed,  as  if  under 
the  sense  of  some  involuntary  hesitation. 

'My  daughter  Catharine,'  said  the  glover,  remember- 
ing what  the  Carthusian  had  told  him,  'is  well  and  safe.' 

'But  where  or  with  whom?'  said  the  young  chief. 
'And  wherefore  came  she  not  with  you?  Think  you  the 
Clan  Quhele  have  no  cailliachs  as  active  as  old  Dorothy, 
whose  hand  has  warmed  my  haffits  before  now,  to  wait 
upon  the  daughter  of  their  chieftain's  master?' 

'Again  I  thank  you,'  said  the  glover,  'and  doubt 
neither  your  power  nor  your  will  to  protect  my  daugh- 
ter, as  well  as  myself.  But  an  honourable  lady,  the  friend 
of  Sir  Patrick  Charteris,  hath  offered  her  a  safe  place  of 
refuge  without  the  risk  of  a  toilsome  journey  through  a 
desolate  and  distracted  country.' 

'Oh,  ay.  Sir  Patrick  Charteris,'  said  Eachin,  in  a  more 
reserved  and  distant  tone;  'he  must  be  preferred  to  all 
men,  without  doubt.  He  is  your  friend,  I  think?' 

Simon  Glover  longed  to  punish  this  affectation  of  a 
boy  who  had  been  scolded  four  times  a  day  for  rimning 
into  the  street  to  see  Sir  Patrick  Charteris  ride  past;  but 
he  checked  his  spirit  of  repartee,  and  simply  said  — 
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'Sir  Patrick  Charteris  has  been  provost  of  Perth  for 
seven  years,  and  it  is  likely  is  so  still,  since  the  magis- 
trates are  elected,  not  in  Lent,  but  at  St.  Martinmas.' 

'Ah,  father  Glover,'  said  the  youth,  in  his  kinder  and 
more  familiar  mode  of  address,  'you  are  so  used  to  see 
the  sumptuous  shows  and  pageants  of  Perth,  that  you 
would  but  little  relish  our  barbarous  festival  in  compari- 
son. What  didst  thou  think  of  our  ceremonial  of  yes- 
terday?' 

'It  was  noble  and  touching,'  said  the  glover;  'and  to 
me,  who  knew  your  father,  most  especially  so.  When  you 
rested  on  the  sword  and  looked  around  you,  methought 
I  saw  mine  old  friend  Gilchrist  Maclan  arisen  from  the 
dead  and  renewed  in  years  and  in  strength.' 

'I  played  my  part  there  boldly,  I  trust;  and  showed 
little  of  that  paltry  apprentice  boy  whom  you  used  to  — 
use  just  as  he  deserved? ' 

'Eachin  resembles  Conachar,'  said  the  glover,  'no 
more  than  a  salmon  resembles  a  par,  though  men  say 
they  are  the  same  fish  in  a  different  state,  or  than  a 
butterfly  resembles  a  grub.' 

'Thinkest  thou  that,  while  I  was  taking  upon  me  the 
power  which  all  women  love,  I  would  have  been  myself 
an  object  for  a  maiden's  eye  to  rest  upon?  To  speak 
plain,  what  would  Catharine  have  thought  of  me  in  the 
ceremonial? ' 

'We  approach  the  shallows  now,'  thought  Simon 
Glover,  'and  without  nice  pilotage  we  drive  right  on 
shore.' 

'Most  women  like  show,  Eachin;  but  I  think  my 
daughter  Catharine  be  an  exception.  She  would  rejoice 
in  the  good  fortime  of  her  household  friend  and  play- 
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mate;  but  she  would  not  value  the  splendid  Maclan, 
captain  of  Clan  Quhele,  more  than  the  orphan  Conachar.' 

'She  is  ever  generous  and  disinterested,'  replied  the 
yovmg  chief.  'But  yourself,  father,  have  seen  the  world 
for  many  more  years  than  she  has  done,  and  can  better 
form  a  judgment  what  power  and  wealth  do  for  those 
who  enjoy  them.  Think,  and  speak  sincerely,  what 
would  be  your  own  thoughts  if  you  saw  your  Catharine 
standing  under  yonder  canopy,  with  the  command  over 
an  hundred  hills,  and  the  devoted  obedience  of  ten  thou- 
sand vassals;  and  as  the  price  of  these  advantages,  her 
hand  in  that  of  the  man  who  loves  her  the  best  in  the 
world?' 

'Meaning  in  your  own,  Conachar?'  said  Simon. 

*Ay,  Conachar  call  me:  I  love  the  name,  since  it  was 
by  that  I  have  been  known  to  Catharine.' 

'Sincerely,  then,'  said  the  glover,  endeavouring  to 
give  the  least  offensive  turn  to  his  reply,  'my  inmost 
thought  would  be  the  earnest  wish  that  Catharine  and 
I  were  safe  in  our  htmible  booth  in  Curfew  Street,  with 
Dorothy  for  our  only  vassal.' 

'And  with  poor  Conachar  also,  I  trust?  You  would 
not  leave  him  to  pine  away  in  solitary  grandeur? ' 

'I  would  not,'  answered  the  glover,  'wish  so  iU  to  the 
Clan  Quhele,  mine  ancient  friends,  as  to  deprive  them, 
at  the  moment  of  emergency,  of  a  brave  young  chief, 
and  that  chief  of  the  fame  which  he  is  about  to  acquire 
at  their  head  in  the  approaching  conflict.' 

Eachin  bit  his  lip  to  suppress  his  irritated  feelings  as 
he  replied  —  'Words  —  words  —  empty  words,  father 
Simon.  You  fear  the  Clan  Quhele  more  than  you  love 
them,  and  you  suppose  their  indignation  would  be  for- 
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midable  should  their  chief  marry  the  daughter  of  a 
burgess  of  Perth.' 

'And  if  I  do  fear  such  an  issue,  Hector  Maclan,  have 
I  not  reason?  How  have  ill-assorted  marriages  had  issue 
in  the  house  of  MacCallanmore,  in  that  of  the  powerful 
MacLeans  —  nay,  of  the  Lords  of  the  Isles  themselves? 
What  has  ever  come  of  them  but  divorce  and  exhere- 
dation,  sometimes  worse  fate,  to  the  ambitious  intruder? 
You  could  not  marry  my  child  before  a  priest,  and  you 
covild  only  wed  her  with  your  left  hand;  and  I'  —  he 
checked  the  strain  of  impetuosity  which  the  subject  in- 
spired, and  concluded  —  '  and  I  am  an  honest  though 
humble  burgher  of  Perth,  who  would  rather  my  child 
were  the  lawful  and  undoubted  spouse  of  a  citizen  in  my 
own  rank  than  the  licensed  concubine  of  a  monarch.' 

'I  will  wed  Catharine  before  the  priest  and  before  the 
world,  before  the  altar  and  before  the  black  stones  of 
lona,'  said  the  impetuous  young  man.  '  She  is  the  love 
of  my  youth,  and  there  is  not  a  tie  in  religion  or  honour 
but  I  will  bind  myself  by  them!  I  have  sounded  my 
people.  If  we  do  but  win  this  combat  —  and,  with  the 
hope  of  gaining  Catharine,  we  shall  win  it  —  my  heart 
tells  me  so  —  I  shall  be  so  much  lord  over  their  affections 
that,  were  I  to  take  a  bride  from  the  almshouse,  so  it  was 
my  pleasure,  they  would  hail  her  as  if  she  were  a  daugh- 
ter of  MacCallanmore.  But  you  reject  my  suit?'  said 
Eachin,  sternly. 

'You  put  words  of  offence  in  my  mouth,'  said  the  old 
man,  'and  may  next  punish  me  for  them,  since  I  am 
wholly  in  your  power.  But  with  my  consent  my  daugh- 
ter shall  never  wed  save  in  her  own  degree.  Her  heart 
would  break  amid  the  constant  wars  and  scenes  of  blood- 
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shed  which  connect  themselves  with  your  lot.  If  you 
really  love  her,  and  recollect  her  dread  of  strife  and 
combat,  you  would  not  wish  her  to  be  subjected  to  the 
train  of  military  horrors  in  which  you,  like  your  father, 
must  needs  be  inevitably  and  eternally  engaged.  Choose 
a  bride  amongst  the  daughters  of  the  moimtain-chiefs, 
my  son,  or  fiery  Lowland  nobles.  You  are  fair,  yoimg, 
rich,  high-bom,  and  powerful,  and  will  not  woo  in  vain. 
You  wiU  readily  find  one  who  will  rejoice  in  your  con- 
quests, and  cheer  you  imder  defeat.  To  Catharine,  the 
one  would  be  as  frightful  as  the  other.  A  warrior  must 
wear  a  steel  gaimtlet:  a  glove  of  kid-skin  would  be  torn 
to  pieces  in  an  hour.' 

A  dark  cloud  passed  over  the  face  of  the  yoimg  chief, 
lately  animated  with  so  much  fire. 

'Farewell,'  he  said,  'the  only  hope  which  could  have 
lighted  me  to  fame  or  victory ! '  He  remained  for  a  space 
silent,  and  intensely  thoughtful,  with  downcast  eyes,  a 
lowering  brow,  and  folded  arms.  At  length  he  raised  his 
hands,  and  said,  'Father,  —  for  such  you  have  been  to 
me  —  I  am  about  to  tell  you  a  sceret.  Reason  and  pride 
both  advise  me  to  be  silent,  but  fate  urges  me,  and 
must  be  obeyed.  I  am  about  to  lodge  in  you  the  deepest 
and  dearest  secret  that  man  ever  confided  to  man.  But 
beware  —  end  this  conference  how  it  will  —  beware  how 
you  ever  breathe  a  syllable  of  what  I  am  now  to  trust 
to  you;  for  know  that,  were  you  to  do  so  in  the  most  re- 
mote comer  of  Scotland,  I  have  ears  to  hear  it  even  there, 
and  a  hand  and  poniard  to  reach  a  traitor's  bosom.  I 
am  —  but  the  word  will  not  out!' 

'Do  not  speak  it  then,'  said  the  pmdent  glover:  'a 
secret  is  no  longer  safe  when  it  crosses  the  lips  of  him 
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who  owns  it,  and  I  desire  not  a  confidence  so  dangerous 
as  you  menace  me  with.' 

'Ay,  but  I  must  speak,  and  you  must  hear,'  said  the 
youth.  'In  this  age  of  battle,  father,  you  have  yourself 
been  a  combatant? ' 

'Once  only,'  replied  Simon,  'when  the  Southron  as- 
saulted the  Fair  City.  I  was  simimoned  to  take  my  part 
in  the  defence,  as  my  tenure  required,  like  that  of  other 
craftsmen,  who  are  boimd  to  keep  watch  and  ward.' 

'And  how  felt  you  upon  that  matter?'  inquired  the 
young  chief. 

'What  can  that  import  to  the  present  business?'  said 
Simon,  in  some  surprise. 

'Much,  else  I  had  not  asked  the  question,'  answered 
Eachin,  in  the  tone  of  haughtiness  which  from  time  to 
time  he  assumed. 

'An  old  man  is  easily  brought  to  speak  of  olden  times,' 
said  Simon,  not  unwilling,  on  an  instant's  reflection,  to 
lead  the  conversation  away  from  the  subject  of  his  daugh- 
ter, 'and  I  must  needs  confess  my  feeUngs  were  much 
short  of  the  high,  cheerful  confidence,  nay,  the  pleasure, 
with  which  I  have  seen  other  men  go  to  battle.  My  Ufe 
and  profession  were  peaceful,  and  though  I  have  not 
wanted  the  spirit  of  a  man,  when  the  time  demanded  it, 
yet  I  have  seldom  slept  worse  than  the  night  before  that 
onslaught.  My  ideas  were  harrowed  by  the  tales  we 
were  told  —  nothing  short  of  the  truth  —  about  the 
Saxon  archers:  how  they  drew  shafts  of  a  cloth-yard 
length,  and  used  bows  a  third  longer  than  ours.  When  I 
fell  into  a  broken  slumber,  if  but  a  straw  in  the  mattress 
pricked  my  side,  I  started  and  waked,  thinking  an  Eng- 
lish arrow  was  quivering  in  my  body.  In  the.  morning, 
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as  I  began  for  very  weariness  to  sink  into  some  repose, 
I  was  waked  by  the  tolling  of  the  common  bell,  which 
called  us  burghers  to  the  walls;  I  never  heard  its  sound 
peal  so  like  a  passing  knell  before  or  since.' 

'  Go  on  —  what  further  chanced? '  demanded  Eachin. 

'I  did  on  my  harness,'  said  Simon,  'such  as  it  was; 
took  my  mother's  blessing,  a  high-spirited  woman,  who 
spoke  of  my  father's  actions  for  the  honour  of  the  Fair 
Town.  This  heartened  me,  and  I  felt  still  bolder  when  I 
found  myself  ranked  among  the  other  crafts,  all  bowmen, 
for  thou  knowest  the  Perth  citizens  have  good  skiU  in 
archery.  We  were  dispersed  on  the  walls,  several  knights 
and  squires  in  armour  of  proof  being  mingled  amongst 
us,  who  kept  a  bold  coimtenance,  confident  perhaps  in 
their  harness,  and  informed  us,  for  our  encouragement, 
that  they  would  cut  down  with  their  swords  and  axes 
any  of  those  who  should  attempt  to  quit  their  post.  I 
was  kindly  assured  of  this  myself  by  the  old  Kempe  of 
Kinfauns,  as  he  was  called,  this  good  Sir  Patrick's  father, 
then  our  provost.  He  was  a  grandson  of  the  Red  Rover, 
Tom  of  Longueville,  and  a  likely  man  to  keep  his  word, 
which  he  addressed  to  me  in  especial,  because  a  night 
of  much  discomfort  may  have  made  me  look  paler  than 
usual;  and,  besides,  I  was  but  a  lad.' 

'And  did  his  exhortation  add  to  your  fear  or  your  re- 
solution?' said  Eachin,  who  seemed  very  attentive. 

'To  my  resolution,'  answered  Simon;  'for  I  think 
nothing  can  make  a  man  so  bold  to  face  one  danger  at 
some  distance  in  his  front  as  the  knowledge  of  another 
close  behind  him,  to  push  him  forward.  Well,  I  mounted 
the  walls  in  tolerable  heart,  and  was  placed  with  others 
on  the  Spey  Tower,  being  accoimted  a  good  bowman. 
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But  a  very  cold  fit  seized  me  as  I  saw  the  English,  in 
great  order,  with  their  archers  in  front,  and  their  men-at- 
arms  behind,  marching  forward  to  the  attack  in  strong 
columns,  three  in  number.  They  came  on  steadily,  and 
some  of  us  would  fain  have  shot  at  them;  but  it  was 
strictly  forbidden,  and  we  were  obliged  to  remain  mo- 
tionless, sheltering  ourselves  behind  the  battlement  as 
we  best  might.  As  the  Southron  formed  their  long  ranks 
into  lines,  each  man  occupying  his  place  as  by  magic, 
and  preparing  to  cover  themselves  by  large  shields,  called 
pavesses,  which  they  planted  before  them,  I  again  felt 
a  strange  breathlessness,  and  some  desire  to  go  home  for 
a  glass  of  distilled  waters.  But  as  I  looked  aside,  I  saw 
the  worthy  Kempe  of  ELinfauns  bending  a  large  cross- 
bow, and  I  thought  it  pity  he  should  waste  the  bolt  on  a 
true-hearted  Scotsman,  when  so  many  English  were  in 
presence;  so  I  e'en  staid  where  I  was,  being  in  a  com- 
fortable angle,  formed  by  two  battlements.  The  English 
then  strode  forward,  and  drew  their  bow-strings  —  not 
to  the  breast,  as  your  Highland  kerne  do,  but  to  the  ear 
—  and  sent  off  their  volleys  of  swallow-tails  before  we 
could  call  on  St.  Andrew.  I  winked  when  I  saw  them 
haiil  up  their  tackle,  and  I  believe  I  started  as  the  shafts 
began  to  rattle  against  the  parapet.  But  looking  round 
me,  and  seeing  none  hurt  but  John  Squallit,  the  town- 
crier,  whose  jaws  were  pierced  through  with  a  cloth-yard 
shaft,  I  took  heart  of  grace,  and  shot  in  my  turn  with 
good  will  and  good  aim.  A  little  man  I  shot  at,  who  had 
just  peeped  out  from  behind  his  target,  dropt  with  a  shaft 
through  his  shoulder.  The  provost  cried,  "Well  stitched, 
Simon  Glover ! "  "  St.  John,  for  his  own  town,  my  fellow- 
craftsmen ! "  shouted  I,  though  I  was  then  but  an  appren- 
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tice.  And  if  you  will  believe  me,  in  the  rest  of  the  skir- 
mish, which  was  ended  by  the  foes  drawing  off,  I  drew 
bowstring  and  loosed  shaft  as  calmly  as  if  I  had  been 
shooting  at  butts  instead  of  men's  breasts.  I  gained  some 
credit,  and  I  have  ever  afterwards  thought  that,  in  case 
of  necessity  —  for  with  me  it  had  never  been  matter  of 
choice  —  I  should  not  have  lost  it  again.  And  this  is 
all  I  can  tell  of  warlike  experience  in  battle.  Other  dan- 
gers I  have  had,  which  I  have  endeavoured  to  avoid  like 
a  wise  man,  or,  when  they  were  inevitable,  I  have  faced 
them  like  a  true  one.  Upon  other  terms  a  man  cannot 
live  or  hold  up  his  head  in  Scotland.' 

'I  understand  your  tale,'  said  Eachin;  'but  I  shall 
find  it  difficult  to  make  you  credit  mine,  knowing  the 
race  of  which  I  am  descended,  and  especially  that  I  am 
the  son  of  him  whom  we  have  this  day  laid  in  the  tomb — 
well  that  he  lies  where  he  will  never  learn  what  you  are 
now  to  hear!  Look,  my  father,  the  light  which  I  bear 
grows  short  and  pale,  a  few  miamtes  will  extinguish  it; 
but  before  it  expires,  the  hideous  tale  will  be  told.  Father, 
I  am  —  a  cowaed!  It  is  said  at  last,  and  the  secret  of 
my  disgrace  is  in  keeping  of  another!' 

The  yoimg  man  sunk  back  in  a  species  of  sjoicope, 
produced  by  the  agony  of  his  mind  as  he  made  the  fatal 
communication.  The  glover,  moved  as  well  by  fear  as 
by  compassion,  applied  himself  to  recall  him  to  life,  and 
succeeded  in  doing  so,  but  not  in  restoring  him  to  com- 
posure. He  hid  his  face  with  his  hands,  and  his  tears 
flowed  plentifully  and  bitterly. 

'For  Our  Lady's  sake,  be  composed,'  said  the  old 
man,  'and  recall  the  vile  word!  I  know  you  better  than 
yourself:  you  are  no  coward,  but  only  too  young  and 
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inexperienced,  ay,  and  somewhat  too  quick  of  fancy, 
to  have  the  steady  valour  of  a  bearded  man.  I  would 
hear  no  other  man  say  that  of  you,  Conachar,  without 
giving  him  the  lie.  You  are  no  coward:  I  have  seen  high 
sparks  of  spirit  fly  from  you  even  on  slight  enough  pro- 
vocation.' 

'  High  sparks  of  pride  and  passion ! '  said  the  unfortun- 
ate youth;  'but  when  saw  you  them  supported  by  the 
resolution  that  should  have  backed  them?  The  sparks 
you  speak  of  fell  on  my  dastardly  heart  as  on  a  piece  of 
ice  which  could  catch  fire  from  nothing:  if  my  offended 
pride  urged  me  to  strike,  my  weakness  of  mind  prompted 
me  the  next  moment  to  fly.' 

'Want  of  habit,'  said  Simon;  'it  is  by  clambering  over 
walls  that  youths  learn  to  scale  precipices.  Begin  with 
slight  feuds;  exercise  daily  the  arms  of  your  country  in 
tourney  with  your  followers.' 

'And  what  leisure  is  there  for  this?'  exclaimed  the 
young  chief,  starring  as  if  something  horrid  had  occurred 
to  his  imagination.  'How  many  days  are  there  betwixt 
this  hour  and  Palm  Sunday,  and  what  is  to  chance  then? 
A  list  inclosed,  from  which  no  man  can  stir,  more  than 
the  poor  bear  who  is  chained  to  his  stake.  Sixty  Uving 
men,  the  best  and  fiercest  —  one  alone  excepted!  — 
which  Albyn  can  send  down  from  her  mountains,  all 
athirst  for  each  other's  blood,  while  a  king  and  his  nobles, 
and  shouting  thousands  besides,  attend,  as  at  a  theatre, 
to  encovirage  their  demoniac  fury!  Blows  clang,  and 
blood  flows,  thicker,  faster,  redder;  they  rush  on  each 
other  like  madmen,  they  tear  each  other  like  wild  beasts; 
the  wounded  are  trodden  to  death  amid  the  feet  of  their 
companions!  Blood  ebbs,  arms  become  weak;  but  there 
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must  be  no  parley,  no  truce,  no  interruption,  while  any 
of  the  maimed  wretches  remain  alive !  Here  is  no  crouch-j 
ing  behind  battlements,  no  fighting  with  missile  wea-^ 
pons;  all  is  hand  to  hand,  till  hands  can  no  longer  be 
raised  to  maintain  the  ghastly  conflict!  If  such  a  field 
is  so  horrible  in  idea,  what  think  you  it  will  be  in 
reality?' 

The  glover  remained  silent. 

'I  say  again,  what  think  you?' 

'I  can  only  pity  you,  Conachar,'  said  Simon.  'It  is 
hard  to  be  the  descendant  of  a  lofty  line  —  the  son  of 
a  noble  father  —  the  leader  by  birth  of  a  gallant  array, 
and  yet  to  want,  or  think  you  want,  for  still  I  trust  the 
fault  lies  much  in  a  quick  fancy,  that  over-estimates 
danger — to  want  that  dogged  quality  which  is  possessed 
by  every  game-cock  that  is  worth  a  handful  of  com, 
every  hound  that  is  worth  a  mess  of  offal.  But  how 
chanced  it  that,  with  such  a  consciousness  of  inability 
to  fight  in  this  battle,  you  proffered  even  now  to  share 
your  chiefdom  with  my  daughter?  Your  power  must 
depend  on  your  fighting  this  combat,  and  in  that  Cath- 
arine cannot  help  you.' 

'You  mistake,  old  man,'  replied  Eachin:  'were  Catha- 
rine to  look  kindly  on  the  earnest  love  I  bear  her,  it  would 
carry  me  against  the  front  of  the  enemies  with  the  mettle 
of  a  war-horse.  Overwhelming  as  my  sense  of  weakness 
is,  the  feeling  that  Catharine  looked  on  would  give  me 
strength.  Say  yet  —  oh,  say  yet  —  she  shall  be  mine 
if  we  gain  the  combat,  and  not  the  Gow  Chrom  himself, 
whose  heart  is  of  a  piece  with  his  anvil,  ever  went  to 
battle  so  light  as  I  shall  do!  One  strong  passion  is  con- 
quered by  another.' 
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'This  is  folly,  Conachar.  Cannot  the  recollections  of 
your  interest,  your  honour,  your  kindred,  do  as  much 
to  stir  your  courage  as  the  thoughts  of  a  brent-browed 
lass?  Fie  upon  you,  man!' 

'You  tell  me  but  what  I  have  told  myself,  but  it  is  in 
vain,'  replied  Eachin,  with  a  sigh.  'It  is  only  whilst  the 
timid  stag  is  paired  with  the  doe  that  he  is  desperate  and 
dangerous.  Be  it  from  constitution;  be  it,  as  oiur  High- 
land cailliachs  will  say,  from  the  milk  of  the  white  doe; 
be  it  from  my  peaceful  education  and  the  experience  of 
your  strict  restraint;  be  it,  as  you  think,  from  an  over- 
heated fancy,  which  paints  danger  yet  more  dangerous 
and  ghastly  than  it  is  in  reality,  I  cannot  tell.  But  I 
know  my  failing,  and  —  yes,  it  must  be  said !  —  so  sorely 
dread  that  I  cannot  conquer  it,  that,  could  I  have  your 
consent  to  my  wishes  on  such  terms,  I  would  even  here 
make  a  pause,  renounce  the  rank  I  have  assumed,  and 
retire  into  humble  life.' 

'What,  turn  glover  at  last,  Conachar?'  said  Simon. 
'This  beats  the  legend  of  St.  Crispin.  Nay — nay,  your 
hand  was  not  framed  for  that:  you  shall  spoil  me  no 
more  doe-skins.' 

'Jest  not,'  said  Eachin,  'I  am  serious.  If  I  cannot 
labour,  I  will  bring  wealth  enough  to  live  without  it. 
They  will  proclaim  me  recreant  with  horn  and  war-pipe. 
Let  them  do  so.  Catharine  wiU  love  me  the  better  that 
I  have  preferred  the  paths  of  peace  to  those  of  blood- 
shed, and  Father  Clement  shall  teach  us  to  pity  and  for- 
give the  world,  which  will  load  us  with  reproaches  that 
wound  not.  I  shall  be  the  happiest  of  men ;  Catharine  will 
enjoy  all  that  unbounded  affection  can  confer  upon  her, 
and  will  be  freed  from  apprehension  of  the  sights  and 
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sounds  of  horror  which  your  ill-assorted  match  would 
have  prepared  for  her;  and  you,  father  Glover,  shall  oc- 
cupy your  chimney-corner,  the  happiest  and  most 
honoured  man  that  ever  — ' 

'Hold,  Eachin  —  I  prithee,  hold,'  said  the  glover; '  the 
fir  light,  with  which  this  discourse  must  terminate, 
bums  very  low,  and  I  would  speak  a  word  in  my  turn, 
and  plain  dealing  is  best.  Though  it  may  vex,  or  perhaps 
enrage,  you,  let  me  end  these  visions  by  sa3ring  at  once 

—  Catharine  can  never  be  yours.  A  glove  is  the  emblem 
of  faith,  and  a  man  of  my  craft  should  therefore  less  than 
any  other  break  his  own.  Catharine's  hand  is  promised 

—  promised  to  a  man  whom  you  may  hate,  but  whom 
you  must  honour  —  to  Henry  the  armourer.  The 
match  is  fitting  by  degree,  agreeable  to  their  mutual 
wishes,  and  I  have  given  my  promise.  It  is  best  to  be 
plain  at  once;  resent  my  refusal  as  you  will  —  I  am 
wholly  in  your  power.  But  nothing  shall  make  me 
break  my  word.' 

The  glover  spoke  thus  decidedly,  because  he  was 
aware  from  experience  that  the  very  irritable  disposition 
of  his  former  apprentice  yielded  in  most  cases  to  stern 
and  decided  resolution.  Yet,  recollecting  where  he  was, 
it  was  with  some  feelings  of  fear  that  he  saw  the  dying 
flame  leap  up  and  spread  a  flash  of  light  on  the  visage 
of  Eachin,  which  seemed  pale  as  the  grave,  while  his  eye 
rolled  like  that  of  a  maniac  in  his  fever  fit.  The  light 
instantly  sunk  down  and  died,  and  Simon  felt  a  moment- 
ary terror  lest  he  shoidd  have  to  dispute  for  his  life  with 
the  youth,  whom  he  knew  to  be  capable  of  violent  ac- 
tions when  highly  excited,  however  short  a  period  his 
nature  could  support  the  measures  which  his  passion 
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commenced.  He  was  relieved  by  the  voice  of  Eachin, 
who  muttered  in  a  hoarse  and  altered  tone  — 

'Let  what  we  have  spoken  this  night  rest  in  silence  for 
ever.  If  thou  bring'st  it  to  light,  thou  wert  better  dig 
thine  own  grave.' 

Thus  speaking,  the  door  of  the  hut  opened,  admitting 
a  gleam  of  moonshine.  The  form  of  the  retiring  chief 
crossed  it  for  an  instant,  the  hurdle  was  then  closed,  and 
the  shieling  left  in  darkness. 

Simon  Glover  felt  relieved  when  a  conversation  fraught 
with  offence  and  danger  was  thus  peaceably  terminated. 
But  he  remained  deeply  affected  by  the  condition  of 
Hector  Maclan,  whom  he  had  himself  bred  up. 

'The  poor  child,'  said  he,  'to  be  called  up  to  a  place 
of  eminence,  only  to  be  hurled  from  it  with  contempt! 
What  he  told  me  I  partly  knew,  having  often  remarked 
that  Conachar  was  more  prone  to  quarrel  than  to  fight. 
But  this  overpowering  faint-heartedness,  which  neither 
shame  nor  necessity  can  overcome,  I,  though  no  Sir  Wil- 
liam Wallace,  cannot  conceive.  And  to  propose  himself 
for  a  husband  to  my  daughter,  as  if  a  bride  were  to  find 
courage  for  herself  and  the  bridegroom!  No  —  no, 
Catharine  must  wed  a  man  to  whom  she  may  say, 
"Husband,  spare  your  enemy";  not  one  in  whose  be- 
half she  must  cry,  "Generous  enemy,  spare  my  hus- 
band.'" 

Tired  out  with  these  reflections,  the  old  man  at  length 
fell  asleep.  In  the  morning  he  was  awakened  by  his 
friend  the  Booshalloch,  who,  with  something  of  a  blank 
visage,  proposed  to  him  to  return  to  his  abode  on  the 
meadow  at  the  Ballough.  He  apologised  that  the  chief 
could  not  see  Simon  Glover  that  morning,  being  busied 
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with  things  about  the  expected  combat;  and  that  Eachin 
Maclan  thought  the  residence  at  the  Ballough  would  be 
safest  for  Simon  Glover's  health,  and  had  given  charge 
that  every  care  should  be  taken  for  his  protection  and 
accommodation. 

Niel  Booshalloch  dilated  on  these  circumstances,  to 
gloss  over  the  neglect  implied  in  the  chief's  dismissing 
his  visitor  without  a  particular  audience. 

'His  father  knew  better,'  said  the  herdsman.  'But 
where  should  he  have  learned  manners,  poor  thing,  and 
bred  up  among  your  Perth  burghers,  who,  excepting 
yourself,  neighbour  Glover,  who  speak  Gaelic  as  well  as 
I  do,  are  a  race  incapable  of  civihty? ' 

Simon  Glover,  it  may  be  well  believed,  felt  none  of 
the  want  of  respect  which  his  friend  resented  on  his  ac- 
count. On  the  contrary,  he  greatly  preferred  the  quiet 
residence  of  the  good  herdsman  to  the  tumultuous  hos- 
pitality of  the  daily  festival  of  the  chief,  even  if  there 
had  not  just  passed  an  interview  with  Eachin  upon  a 
subject  which  it  would  be  most  painful  to  revive. 

To  the  Ballough,  therefore,  he  quietly  retreated, 
where,  could  he  have  been  secure  of  Catharine's  safety, 
his  leisure  was  spent  pleasantly  enough.  His  amusement 
was  sailing  on  the  lake  in  a  little  skiff,  which  a  Highland 
boy  managed,  while  the  old  man  angled.  He  frequently 
landed  on  the  little  island,  where  he  mused  over  the 
tomb  of  his  old  friend  Gilchrist  Maclan,  and  made 
friends  with  the  monks,  presenting  the  prior  with  gloves 
of  marten's  fur,  and  the  superior  ofl&cers  with  each  of 
them  a  pair  made  from  the  skin  of  the  wildcat.  The 
cutting  and  stitching  of  these  little  presents  served  to 
beguile  the  time  after  sunset,  while  the  family  of  the 
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herdsman  crowded  around,  admiring  his  address,  and 
listening  to  the  tales  and  songs  with  which  the  old  man 
had  skill  to  pass  away  a  heavy  evening. 

It  must  be  confessed  that  the  cautious  glover  avoided 
the  conversation  of  Father  Clement,  whom  he  errone- 
ously considered  as  rather  the  author  of  his  misfortunes 
than  the  guiltless  sharer  of  them.  '  I  will  not,'  he  thought, 
'to  please  his  fancies,  lose  the  good-will  of  these  kind 
monks,  which  may  be  one  day  useful  to  me.  I  have 
suffered  enough  by  his  preachments  already,  I  trow. 
Little  the  wiser  and  much  the  poorer  have  they  made 
me.  No  —  no,  Catharine  and  Clement  may  think  as  they 
will;  but  I  will  take  the  first  opportimity  to  sneak  back 
like  a  rated  hound  at  the  call  of  his  master,  submit  to 
a  plentiful  course  of  haircloth  and  whipcord,  disburse 
a  lusty  mulct,  and  become  whole  with  the  church 
again.' 

More  than  a  fortnight  had  passed  since  the  glover  had 
arrived  at  Ballough,  and  he  began  to  wonder  that  he  had 
not  heard  news  of  Catharine  or  of  Henry  Wynd,  to 
whom  he  concluded  the  provost  had  communicated  the 
plan  and  place  of  his  retreat.  He  knew  the  stout  smith 
dared  not  come  up  into  the  Clan  Quhele  country,  on  ac- 
count of  various  feuds  with  the  inhabitants,  and  with 
Eachin  himself,  while  bearing  the  name  of  Conachar; 
but  yet  the  glover  thought  Henry  might  have  found 
means  to  send  him  a  message,  or  a  token,  by  some  one 
of  the  various  couriers  who  passed  and  repassed,  between 
the  court  and  the  headquarters  of  the  Clan  Quhele,  in 
order  to  concert  the  terms  of  the  impending  combat,  the 
march  of  the  parties  to  Perth,  and  other  particulars  re- 
quiring previous  adjustment.   It  was  now  the  middle 
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of  March,  and  the  fatal  Pahn  Sunday  was  fast  approach- 
ing. 

Whilst  time  was  thus  creeping  on,  the  exiled  glover 
had  not  even  once  set  eyes  upon  his  former  apprentice. 
The  care  that  was  taken  to  attend  to  his  wants  and  con- 
venience in  every  respect  showed  that  he  was  not  for- 
gotten; but  yet,  when  he  heard  the  chieftain's  horn 
ringing  through  the  woods,  he  usually  made  it  a  point 
to  choose  his  walk  in  a  different  direction.  One  morn- 
ing, however,  he  foiind  himself  unexpectedly  in  Eachin's 
close  neighbourhood,  with  scarce  leisure  to  avoid  him, 
and  thus  it  happened. 

As  Simon  strolled  pensively  through  a  little  silvan 
glade,  surrounded  on  either  side  with  tall  forest  trees, 
mixed  with  underwood,  a  white  doe  broke  from  the 
thicket,  closely  pursued  by  two  deer  greyhounds,  one 
of  which  griped  her  haimch,  the  other  her  throat,  and 
pulled  her  down  within  half  a  furlong  of  the  glover,  who 
was  something  startled  at  thesuddeimessof  the  incident. 
The  near  and  piercing  blast  of  a  horn,  and  the  baying 
of  a  slowhound,  made  Simon  aware  that  the  hunters 
were  close  behind,  and  on  the  trace  of  the  deer.  Halloo- 
ing and  the  sound  of  men  running  through  the  copse 
were  heard  close  at  hand.  A  moment's  recollection 
would  have  satisfied  Simon  that  his  best  way  was  to 
stand  fast,  or  retire  slowly,  and  leave  it  to  Eachin  to 
acknowledge  his  presence  or  not,  as  he  should  see  cause. 
But  his  desire  of  shunning  the  young  man  had  grown 
into  a  kind  of  instinct,  and  in  the  alarm  of  finding  him  so 
near,  Simon  hid  himself  in  a  bush  of  hazels  mixed  with 
holly,  which  altogether  concealed  him.  He  had  hardly 
done  so  ere  Eachin,  rosy  with  exercise,  dashed  from  the 
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thicket  into  the  open  glade,  accompanied  by  his  fos- 
ter-father, Torquil  of  the  Oak.  The  latter,  with  equal 
strength  and  address,  turned  the  struggling  hind  on  her 
back,  and  holding  her  fore  feet  in  his  right  hand,  while 
he  knelt  on  her  body,  offered  his  skene  with  the  left 
to  the  young  chief,  that  he  might  cut  the  animal's 
throat. 

'It  may  not  be,  Torquil;  do  thine  ofl&ce,  and  take  the 
assay  thyself.  I  must  not  kill  the  likeness  of  my  foster- 
mother.' 

This  was  spoken  with  a  melancholy  smile,  while  a  tear 
at  the  same  time  stood  in  the  speaker's  eye.  Torquil  stared 
at  his  young  chief  for  an  instant,  then  drew  his  sharp 
wood-knife  across  the  creature's  throat  with  a  cut  so 
swift  and  steady  that  the  weapon  reached  the  back- 
bone. Then  rising  on  his  feet,  and  again  fixing  a  long 
piercing  look  on  his  chief,  he  said  —  'As  much  as  I  have 
done  to  that  hind  would  I  do  to  any  living  man  whose 
ears  could  have  heard  my  dauU  (foster-son)  so  much  as 
name  a  white  doe,  and  couple  the  word  with  Hector's 
name ! ' 

If  Simon  had  no  reason  before  to  keep  himself  con- 
cealed, this  speech  of  Torquil's  furnished  him  with  a 
pressing  one. 

'It  cannot  be  concealed,  father  Torquil,'  said  Eachin: 
'it  will  all  out  to  the  broad  day.' 

'What  will  out?  what  will  to  broad  day?'  asked  Tor- 
quil in  surprise. 

'It  is  the  fatal  secret,'  thought  Simon;  'and  now,  if 
this  huge  privy  councillor  cannot  keep  silence,  I  shall 
be  made  answerable,  I  suppose,  for  Eachin's  disgrace 
having  been  blown  abroad.' 
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Thinking  thus  anxiously,  he  availed  himself  at  the 
same  time  of  his  position  to  see  as  much  as  he  could 
of  what  passed  between  the  afficted  chieftain  and  his 
confident,  impelled  by  that  spirit  of  curiosity  which 
prompts  us  in  the  most  momentous,  as  well  as  the  most 
trivial,  occasions  of  life,  and  which  is  sometimes  found 
to  exist  in  company  with  great  personal  fear. 

As  Torquil  listened  to  what  Eachin  communicated, 
the  young  man  sank  into  his  arms,  and,  supporting  him- 
self on  his  shoulder,  concluded  his  confession  by  a  whis- 
per into  his  ear.  Torquil  seemed  to  listen  with  such  amaze- 
ment as  to  make  him  incapable  of  crediting  his  ears.  As 
if  to  be  certain  that  it  was  Eachin  who  spoke,  he  gradu- 
ally roused  the  youth  from  his  reclining  posture,  and, 
holding  him  up  in  some  measure  by  a  grasp  on  his  shoul- 
der, fixed  on  him  an  eye  that  seemed  enlarged,  and  at 
the  same  time  turned  to  stone,  by  the  marvels  he  lis- 
tened to.  And  so  wild  waxed  the  old  man's  visage  after 
he  had  heard  the  murmured  commtmication,  that  Simon 
Glover  apprehended  he  would  cast  the  youth  from  him 
as  a  dishonoured  thing,  in  which  case  he  might  have 
lighted  among  the  very  copse  in  which  he  lay  concealed, 
and  occasioned  his  discovery  in  a  manner  equally  pain- 
ful and  dangerous.  But  the  passions  of  Torquil,  who  en- 
tertained for  his  foster-child  even  a  double  portion  of 
that  passionate  fondness  which  always  attends  that 
connexion  in  the  Highlands,  took  a  different  turn. 

'I  believe  it  not,'  he  exclaimed;  'it  is  false  of  thy 
father's  child,  false  of  thy  mother's  son,  falsest  of  my 
daultl  I  offer  my  gage  to  heaven  and  hell,  and  will  main- 
tain the  combat  with  him  that  shall  call  it  true!  Thou 
hast  been  spellbound  by  an  evil  eye,  my  darling,  and  the 
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fainting  which  you  call  cowardice  is  the  work  of  magic. 
I  remember  the  bat  that  struck  the  torch  out  on  the  hour 
that  thou  wert  born  —  that  hour  of  grief  and  of  joy. 
Cheer  up,  my  beloved!  Thou  shalt  with  me  to  lona,  and 
the  good  St.  Columbus,  with  the  whole  choir  of  blessed 
saints  and  angels,  who  ever  favoured  thy  race,  shall  take 
from  thee  the  heart  of  the  white  doe  and  return  that 
which  they  have  stolen  from  thee.' 

Eachin  listened,  with  a  look  as  if  he  would  fain  have 
believed  the  words  of  the  comforter, 

'But,  Torquil,'  he  said,  'supposing  this  might  avail 
us,  the  fatal  day  approaches,  and  if  I  go  to  the  lists,  I 
dread  me  we  shall  be  shamed.' 

'It  cannot  be  —  it  shall  not!'  said  Torquil.  'HeU 
shall  not  prevail  so  far:  we  will  steep  thy  sword  in  holy 
water,  place  vervain,  St.  John's-wort,  and  rowan-tree 
in  thy  crest.  We  will  surround  thee,  I  and  thy  eight 
brethren:  thou  shalt  be  safe  as  in  a  castle.' 

Again  the  youth  helplessly  muttered  something,  which, 
from  the  dejected  tone  in  which  it  was  spoken,  Simon 
could  not  understand,  while  Torquil's  deep  tones  in 
reply  fell  full  and  distinct  upon  his  ear. 

'Yes,  there  may  be  a  chance  of  withdrawing  thee  from 
the  conflict.  Thou  art  the  yoimgest  who  is  to  draw  blade. 
Now,  hear  me,  and  thou  shalt  know  what  it  is  to  have 
a  foster-father's  love,  and  how  far  it  exceeds  the  love 
even  of  kinsmen.  The  youngest  on  the  indenture  of  the 
Clan  Chattan  is  Ferquhard  Day.  His  father  slew  mine, 
and  the  red  blood  is  seething  hot  between  us;  I  looked  to 
Palm  Sunday  as  the  term  that  should  cool  it.  But  mark ! 
Thou  wouldst  have  thought  that  the  blood  in  the  veins 
of  this  Ferqxihard  Day  and  in  mine  would  not  have 
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mingled  had  they  been  put  into  the  same  vessel,  yet 
hath  he  cast  the  eyes  of  his  love  upon  my  only  daughter 
Eva,  the  fairest  of  our  maidens.  Think  with  what  feel- 
ings I  heard  the  news.  It  was  as  if  a  wolf  from  the  skirts 
of  Ferragon  had  said,  "Give  me  thy  child  in  wedlock, 
Torquil."  My  child  thought  not  thus:  she  loves  Ferqu- 
hard,  and  weeps  away  her  colour  and  strength  in  dread 
of  the  approaching  battle.  Let  her  give  him  but  a  sign 
of  favour,  and  well  I  know  he  will  forget  kith  and  kin, 
forsake  the  field,  and  fly  with  her  to  the  desert.' 

'He,  the  youngest  of  the  champions  of  Clan  Chattan, 
being  absent,  I,  the  youngest  of  the  Clan  Quhele,  may 
be  excused  from  combat,'  said  Eachin,  blushing  at  the 
mean  chance  of  safety  thus  opened  to  him. 

'See  now,  my  chief,'  said  Torquil,  'and  judge  my 
thoughts  towards  thee:  others  might  give  thee  their 
own  lives  and  that  of  their  sons  —  I  sacrifice  to  thee  the 
honour  of  my  house.' 

'My  friend  —  my  father,'  repeated  the  chief,  folding 
Torquil  to  his  bosom,  'what  a  base  wretch  am  I  that 
have  a  spirit  dastardly  enough  to  avail  myself  of  thy 
sacrifice!' 

'Speak  not  of  that.  Green  woods  have  ears.  Let  us 
back  to  the  camp,  and  send  our  gillies  for  the  venison. 
Back,  dogs,  and  follow  at  heel.' 

The  slowhound,  or  lyme-dog,  luckily  for  Simon,  had 
drenched  his  nose  in  the  blood  of  the  deer,  else  he  might 
have  found  the  glover's  lair  in  the  thicket;  but  its  more 
acute  properties  of  scent  being  lost,  it  followed  tranquilly 
with  the  gaze-hounds. 

When  the  hunters  were  out  of  sight  and  hearing,  the 
glover  arose,  greatly  relieved  by  their  departure,  and 
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began  to  move  ofE  in  the  opposite  direction  as  fast  as  his 
age  permitted.  His  first  reflection  was  on  the  fidelity 
of  the  foster-father. 

'The  wild  mountain  heart  is  faithful  and  true.  Yon- 
der man  is  more  like  the  giants  in  romaunts  than  a  man 
of  mould  like  ourselves;  and  yet  Christians  might  take 
an  example  from  him  for  his  lealty.  A  simple  contriv- 
ance this,  though,  to  finger  a  man  from  off  their  enemies' 
chequer,  as  if  there  would  not  be  twenty  of  the  wildcats 
ready  to  supply  his  place.' 

Thus  thought  the  glover,  not  aware  that  the  strict- 
est proclamations  were  issued,  prohibiting  any  of  the 
two  contending  clans,  their  friends,  allies,  and  depend- 
ants, from  coming  within  fifty  miles  of  Perth,  during  a 
week  before  and  a  week  after  the  combat,  which  regula- 
tion was  to  be  enforced  by  armed  men. 

So  soon  as  our  friend  Simon  arrived  at  the  habitation 
of  the  herdsman,  he  fovmd  other  news  awaiting  him. 
They  were  brought  by  Father  Clement,  who  came  in  a 
pilgrim's  cloak,  or  dalmatic,  ready  to  commence  his  re- 
turn to  the  southward,  and  desirous  to  take  leave  of 
his  companion  in  exile,  or  to  accept  him  as  a  travelling 
companion. 

'But  what,'  said  the  citizen,  'has  so  suddenly  induced 
you  to  return  within  the  reach  of  danger? ' 

'Have  you  not  heard,'  said  Father  Clement,  'that, 
March  and  his  English  allies  having  retired  into  England 
before  the  Earl  of  Douglas,  the  good  earl  has  applied 
himseK  to  redress  the  evils  of  the  commonwealth,  and 
hath  written  to  the  court  letters  desiring  that  the  war- 
rant for  the  High  Court  of  Commission  against  heresy 
be  withdrawn,  as  a  trouble  to  men's  consciences,  that 
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the  nomination  of  Henry  of  Wardlaw  to  be  prelate  of 
St.  Andrews  be  referred  to  the  Parliament,  with  sundry 
other  things  pleasing  to  the  Commons?  Now,  most  of 
the  nobles  that  are  with  the  King  at  Perth,  and  with 
them  Sir  Patrick  Charteris,  your  worthy  provost,  have 
declared  for  the  proposals  of  the  Douglas.  The  Duke  of 
Albany  hath  agreed  to  them  —  whether  from  good-will 
or  poHcy  I  know  not.  The  good  King  is  easily  persuaded 
to  mild  and  gentle  courses.  And  thus  are  the  jaw-teeth 
of  the  oppressors  dashed  to  pieces  in  their  sockets,  and 
the  prey  snatched  from  their  ravening  talons.  Will  you 
with  me  to  the  Lowlands,  or  do  you  abide  here  a  Kttle 
space? ' 

Niel  Booshalloch  saved  his  friend  the  trouble  of 
reply. 

'He  had  the  chief's  authority,'  he  said,  'for  sa5dng 
that  Simon  Glover  should  abide  until  the  champions 
went  down  to  the  battle.'  In  this  answer  the  citizen 
saw  something  not  quite  consistent  with  his  own  per- 
fect freedom  of  vohtion;  but  he  cared  little  for  it  at  the 
time,  as  it  furnished  a  good  apology  for  not  travelling 
along  with  the  clergyman. 

'An  exemplary  man,'  he  said  to  his  friend  Niel  Boo- 
shalloch, as  soon  as  Father  Clement  had  taken  leave  — 
'a  great  scholar  and  a  great  saint.  It  is  a  pity  almost 
he  is  no  longer  in  danger  to  be  burned,  as  his  sermon  at 
the  stake  would  convert  thousands.  O,  Niel  Booshal- 
loch, Father  Clement's  pile  would  be  a  sweet  savouring 
sacrifice,  and  a  beacon  to  all  devout  Christians!  But 
what  would  the  burning  of  a  borrel  ignorant  burgess 
like  me  serve?  Men  offer  not  up  old  glove  leather  for 
incense,  nor  are  beacons  fed  with  imdressed  hides,  I 

86 


THE  FAIR  MAID  OF  PERTH 

trow!   Sooth  to  speak,  I  have  too  little  learning  and  too 
much  fear  to  get  credit  by  the  affair,  and,  therefore,  I 
should,  in  ovir  homely  phrase,  have  both  the  scathe  and 
the  scorn.' 
'True  for  you,'  answered  the  herdsman. 


CHAPTER  XXX 

We  must  return  to  the  characters  of  our  dramatic  nar- 
rative whom  we  left  at  Perth,  when  we  accompanied  the 
glover  and  his  fair  daughter  to  Kinfauns,  and  from  that 
hospitable  mansion  traced  the  course  of  Simon  to  Loch 
Tay;  and  the  Prince,  as  the  highest  personage,  claims 
our  immediate  attention. 

This  rash  and  inconsiderate  yoimg  man  endured  with 
some  impatience  his  sequestered  residence  with  the  Lord 
High  Constable,  with  whose  company,  otherwise  in  every 
respect  satisfactory,  he  became  dissatisfied,  from  no 
other  reason  than  that  he  held  in  some  degree  the  char- 
acter of  his  warder.  Incensed  against  his  uncle  and  dis- 
pleased with  his  father,  he  longed,  not  unnaturally,  for 
the  society  of  Sir  John  Ramorny,  on  whom  he  had  been 
so  long  accustomed  to  throw  himself  for  amusement, 
and,  though  he  would  have  resented  the  imputation  as 
an  insult,  for  guidance  and  direction.  He  therefore  sent 
him  a  summons  to  attend  him,  providing  his  health  per- 
mitted; and  directed  him  to  come  by  water  to  a  httle 
pavilion  in  the  High  Constable's  garden,  which,  like 
that  of  Sir  John's  own  lodgings,  ran  down  to  the  Tay. 
In  renewing  an  intimacy  so  dangerous,  Rothsay  only 
remembered  that  he  had  been  Sir  John  Ramorny's  mu- 
nificent friend;  while  Sir  John,  on  receiving  the  invita- 
tion, only  recollected,  on  his  part,  the  capricious  insults 
he  had  sustained  from  his  patron,  the  loss  of  his  hand, 
and  the  Hghtness  with  which  he  had  treated  the  sub- 
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ject,  and  the  readiness  with  which  Rothsay  had  aban- 
doned his  cause  in  the  matter  of  the  bonnet-maker's 
slaughter.  He  laughed  bitterly  when  he  read  the 
Prince's  billet. 

'Evict,'  he  said,  'man  a  stout  boat  with  six  trusty 
men  —  trusty  men,  mark  me  —  lose  not  a  moment;  and 
bid  Dwining  instantly  come  hither.  Heaven  smiles  on 
us,  my  trusty  friend,'  he  said  to  the  mediciner.  'I  was 
but  beating  my  brains  how  to  get  access  to  this  fickle 
boy,  and  here  he  sends  to  invite  me.' 

'Hem!  I  see  the  matter  very  clearly,' said  Dwining. 
'Heaven  smiles  on  some  untoward  consequences  —  he! 
he!  he!' 

'No  matter,  the  trap  is  ready;  and  it  is  baited,  too, 
my  friend,  with  what  would  lure  the  boy  from  a  sanc- 
tuary, though  a  troop  with  drawn  weapons  waited  him 
in  the  churchyard.  Yet  is  it  scarce  necessary.  His  own 
weariness  of  himself  would  have  done  the  job.  Get  thy 
matters  ready  —  thou  goest  with  us.  Write  to  him,  as  I 
cannot,  that  we  come  instantly  to  attend  his  commands, 
and  do  it  clerkly.  He  reads  well,  and  that  he  owes  to  me.' 

'He  will  be  your  valiancie's  debtor  for  more  know- 
ledge before  he  dies  —  he!  he!  he!  But  is  your  bargain 
sure  with  the  Duke  of  Albany?' 

'Enough  to  gratify  my  ambition,  thy  avarice,  and  the 
revenge  of  both.  Aboard  —  aboard,  and  speedily;  let 
Eviot  throw  in  a  few  flasks  of  the  choicest  wine,  and 
some  cold  baked  meats.' 

'But  your  arm,  my  lord,  Sir  John?  Does  it  not  pain 
you?' 

'The  throbbing  of  my  heart  silences  the  pain  of  my 
wound.  It  beats  as  it  would  burst  my  bosom.' 
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*  Heaven  forbid ! '  said  Dwining ;  adding,  in  a  low  voice, 
*It  woxild  be  a  strange  sight  if  it  should.  I  should  like 
to  dissect  it,  save  that  its  stony  case  would  spoil  my  best 
instruments.' 

In  a  few  minutes  they  were  in  the  boat,  while  a  speedy 
messenger  carried  the  note  to  the  Prince. 

Rothsay  was  seated  with  the  Constable,  after  their 
noontide  repast.  He  was  sullen  and  silent;  and  the  earl 
had  just  asked  whether  it  was  his  pleasure  that  the 
table  should  be  cleared,  when  a  note,  delivered  to  the 
Prince,  changed  at  once  his  aspect. 

'As  you  will,'  he  said.  'I  go  to  the  pavilion  in  the 
garden  —  always  with  permission  of  my  Lord  Constable 
—  to  receive  my  late  master  of  the  horse.' 

'My  lord!'  said  Lord  Errol. 

'Ay,  my  lord;  must  I  ask  permission  twice?' 

'No,  surely,  my  lord,'  answered  the  Constable;  'but 
has  your  Royal  Highness  recollected  that  Sir  John 
Ramomy — ' 

'Has  not  the  plague,  I  hope?'  replied  the  Duke  of 
Rothsay.  '  Come,  Errol,  you  would  play  the  surly  turn- 
key, but  it  is  not  in  your  nature;  farewell  for  half  an 
hour.' 

*A  new  foUy!'  said  Errol,  as  the  Prince,  flinging  open 
a  lattice  of  the  ground-parloxir  in  which  they  sat,  stept 
out  into  the  garden  —  'a  new  folly,  to  call  back  that 
villain  to  his  counsels.  But  he  is  infatuated.' 

The  Prince,  in  the  meantime,  looked  back,  and  said 
hastily  — 

'Your  lordship's  good  housekeeping  will  afford  us  a 
flask  or  two  of  wine  and  a  slight  collation  in  the  pavilion? 
I  love  the  al  fresco  of  the  river.' 
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The  Constable  bowed,  and  gave  the  necessary  orders; 
so  that  Sir  John  found  the  materials  of  good  cheer  ready 
displayed,  when,  landing  from  his  barge,  he  entered  the 
pavilion. 

'It  grieves  my  heart  to  see  your  Highness  under  re- 
straint,' said  Ramomy,  with  a  well-executed  appearance 
of  sympathy. 

'That  grief  of  thine  will  grieve  mine,'  said  the  Prince. 
'I  am  sure  here  has  Errol,  and  a  right  true-hearted  lord 
he  is,  so  tired  me  with  grave  looks,  and  something  like 
grave  lessons,  that  he  has  driven  me  back  to  thee,  thou 
reprobate,  from  whom,  as  I  expect  nothing  good,  I  may 
perhaps  obtain  something  entertaining.  Yet,  ere  we  say 
more,  it  was  foul  work,  that  upon  the  Fastem's  Even, 
Ramomy.  I  well  hope  thou  gavest  not  aim  to  it.' 

'  On  my  honour,  my  lord,  a  simple  mistake  of  the  brute 
Bonthron.  I  did  but  hint  to  him  that  a  dry  beating 
would  be  due  to  the  fellow  by  whom  I  had  lost  a  hand; 
and  lo  you,  my  knave  makes  a  double  mistake.  He  takes 
one  man  for  another,  and  instead  of  the  baton  he  uses 
the  axe.' 

'It  is  well  that  it  went  no  further.  Small  matter  for 
the  bonnet-maker;  but  I  had  never  forgiven  you  had  the 
armourer  fallen  —  there  is  not  his  match  in  Britain.  But 
I  hope  they  hanged  the  villain  high  enough?' 

'If  thirty  feet  might  serve,'  replied  Ramorny. 

'Pah!  no  more  of  him,'  said  Rothsay;  'his  wretched 
name  makes  the  good  wine  taste  of  blood.  And  what  are 
the  news  in  Perth,  Ramorny?  How  stands  it  with  the 
bona  robas  and  the  galliards?' 

'Little  galliardise  stirring,  my  lord,'  answered  the 
knight.  'All  eyes  are  turned  to  the  motions  of  the  Black 
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Douglas,  who  comes  with  five  thousand  chosen  men  to 
put  us  all  to  rights,  as  if  he  were  bound  for  another 
Otterburn.  It  is  said  he  is  to  be  lieutenant  again.  It  is 
certain  many  have  declared  for  his  faction.' 

'It  is  time,  then,  my  feet  were  free,'  said  Rothsay, 
'otherwise  I  may  find  a  worse  warder  than  Errol.' 

'Ah,  my  lord!  were  you  once  away  from  this  place, 
you  might  make  as  bold  a  head  as  Douglas.' 

'Ramorny,'  said  the  Prince,  gravely,  'I  have  but  a 
confused  remembrance  of  your  once  having  proposed 
something  horrible  to  me.  Beware  of  such  counsel.  I 
would  be  free  —  I  would  have  my  person  at  my  own 
disposal;  but  I  will  never  levy  arms  against  my  father, 
nor  those  it  pleases  him  to  trust.' 

'It  was  only  for  your  Royal  Highness's  personal  free- 
dom that  I  was  presuming  to  speak,'  answered  Ramorny. 
'Were  I  in  your  Grace's  place,  I  woiild  get  me  into  that 
good  boat  which  hovers  on  the  Tay,  and  drop  quietly 
down  to  Fife,  where  you  have  many  friends,  and  make 
free  to  take  possession  of  Falkland.  It  is  a  royal  castle; 
and  though  the  King  has  bestowed  it  in  gift  on  your 
uncle,  yet  surely,  even  if  the  grant  were  not  subject  to 
challenge,  your  Grace  might  make  free  with  the  re- 
sidence of  so  near  a  relative.' 

'  He  hath  made  free  with  mine,'  said  the  Duke, '  as  the 
stewartry  of  Renfrew  can  tell.  But  stay,  Ramorny  — 
hold;  did  I  not  hear  Errol  say  that  the  Lady  Marjory 
Douglas,  whom  they  call  Duchess  of  Rothsay,  is  at  Falk- 
land? I  would  neither  dwell  with  that  lady  nor  insult 
her  by  dislodging  her.' 

'The  lady  was  there,  my  lord,'  replied  Ramorny;  'but 
I  have  sure  advice  that  she  is  gone  to  meet  her  father.' 
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'Ha!  to  animate  the  Douglas  against  me?  or  perhaps 
to  beg  him  to  spare  me,  providing  I  come  on  my  knees 
to  her  bed,  as  pilgrims  say  the  emirs  and  amirals  upon 
whom  a  Saracen  soldan  bestows  a  daughter  in  marriage 
are  bound  to  do?  Ramorny,  I  will  act  by  the  Douglas's 
own  saying,  "It  is  better  to  hear  the  lark  sing  than  the 
mouse  squeak."  ^  I  will  keep  both  foot  and  hand  from 
fetters.' 

'No  place  fitter  than  Falkland,'  replied  Ramorny.  'I 
have  enough  of  good  yeomen  to  keep  the  place;  and 
should  your  Highness  wish  to  leave  it,  a  brief  ride 
reaches  the  sea  in  three  directions.' 

'You  speak  well.  But  we  shaU  die  of  gloom  yonder. 
Neither  mirth,  music,  nor  maidens  —  ha!'  said  the 
heedless  Prince. 

'Pardon  me,  noble  Duke;  but,  though  the  Lady  Mar- 
jory Douglas  be  departed,  like  an  errant  dame  in  ro- 
mance, to  implore  succour  of  her  doughty  sire,  there  is,  I 
may  say,  a  lovelier,  I  am  sure  a  younger,  maiden,  either 
presently  at  Falkland  or  who  will  soon  be  on  the  road 
thither.  Your  Highness  has  not  forgotten  the  Fair  Maid 
of  Perth?' 

'Forget  the  prettiest  wench  in  Scotland!  No  —  any 
more  than  thou  hast  forgotten  the  hand  that  thou 
hadst  in  the  Curfew  Street  onslaught  on  St.  Valen- 
tine's Eve.' 

'The  hand  that  I  had  I  Your  Highness  would  say,  the 
hand  that  I  lost.  As  certain  as  I  shall  never  regain  it, 
Catharine  Glover  is,  or  will  soon  be,  at  Falkland.  I  will 
not  flatter  your  Highness  by  saying  she  expects  to  meet 

*  Implying,  that  it  was  better  to  keep  the  forest  than  shut  themselves 
up  in  fortified  places. 
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you;  in  truth,  she  proposes  to  place  herself  under  the 
protection  of  the  Lady  Marjory.' 

'The  little  traitress,'  said  the  Prince  —  'she  too  to 
turn  against  me?  She  deserves  punishment,  Ramomy.' 

'I  trust  your  Grace  will  make  her  penance  a  gentle 
one,'  replied  the  knight. 

'Faith,  I  woidd  have  been  her  father  confessor  long 
ago,  but  I  have  ever  found  her  coy.' 

'  Opportxmity  was  lacking,  my  lord,'  replied  Ramorny ; 
'and  time  presses  even  now.' 

'Nay,  I  am  but  too  apt  for  a  frolic;  but  my  father  — ' 

'He  is  personally  safe,'  said  Ramomy,  'and  as  much 
at  freedom  as  ever  he  can  be;  while  your  Highness  — ' 

'Must  brook  fetters,  conjugal  or  literal  —  I  know  it. 
Yonder  comes  Douglas,  with  his  daughter  in  his  hand, 
as  haughty  and  as  harsh-featured  as  himself,  bating 
touches  of  age.' 

'And  at  Falkland  sits  in  solitude  the  fairest  wench  in 
Scotland,'  saidRamomy.  'Here  is  penance  and  restraint; 
yonder  is  joy  and  freedom.' 

'Thou  hast  prevailed,  most  sage  counsellor,'  replied 
Rothsay;  'but  mark  you,  it  shall  be  the  last  of  my 
frolics.' 

'I  trust  so,'  replied  Ramomy;  'for,  when  at  liberty, 
you  may  make  a  good  accommodation  with  your  royal 
father.' 

'I  will  write  to  him,  Ramomy.  Get  the  writing-ma- 
terials. No,  I  cannot  put  my  thoughts  in  words  —  d6 
thou  write.' 

'Your  Royal  Highness  forgets,'  said  Ramomy,  point- 
ing to  his  mutilated  arm. 

'Ah!  that  cursed  hand  of  yours.  What  can  we  do?' 
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'So  please  your  Highness,'  answered  his  counsellor,  'if 
you  would  use  the  hand  of  the  mediciner,  Dwining  —  he 
writes  like  a  clerk.' 

'Hath  he  a  hint  of  the  circumstances?  Is  he  possessed 
of  them?' 

'Fully,'  said  Ramomy;  and,  stepping  to  the  window, 
he  called  Dwining  from  the  boat. 

He  entered  the  presence  of  the  Prince  of  Scotland, 
creeping  as  if  he  trode  upon  eggs,  with  downcast  eyes, 
and  a  frame  that  seemed  shrunk  up  by  a  sense  of  awe 
produced  by  the  occasion. 

'  There,  fellow,  are  writing-materials.  I  will  make  trial 
of  you;  thou  know'st  the  case  —  place  my  conduct  to  my 
father  in  a  fair  light.' 

Dwining  sat  down,  and  in  a  few  minutes  wrote  a  letter, 
which  he  handed  to  Sir  John  Ramomy. 

'Why,  the  devil  has  aided  thee,  Dwining,'  said  the 
knight.  'Listen,  my  dear  lord.  "Respected  father  and 
liege  sovereign  —  Kjiow  that  important  considerations 
induce  me  to  take  my  departure  from  this  your  court, 
purposing  to  make  my  abode  at  Falkland,  both  as  the 
seat  of  my  dearest  uncle  Albany,  with  whom  I  know 
your  Majesty  would  desire  me  to  use  all  famiKarity,  and 
as  the  residence  of  one  from  whom  I  have  been  too  long 
estranged,  and  with  whom  I  haste  to  exchange  vows  of 
the  closest  affection  from  henceforward." ' 

The  Duke  of  Rothsay  and  Ramomy  laughed  aloud; 
and  the  physician,  who  had  listened  to  his  own  scroll  as 
if  it  were  a  sentence  of  death,  encouraged  by  their 
applause,  raised  his  eyes,  uttered  faintly  his  chuckling 
note  of  'He!  he!'  and  was  again  grave  and  silent,  as  if 
afraid  he  had  transgressed  the  bounds  of  reverent  respect. 
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'Admirable!'  said  the  Prince  —  'admirable!  The  old 
man  will  apply  all  this  to  the  Duchess,  as  they  call  her, 
of  Rothsay.  Dwining,  thou  shouldst  be  a  secretis  to  his 
Holiness  the  Pope,  who  sometimes,  it  is  said,  wants  a 
scribe  that  can  make  one  word  record  two  meanings.  I 
will  subscribe  it,  and  have  the  praise  of  the  device.' 

'And  now,  my  lord,'  said  Ramomy,  sealing  the  letter 
and  leaving  it  behind,  'will  you  not  to  boat?' 

'Not  till  my  chamberlain  attends  with  some  clothes 
and  necessaries,  and  you  may  call  my  sewer  also.' 

'My  lord,'  said  Ramorny,  'time  presses,  and  prepara- 
tion will  but  excite  suspicion.  Your  oflBlcers  will  follow 
with  the  mails  to-morrow.  For  to-night,  I  trust  my  poor 
service  may  suffice  to  wait  on  you  at  table  and  chamber.' 

'Nay,  this  time  it  is  thou  who  forgets,'  said  the  Prince, 
touching  the  wounded  arm  with  his  walking-rod.  'Recol- 
lect, man,  thou  canst  neither  carve  a  capon  nor  tie  a 
point  —  a  goodly  sewer  or  valet  of  the  mouth!' 

Ramorny  grinned  with  rage  and  pain;  for  his  wound, 
though  in  a  way  of  healing,  was  still  highly  sensitive,  and 
even  the  pointing  a  finger  towards  it  made  him  tremble. 

'Will  your  Highness  now  be  pleased  to  take  boat?' 

'Not  till  I  take  leave  of  the  Lord  Constable.  Rothsay 
must  not  slip  away,  like  a  thief  from  a  prison,  from  the 
house  of  Errol.  Simunon  him  hither.' 

'My Lord  Duke,'  said  Ramorny, '  it  maybe  dangerous 
to  our  plan.' 

'To  the  devil  with  danger,  thy  plan,  and  thyself!  I 
must  and  will  act  to  Errol  as  becomes  us  both.' 

The  earl  entered,  agreeable  to  the  Prince's  summons. 

'I  gave  you  this  trouble,  my  lord,'  said  Rothsay,  with 
the  dignified  courtesy  which  he  knew  so  well  how  to 
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assume, '  to  thank  you  for  your  hospitality  and  your  good 
company.  I  can  enjoy  them  no  longer,  as  pressing  afifairs 
call  me  to  Falkland.' 

'  My  lord,'  said  the  Lord  High  Constable,  'I  trust  your 
Grace  remembers  that  you  are  under  ward.' 

'How!  —  under  ward?  If  I  am  a  prisoner,  speak 
plainly;  if  not,  I  wiU  take  my  freedom  to  depart.' 

'I  would,  my  lord,  your  Highness  would  request  his 
Majesty's  permission  for  this  journey.  There  will  be 
much  displeasure.' 

'Mean  you  displeasure  against  yourself,  my  lord,  or 
against  me? ' 

'I  have  already  said  your  Highness  lies  in  ward  here; 
but  if  you  determine  to  break  it,  I  have  no  warrant  — 
God  forbid  —  to  put  force  on  your  inclinations.  I  can 
but  entreat  your  Highness,  for  your  own  sake  — ' 

'Of  my  own  interests  I  am  the  best  judge.  Good 
evening  to  you,  my  lord.' 

The  wilful  Prince  stepped  into  the  boat  with  Dwining 
and  Ramorny,  and,  waiting  for  no  other  attendance, 
Eviot  pushed  off  the  vessel,  which  descended  the  Tay 
rapidly  by  the  assistance  of  sail  and  oar  and  of  the  ebb- 
tide. 

For  some  space  the  Duke  of  Rothsay  appeared  silent 
and  moody,  nor  did  his  companions  interrupt  his  reflec- 
tions. He  raised  his  head  at  length  and  said,  'My  father 
loves  a  jest,  and  when  all  is  over  he  will  take  this  frolic 
at  no  more  serious  rate  than  it  deserves  —  a  fit  of  youth, 
with  which  he  will  deal  as  he  has  with  others.  Yonder, 
my  masters,  shows  the  old  hold  of  Kinfauns,  frowning 
above  the  Tay.  Now,  tell  me,  John  Ramorny,  how  thou 
hast  dealt  to  get  the  Fair  Maid  of  Perth  out  of  the  hands 
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of  yonder  bull-headed  provost;  for  Errol  told  me  it  was 
rumoured  that  she  was  under  his  protection.' 

'Truly  she  was,  my  lord,  with  the  purpose  of  being 
transferred  to  the  patronage  of  the  Duchess  —  I  mean 
of  the  Lady  Marjory  of  Douglas.  Now,  this  beetle- 
headed  provost,  who  is  after  all  but  a  piece  of  blundering 
valiancy,  has,  like  most  such,  a  retainer  of  some  slyness 
and  cunning,  whom  he  uses  in  all  his  dealings,  and  whose 
suggestions  he  generally  considers  as  his  own  ideas. 
Whenever  I  would  possess  myself  of  a  landward  baron,  I 
address  myself  to  such  a  confidant,  who,  in  the  present 
case,  is  called  Kitt  Henshaw,  an  old  skipper  upon  the  Tay, 
and  who,  having  in  his  time  sailed  as  far  as  Campvere, 
holds  with  Sir  Patrick  Charteris  the  respect  due  to  one 
who  has  seen  foreign  countries.  This  his  agent  I  have 
made  my  own,  and  by  his  means  have  insinuated  various 
apologies  in  order  to  postpone  the  departure  of  Catharine 
for  Falkland.' 

'But  to  what  good  purpose?' 

'I  know  not  if  it  is  wise  to  tell  your  Highness,  lest  you 
should  disapprove  of  my  views.  I  meant  the  officers  of 
the  Commission  for  inquiry  into  heretical  opinions 
should  have  found  the  Fair  Maid  at  Kinfauns,  for  our 
beauty  is  a  peevish,  self -willed  swerver  from  the  church; 
and  certes,  I  designed  that  the  knight  should  have  come 
in  for  his  share  of  the  fines  and  confiscations  that  were 
about  to  be  inflicted.  The  monks  were  eager  enough  to 
be  at  him,  seeing  he  hath  had  frequent  disputes  with 
them  about  the  salmon-tithe.' 

'  But  wherefore  wouldst  thou  have  ruined  the  knight's 
fortunes,  and  brought  the  beautiful  young  woman  to  the 
stake,  perchance?' 
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'Pshaw,  my  Lord  Duke!  monks  never  burn  pretty 
maidens.  An  old  woman  might  have  been  in  some  dan- 
ger; and  as  for  my  Lord  Provost,  as  they  call  him,  if  they 
had  clipped  off  some  of  his  fat  acres,  it  would  have  been 
some  atonement  for  the  needless  brave  he  put  on  me  in 
St.  John's  church.' 

'Methinks,  John,  it  was  but  a  base  revenge,'  said 
Rothsay. 

'Rest  ye  contented,  my  lord.  He  that  cannot  right 
himself  by  the  hand  must  use  his  head.  Well,  that 
chance  was  over  by  the  tender-hearted  Douglas's  declar- 
ing in  favour  of  tender  conscience;  and  then,  my  lord, 
old  Henshaw  found  no  further  objections  to  carrying  the 
Fair  Maid  of  Perth  to  Falkland,  not  to  share  the  dulness 
of  the  Lady  Marjory's  society,  as  Sir  Patrick  Charteris 
and  she  herself  doth  opine,  but  to  keep  your  High- 
ness from  tiring  when  we  return  from  himting  in  the 
park.' 

There  was  again  a  long  pause,  in  which  the  Prince 
seemed  to  muse  deeply.  At  length  he  spoke.  *  Ramomy, 
I  have  a  scruple  in  this  matter;  but  if  I  name  it  to  thee, 
the  devil  of  sophistry,  with  which  thou  art  possessed,  will 
argue  it  out  of  me,  as  it  has  done  many  others.  This  girl 
is  the  most  beautiful,  one  excepted,  whom  I  ever  saw  or 
knew;  and  I  like  her  the  more  that  she  bears  some  fea- 
tures of  —  Elizabeth  of  Dunbar.  But  she,  I  mean  Cath- 
arine Glover,  is  contracted,  and  presently  to  be  wedded, 
to  Henry  the  armourer,  a  craftsman  unequalled  for  skill, 
and  a  man-at-arms  yet  unmatched  in  the  barrace.  To 
follow  out  this  intrigue  would  do  a  good  fellow  too  much 
wrong.' 

'Your  Highness  will  not  expect  me  to  be  very  solicit- 
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ous  of  Henry  Smith's  interest,'  said  Ramomy,  looking 
at  his  wounded  arm. 

'By  St.  Andrew  with  his  shored  cross,  this  disaster  of 
thine  is  too  much  harped  upon,  John  Ramorny!  Others 
are  content  with  putting  a  finger  into  every  man's  pie, 
but  thou  must  thrust  in  thy  whole  gory  hand.  It  is  done, 
and  cannot  be  undone;  let  it  be  forgotten.' 

'Nay,  my  lord,  you  allude  to  it  more  frequently  than 
I,'  answered  the  knight  —  'in  derision,  it  is  true;  while  I 
—  but  I  can  be  silent  on  the  subject  if  I  cannot  forget  it.' 

'Well,  then,  I  tell  thee  that  I  have  scruple  about  this 
intrigue.  Dost  thou  remember,  when  we  went  in  a  frolic 
to  hear  Father  Clement  preach,  or  rather  to  see  this  fair 
heretic,  that  he  spoke  as  touchingly  as  a  minstrel  about 
the  rich  man  taking  away  the  poor  man's  only  ewe 
lamb?' 

'A  great  matter,  indeed,'  answered  Sir  John, '  that  this 
churl's  wife's  eldest  sonshotdd  be  fathered  by  the  Prince 
of  Scotland!  How  many  earls  would  covet  the  like  fate 
for  their  fair  countesses?  and  how  many  that  have  had 
such  good  luck  sleep  not  a  grain  the  worse  for  it? ' 

'And  if  I  might  presume  to  speak,'  said  the  mediciner, 
'the  ancient  laws  of  Scotland  assigned  such  a  privilege 
to  every  feudal  lord  over  his  female  vassals,  though  lack 
of  spirit  and  love  of  money  hath  made  many  exchange  it 
for  gold.' 

'I  require  no  argument  to  urge  me  to  be  kind  to  a 
pretty  woman;  but  this  Catharine  has  been  ever  cold  to 
me,'  said  the  Prince. 

'Nay,  my  lord,'  said  Ramomy,  'if,  young,  handsome, 
and  a  prince,  you  know  not  how  to  make  yourself  accept- 
able to  a  fine  woman,  it  is  not  for  me  to  say  more.' 
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'And  if  it  were  not  far  too  great  audacity  in  me  to 
speak  again,  I  would  say,'  quoth  the  leech,  'that  all 
Perth  knows  that  the  Gow  Chrom  never  was  the  maid- 
en's choice,  but  fairly  forced  upon  her  by  her  father. 
I  know  for  certain  that  she  refused  him  repeatedly.' 

'Nay,  if  thou  canst  assure  us  of  that,  the.case  is  much 
altered,'  said  Rothsay.  'Vulcan  was  a  smith  as  well  as 
Harry  Wynd;  he  would  needs  wed  Venus,  and  our 
chronicles  tell  us  what  came  of  it.' 

'Then  long  may  Lady  Venus  live  and  be  worshipped,' 
said  Sir  John  Ramomy,  'and  success  to  the  gallant 
knight  Mars  who  goes  a-wooing  to  her  goddess-ship ! ' 

The  discourse  took  a  gay  and  idle  turn  for  a  few  min- 
utes; but  the  Duke  of  Rothsay  soon  dropped  it.  '  I  have 
left,'  he  said,  'yonder  air  of  the  prison-house  behind  me, 
and  yet  my  spirits  scarce  revive.  I  feel  that  drowsy,  not 
unpleasing,  yet  melancholy,  mood  that  comes  over  us 
when  exhausted  by  exercise  or  satiated  with  pleasure. 
Some  music  now,  stealing  on  the  ear,  yet  not  loud  enough 
to  make  us  lift  the  eye,  were  a  treat  for  the  gods.' 

'Your  Grace  has  but  to  speak  your  wishes,  and  the 
nymphs  of  the  Tay  are  as  favourable  as  the  fair  ones 
upon  the  shore.  Hark!  it  is  a  lute.' 

'A  lute!'  said  the  D\ike  of  Rothsay,  listening;  'it  is, 
and  rarely  touched.  I  should  remember  that  djdng  fall. 
Steer  towards  the  boat  from  whence  the  music  comes.' 

'It  is  old  Henshaw,'  said  Ramorny,  'working  up  the 
stream.  How,  skipper!' 

The  boatmen  answered  the  hail,  and  drew  up  along- 
side of  the  Prince's  barge. 

'Oh,  ho!  my  old  friend!'  said  the  Prince,  recognising 
the  figure  as  well  as  the  appointments  of  the  French  glee- 
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woman,  Louise.  '  I  think  I  owe  thee  something  for  being 
the  means  of  thy  having  a  fright,  at  least,  upon  St.  Val- 
entine's Day.  Into  this  boat  with  thee,  lute,  puppy  dog, 
scrip  and  all;  I  wiU  prefer  thee  to  a  lady's  service  who 
shall  feed  thy  very  cur  on  capons  and  canary.' 

'  I  trust  your  Highness  will  consider — '  said  Ramorny. 

'I  will  consider  nothing  but  my  pleasure,  John.  Pray, 
do  thou  be  so  complying  as  to  consider  it  also.' 

'Is  it  indeed  to  a  lady's  service  you  would  promote 
me? '  said  the  glee-maiden.  '  And  where  does  she  dwell? ' 

'At  Falkland,'  answered  the  Prince. 

'Oh,  I  have  heard  of  that  great  lady!'  said  Louise; 
'  and  will  you  indeed  prefer  me  to  your  right  royal  con- 
sort's service?' 

'I  will,  by  my  honour  —  whenever  I  receive  her  as 
such.  Mark  that  reservation,  John,'  said  he  aside  to 
Ramorny. 

The  persons  who  were  in  the  boat  caught  up  the  tid- 
ings, and,  concluding  a  reconciliation  was  about  to  take 
place  betwixt  the  royal  couple,  exhorted  Louise  to  profit 
by  her  good  fortune,  and  add  herself  to  the  Duchess  of 
Rothsay's  train.  Several  offered  her  some  acknowledg- 
ment for  the  exercise  of  her  talents. 

During  this  moment  of  delay,  Ramorny  whispered  to 
Dwining,  'Make  in,  knave,  with  some  objection.  This 
addition  is  one  too  many.  Rouse  thy  wits,  while  I  speak 
a  word  with  Henshaw.' 

'If  I  might  presume  to  speak,'  said  Dwining,  'as  one 
who  have  made  my  studies  both  in  Spain  and  Arabia,  I 
would  say,  my  lord,  that  the  sickness  has  appeared  in 
Edinburgh,  and  that  there  may  be  risk  in  admitting  this 
yoxmg  wanderer  into  your  Highness's  vicinity.' 
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'Ah!  and  what  is  it  to  thee,'  said  Rothsay,  'whether  I 
choose  to  be  poisoned  by  the  pestilence  or  the  'pothe- 
cary?  Must  thou,  too,  needs  thwart  my  humour?' 

While  the  Prince  thus  silenced  the  remonstrances  of 
Dwining,  Sir  John  Ramomy  had  snatched  a  moment  to 
learn  from  Henshaw  that  the  removal  of  the  Duchess  of 
Rothsay  from  Falkland  was  still  kept  profoundly  secret, 
and  that  Catharine  Glover  would  arrive  there  that 
evening  or  the  next  morning,  in  expectation  of  being 
taken  under  the  noble  lady's  protection. 

The  Duke  of  Rothsay,  deeply  plimged  in  thought, 
received  this  intimation  so  coldly,  that  Ramomy  took 
the  liberty  of  remonstrating.  'This,  my  lord,'  he  said, 
'is  plajdng  the  spoiled  child  of  fortime.  You  wish  for 
liberty;  it  comes.  You  wish  for  beauty;  it  awaits  you, 
with  just  so  much  delay  as  to  render  the  boon  more 
precious.  Even  your  slightest  desires  seem  a  law  to  the 
Fates;  for  you  desire  music  when  it  seems  most  distant, 
and  the  lute  and  song  are  at  your  hand.  These  things, 
so  sent,  should  be  enjoyed,  else  we  are  but  like  petted 
children,  who  break  and  throw  from  them  the  toys 
they  have  wept  themselves  sick  for.' 

'To  enjoy  pleasure,  Ramorny,'  said  the  Prince,  'a 
man  should  have  suffered  pain,  as  it  requires  fasting  to 
gain  a  good  appetite.  We,  who  can  have  all  for  a  wish, 
little  enjoy  that  all  when  we  have  possessed  it.  Seest 
thou  yonder  thick  cloud,  which  is  about  to  burst  to  rain? 
It  seems  to  stifle  me  —  the  waters  look  dark  and  lurid  — 
the  shores  have  lost  their  beautiful  form  — ' 

'My  lord,  forgive  your  servant,'  said  Ramomy.  'You 
indulge  a  powerful  imagination,  as  an  unskilful  horse- 
man permits  a  fiery  steed  to  rear  until  he  falls  back  on 
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his  master  and  crushes  him.  I  pray  you  shake  off  this 
lethargy.  Shall  the  glee-maiden  make  some  music?' 

'Let  her;  but  it  must  be  melancholy:  all  mirth  would 
at  this  moment  jar  on  my  ear.' 

The  maiden  sung  a  melancholy  dirge  in  Norman- 
French;  the  words,  of  which  the  following  is  an  imita- 
tion, were  united  to  a  tune  as  doleful  as  they  are  them- 
selves:— 

Yes,  thou  mayst  sigh. 

And  look  once  more  at  all  around. 

At  stream  and  bank,  and  sky  and  groimd. 

Thy  life  its  final  course  has  found. 

And  thou  must  die. 

Yes,  lay  thee  down, 
And  while  thy  straggling  pulses  flutter. 
Bid  the  grey  monk  his  soul-mass  mutter. 
And  the  deep  bell  its  death-tone  utter  — 
Thy  life  is  gone. 

Be  not  afraid. 

'T  is  but  a  pang,  and  th'en  a  thrill, 
A  fever  fit,  and  then  a  chill. 
And  then  an  end  of  human  iU, 
For  thou  art  dead. 

The  Prince  made  no  observation  on  the  music;  and 
the  maiden,  at  Ramorny's  beck,  went  on  from  time  to 
time  with  her  minstrel  craft,  until  the  evening  sunk 
down  into  rain,  first  soft  and  gentle,  at  length  in  great 
quantities,  and  accompanied  by  a  cold  wind.  There  was 
neither  cloak  nor  covering  for  the  Prince,  and  he  sullenly 
rejected  that  which  Ramomy  offered. 

'It  is  not  for  Rothsay  to  wear  your  cast  garments.  Sir 
John;  this  melted  snow,  which  I  feel  pierce  me  to  the 
very  marrow,  I  am  now  encotmtering  by  your  fault.  Why 
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did  you  presume  to  put  off  the  boat  without  my  serv- 
ants and  apparel? ' 

Ramorny  did  not  attempt  an  exculpation;  for  he  knew 
the  Prince  was  in  one  of  those  humours,  when  to  enlarge 
upon  a  grievance  was  more  pleasing  to  him  than  to  have 
his  mouth  stopped  by  any  reasonable  apology.  In  sullen 
silence,  or  amid  unsuppressed  chiding,  the  boat  arrived 
at  the  fishing  village  of  Newburgh.  The  party  landed, 
and  found  horses  in  readiness,  which,  indeed,  Ramorny 
had  long  since  provided  for  the  occasion.  Their  quaHty 
underwent  the  Prince's  bitter  sarcasm,  expressed  to 
Ramorny  sometimes  by  direct  words,  of  tener  by  bitter 
gibes.  At  length  they  were  mounted,  and  rode  on 
through  the  closing  night  and  the  f  alhng  rain,  the  Prince 
leading  the  way  with  reckless  haste.  The  glee-maiden, 
mounted  by  his  express  order,  attended  them;  and  well 
for  her  that,  accustomed  to  severe  weather,  and  exercise 
both  on  foot  and  horseback,  she  supported  as  firmly  as 
the  men  the  fatigues  of  the  nocturnal  ride.  Ramorny 
was  compelled  to  keep  at  the  Prince's  rein,  being  under 
no  small  anxiety  lest,  in  his  wayward  fit,  he  might  ride 
off  from  him  entirely,  and,  taking  refuge  in  the  house  of 
some  loyal  baron,  escape  the  snare  which  was  spread  for 
him.  He  therefore  suffered  inexpressibly  during  the  ride, 
both  in  mind  and  in  body. 

At  length  the  forest  of  Falkland  received  them,  and  a 
glimpse  of  the  moon  showed  the  dark  and  huge  tower, 
an  appendage  of  royalty  itself,  though  granted  for  a 
season  to  the  Duke  of  Albany.  On  a  signal  given  the 
drawbridge  fell.  Torches  glared  in  the  courtyard,  menials 
attended,  and  the  Prince,  assisted  from  horseback,  was 
ushered  into  an  apartment,  where  Ramorny  waited  on 
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him,  together  with  Dwining,  and  entreated  him  to  take 
the  leech's  advice.  The  Duke  of  Rothsay  repulsed  the 
proposal,  haughtily  ordered  his  bed  to  be  prepared,  and 
having  stood  for  some  time  shivering  in  his  dank 
garments  beside  a  large  blazing  fire,  he  retired  to  his 
apartment  without  taking  leave  of  any  one. 

'You  see  the  peevish  hxmiour  of  this  childish  boy, 
now,'  said  Ramorny  to  Dwining;  'can  you  wonder  that 
a  servant  who  has  done  so  much  for  him  as  I  have 
should  be  tired  of  such  a  master?' 

'No,  truly,'  said  Dwining,  'that  and  the  promised 
earldom  of  Lindores  would  shake  any  man's  fidelity. 
But  shall  we  commence  with  him  this  evening?  He 
has,  if  eye  and  cheek  speak  true,  the  foundation  of  a 
fever  within  him,  which  will  make  our  work  easy, 
while  it  will  seem  the  effect  of  nature.' 

'It  is  an  opportunity  lost,'  said  Ramorny;  'but  we 
must  delay  our  blow  tiU  he  has  seen  this  beauty,  Catha- 
rine Glover.  She  may  be  hereafter  a  witness  that  she 
saw  him  in  good  health,  and  master  of  his  own  motions, 
a  brief  space  before  —  you  understand  me?' 

Dwining  nodded  assent,  and  added  — 

'There  is  no  time  lost;  for  there  is  httle  difficulty  in 
blighting  a  flower  exhausted  from  haAnbg  been  made  to 
bloom  too  soon.' 


CHAPTER  XXXI 

Ah  me  I  in  sooth  he  was  a  shameless  wight, 

Sore  given  to  revel  and  ungodly  glee: 

Few  earthly  things  found  favour  in  hia  sight, 

Save  concubines  and  camal  companie, 

And  flaunting  wassaileis  of  high  and  low  degree. 

BxsoN. 

With  the  next  morning  the  humour  of  the  Duke  of 
Rothsay  was  changed.  He  complained,  indeed,  of  pain 
and  fever,  but  they  rather  seemed  to  stimulate  than  to 
overwhelm  him.  He  was  familiar  with  Ramorny,  and 
though  he  said  nothing  on  the  subject  of  the  preceding 
night,  it  was  plain  he  remembered  what  he  desired  to 
obliterate  from  the  memory  of  his  followers  —  the  ill- 
humour  he  had  then  displayed.  He  was  civil  to  every 
one,  and  jested  with  Ramorny  on  the  subject  of  Catha- 
rine's arrival. 

'How  surprised  will  the  pretty  prude  be  at  seeing  her- 
self in  a  family  of  men,  when  she  expects  to  be  admitted 
amongst  the  hoods  and  pinners  of  Dame  Marjory's 
waiting-women!  Thou  hast  not  many  of  the  tender  sex 
in  thy  household,  I  take  it,  Ramorny? ' 

'Faith,  none  except  the  minstrel  wench,  but  a  house- 
hold drudge  or  two  whom  we  may  not  dispense  with.  By 
the  way,  she  is  anxiously  inquiring  after  the  mistress 
your  Highness  promised  to  prefer  her  to.  Shall  I  dis- 
miss her,  to  hunt  for  her  new  mistress  at  leisure? ' 

'By  no  means,  she  will  serve  to  amuse  Catharine. 
And,  hark  you,  were  it  not  well  to  receive  that  coy  jillet 
with  something  of  a  mumming?' 
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'How  mean  you,  my  lord?' 

'Thou  art  dull,  man.  We  will  not  disappoint  her,  since 
she  expects  to  find  the  Duchess  of  Rothsay:  I  will  be 
Duke  and  Duchess  in  my  own  person.' 

'  Still  I  do  not  comprehend.' 

'No  one  so  dull  as  a  wit,'  said  the  Prince,  'when  he 
does  not  hit  off  the  scent  at  once.  My  Duchess,  as  they 
call  her,  has  been  in  as  great  a  hurry  to  run  away  from 
Falkland  as  I  to  come  hither.  We  have  both  left  our 
apparel  behind.  There  is  as  much  female  trumpery  in 
the  wardrobe  adjoining  to  my  sleeping-room  as  would 
equip  a  whole  carnival.  Look  you,  I  will  play  Dame 
Marjory,  disposed  on  this  day-bed  here  with  a  mourning 
veil  and  a  wreath  of  willow,  to  show  my  forsaken  plight; 
thou,  John,  wilt  look  starch  and  stiff  enough  for  her  Gal- 
wegian  maid  of  honour,  the  Countess  Hermigild;  and 
Dwining  shall  present  the  old  Hecate,  her  nurse  —  only 
she  hath  more  beard  on  her  upper  lip  than  Dwining  on 
his  whole  face,  and  sktill  to  boot.  He  should  have  the 
commodity  of  a  beard  to  set  her  forth  conformably.  Get 
thy  kitchen  drudges,  and  what  passable  pages  thou  hast 
with  thee,  to  make  my  women  of  the  bedroom.  Hearest 
thou?  about  it  instantly.' 

Ramorny  hasted  into  the  ante-room,  and  told  Dwin- 
ing the  Prince's  device. 

'Do  thou  look  to  humour  the  fool,'  he  said;  'I  care  not 
how  little  I  see  him,  knowing  what  is  to  be  done.' 

'Trust  all  to  me,'  said  the  physician,  shrugging  his 
shoulders.  '  What  sort  of  a  butcher  is  he  that  can  cut  the 
lamb's  throat,  yet  is  afraid  to  hear  it  bleat?' 

'Tush,  fear  not  my  constancy:  I  cannot  forget  that  he 
would  have  cast  me  into  the  cloister  with  as  httle  regard 
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as  if  he  threw  away  the  truncheon  of  a  broken  lance. 
Begone  —  yet  stay;  ere  you  go  to  arrange  this  silly 
pageant,  something  must  be  settled  to  impose  on  the 
thick-witted  Charteris.  He  is  like  enough,  should  he  be 
left  in  the  belief  that  the  Duchess  of  Rothsay  is  still  here, 
and  Catharine  Glover  in  attendance  on  her,  to  come 
down  with  offers  of  service,  and  the  like,  when,  as  I  need 
scarce  tell  thee,  his  presence  would  be  iaconvenient. 
Indeed,  this  is  the  more  likely,  that  some  folks  have  given 
a  warmer  name  to  the  iron-headed  knight's  great  and 
tender  patronage  of  this  damsel.' 

'With  that  hint,  let  me  alone  to  deal  with  him.  I  will 
send  him  such  a  letter,  that  for  this  month  he  shall  hold 
himself  as  ready  for  a  journey  to  hell  as  to  Falkland.  Can 
you  tell  me  the  name  of  the  Duchess's  confessor? ' 

'Waltheof,  a  grey  friar.' 

'Enough  —  then  here  I  start.' 

In  a  few  minutes,  for  he  was  a  clerk  of  rare  celerity, 
Dwining  finished  a  letter,  which  he  placed  in  Ramomy's 
hand. 

'This  is  admirable,  and  would  have  made  thy  for- 
time  with  Rothsay.  I  think  I  should  have  been  too 
jealous  to  trust  thee  in  his  household,  save  that  his 
day  is  closed.' 

'  Read  it  aloud,'  said  Dwining, '  that  we  may  judge  if  it 
goes  trippingly  off.'  And  Ramomy  read  as  follows:  — 
'By  command  of  our  high  and  mighty  Princess  Marjory, 
Duchess  of  Rothsay,  and  so  forth,  we  Waltheof,  un- 
worthy brother  of  the  order  of  St.  Francis,  do  thee,  Sir 
Patrick  Charteris,  knight,  of  Kinfauns,  to  know,  that 
her  Highness  marvels  much  at  the  temerity  with  which 
you  have  sent  to  her  presence  a  woman  of  whose  fame 
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she  can  judge  but  lightly,  seeing  she  hath  made  her 
abode,  without  any  necessity,  for  more  than  a  week  in 
thine  own  castle,  without  company  of  any  other  female, 
saving  menials;  of  which  foul  cohabitation  the  savoiir  is 
gone  up  through  Fife,  Angus,  and  Perthshire.  Neverthe- 
less, her  Highness,  considering  the  case  as  one  of  human 
frailty,  hath  not  caused  this  wanton  one  to  be  scourged 
with  nettles,  or  otherwise  to  dree  penance;  but,  as  two 
good  brethren  of  the  convent  of  Lindores,  the  Fathers 
ThickskuU  and  Dundermore,  have  been  summoned  up  to 
the  Highlands  upon  an  especial  call,  her  Highness  hath 
committed  to  their  care  this  maiden  Catharine,  with 
charge  to  convey  her  to  her  father,  whom  she  states  to  be 
residing  beside  Loch  Tay,  imder  whose  protection  she 
will  find  a  situation  more  fitting  her  qualities  and  habits 
than  the  Castle  of  Falkland,  while  her  Highness  the 
Duchess  of  Rothsay  abides  there.  She  hath  charged  the 
said  reverend  brothers  so  to  deal  with  the  yoimg  woman 
as  may  give  her  a  sense  of  the  sin  of  incontinence,  and 
she  commendeth  thee  to  confession  and  penitence.  — 
Signed,  Waltheof,  by  command  of  an  high  and  mighty 
Princess';  and  so  forth. 

When  he  had  finished,  'Excellent  —  excellent!' 
Ramorny  exclaimed.  'This  unexpected  rebuff  will  drive 
Charteris  mad!  He  hath  been  long  making  a  sort  of 
homage  to  this  lady,  and  to  find  himself  suspected  of 
incontinence,  when  he  was  expecting  the  full  credit  of  a 
charitable  action,  will  altogether  confound  him;  and,  as 
thou  say'st,  it  will  be  long  enough  ere  he  come  hither 
to  look  after  the  damsel  or  do  honour  to  the  dame.  But 
away  to  thy  pageant,  while  I  prepare  that  which  shall 
close  the  pageant  for  ever.' 
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It  was  an  hour  before  noon,  when  Catharine,  escorted 
by  old  Henshaw  and  a  groom  of  the  Knight  of  Kinf  auns, 
arrived  before  the  lordly  tower  of  Falkland.  The  broad 
banner  which  was  displayed  from  it  bore  the  arms  of 
Rothsay,  the  servants  who  appeared  wore  the  colours  of 
the  Prince's  household,  all  confirming  the  general  belief 
that  the  Duchess  still  resided  there.  Catharine's  heart 
throbbed,  for  she  had  heard  that  the  duchess  had  the 
pride  as  well  as  the  high  courage  of  the  house  of  Douglas, 
and  felt  uncertain  touching  the  reception  she  was  to 
experience.  On  entering  the  castle,  she  observed  that 
the  train  was  smaller  than  she  had  expected,  but,  as  the 
Duchess  lived  in  close  retirement,  she  was  little  surprised 
at  this.  In  a  species  of  ante-room  she  was  met  by  a  little 
old  woman,  who  seemed  bent  double  with  age,  and  sup- 
ported herself  upon  an  ebony  staff. 

'Truly,  thou  art  welcome,  fair  daughter,'  said  she, 
saluting  Catharine,  'and,  as  I  may  say,  to  an  afflicted 
house;  and  I  trust  (once  more  saluting  her)  thou  wilt 
be  a  consolation  to  my  precious  and  right  royal  daughter 
the  Duchess.  Sit  thee  down,  my  child,  till  I  see  whether 
my  lady  be  at  leisure  to  receive  thee.  Ah,  my  child,  thou 
art  very  lovely  indeed,  if  Our  Lady  hath  given  to  thee  a 
soul  to  match  with  so  fair  a  body.' 

With  that  the  counterfeit  old  woman  crept  into  the  next 
apartment,  where  she  found  Rothsay  in  the  masquerad- 
ing habit  he  had  prepared,  and  Ramomy,  who  had 
evaded  taking  part  in  the  pageant,  in  his  ordinary 
attire. 

'Thou  art  a  precious  rascal,  sir  doctor,'  said  the  Prince; 
'by  my  honour,  I  think  thou  couldst  find  in  thy  heart  to 
play  out  the  whole  play  thyself,  lover's  part  and  all.' 
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'If  it  were  to  save  your  Highness  trouble,'  said  the 
leech,  with  his  usual  subdued  laugh. 

'No  —  no,'  said  Rothsay,  'I'll  never  need  thy  help, 
man;  and  tell  me  now,  how  look  I,  thus  disposed  on  the 
couch  —  languishing  and  ladylike,  ha?' 

'Something  too  fine-complexioned  and  soft-featured 
for  the  Lady  Marjory  of  Douglas,  if  I  may  presume  to 
say  so,'  said  the  leech. 

'Away,  villain,  and  marshal  in  this  fair  frost-piece  — 
fear  not  she  will  complain  of  my  effeminacy;  and  thou, 
Ramomy,  away  also.' 

As  the  knight  left  the  apartment  by  one  door,  the 
fictitious  old  woman  ushered  in  Catharine  Glover  by 
another.  The  room  had  been  carefully  darkened  to  twi- 
light, so  that  Catharine  saw  the  apparently  female  figure 
stretched  on  the  couch  without  the  least  suspicion. 

'  Is  that  the  maiden? '  asked  Rothsay,  in  a  voice  natur- 
ally sweet,  and  now  carefuUy  modulated  to  a  whispering 
tone.   'Let  her  approach,  Griselda,  and  kiss  our  hand.' 

The  supposed  nurse  led  the  trembling  maiden  forward 
to  the  side  of  the  couch,  and  signed  to  her  to  kneel. 
Catharine  did  so,  and  kissed  with  much  devotion  and 
simplicity  the  gloved  hand  which  the  counterfeit  duchess 
extended  to  her. 

'Be  not  afraid,'  said  the  same  musical  voice;  'in  me 
you  only  see  a  melancholy  example  of  the  vanity  of 
himian  greatness;  happy  those,  my  child,  whose  rank 
places  them  beneath  the  storms  of  state.' 

While  he  spoke,  he  put  his  arms  around  Catharine's 
neck  and  drew  her  towards  him,  as  if  to  salute  her  in 
token  of  welcome.  But  the  kiss  was  bestowed  with  an 
earnestness  which  so  much  overacted  the  part  of  the  fair 
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patroness,  that  Catharine,  concluding  the  Duchess  had 
lost  her  senses,  screamed  aloud. 

'Peace,  fool!  it  is  I  —  David  of  Rothsay.' 

Catharine  looked  around  her;  the  nurse  was  gone,  and 
the  Duke  tearing  oflf  his  veil,  she  saw  herself  in  the  power 
of  a  daring  young  libertine. 

'Now  be  present  with  me.  Heaven!'  she  said;  'and 
Thou  wilt,  if  I  forsake  not  myself.' 

As  this  resolution  darted  through  her  mind,  she  re- 
pressed her  disposition  to  scream,  and,  as  far  as  she 
might,  strove  to  conceal  her  fear. 

'The  jest  hath  been  played,'  she  said,  with  as  much 
firmness  as  she  could  assiune;  'may  I  entreat  that  your 
Highness  wiU  now  imhand  me? '  for  he  still  kept  hold  of 
her  arm. 

'Nay,  my  pretty  captive,  struggle  not  —  why  should 
you  fear?' 

'I  do  not  struggle,  my  lord.  As  you  are  pleased  to 
detain  me,  I  will  not,  by  striving,  provoke  you  to  use  me 
ill,  and  give  pain  to  yourself,  when  you  have  time  to 
think.' 

'Why,  thou  traitress,  thou  hast  held  me  captive  for 
months,'  said  the  Prince,  'and  wilt  thou  not  let  me  hold 
thee  for  a  moment? ' 

'This  were  gallantry,  my  lord,  were  it  in  the  streets  of 
Perth,  where  I  might  listen  or  escape  as  I  listed;  it  is 
tyranny  here.' 

'And  if  I  did  let  thee  go,  whither  wouldst  thou  fly?' 
said  Rothsay.  'The  bridges  are  up,  the  portcullis  down, 
and  the  men  who  follow  me  are  strangely  deaf  to  a  peev- 
ish maiden's  squalls.  Be  kind,  therefore,  and  you  shall 
know  what  it  is  to  oblige  a  prince.' 
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'Unloose  me,  then,  my  lord,  and  hear  me  appeal  from 
thyself  to  thyself,  from  Rothsay  to  the  Prince  of  Scot- 
land. I  am  the  daughter  of  an  himible  but  honest  citizen. 
I  am,  I  may  wellnigh  say,  the  spouse  of  a  brave  and 
honest  man.  If  I  have  given  your  Highness  any  en- 
couragement for  what  you  have  done,  it  has  been  im- 
intentional.  Thus  forewarned,  I  entreat  you  to  forego 
your  power  over  me,  and  suffer  me  to  depart.  Your 
Highness  can  obtain  nothing  from  me,  save  by  means 
equally  imworthy  of  knighthood  or  manhood.' 

'  Youare  bold,  Catharine,'  said  the  Prince,  'butneither 
as  a  knight  nor  a  man  can  I  avoid  accepting  a  defiance. 
I  must  teach  you  the  risk  of  such  challenges.' 

While  he  spoke,  he  attempted  to  throw  his  arms  again 
around  her;  but  she  eluded  his  grasp,  and  proceeded  in 
the  same  tone  of  firm  decision. 

'My  strength,  my  lord,  is  as  great  to  defend  myself  in 
an  honourable  strife  as  yours  can  be  to  assail  me  with  a 
most  dishonourable  purpose.  Do  not  shame  yourself  and 
me  by  putting  it  to  the  combat.  You  may  stun  me  with 
blows,  or  you  may  call  aid  to  overpower  me;  but  other- 
wise you  will  fail  of  your  purpose.' 

'What  a  brute  you  would  make  me!'  said  the  Prince. 
'The  force  I  would  use  is  no  more  than  excuses  women 
in  yielding  to  their  own  weakness.' 

He  sat  down  in  some  emotion. 

'Then  keep  it,'  said  Catharine,  'for  those  women  who 
desire  such  an  excuse.  My  resistance  is  that  of  the  most 
determined  mind  which  love  of  honour  and  fear  of  shame 
ever  inspired.  Alas!  my  lord,  could  you  succeed,  you 
would  but  break  every  bond  between  me  and  life,  be- 
tween yourself  and  honour.   I  have  been  trained  f  raud- 
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ulently  here,  by  what  decoys  I  know  not;  but  were  I  to 
go  dishonoured  hence,  it  would  be  to  denoimce  the  de- 
stroyer of  my  happiness  to  every  quarter  of  Europe.  I 
would  take  the  palmer's  staff  in  my  hand,  and  wherever 
chivalry  is  honoured,  or  the  word  Scotland  has  been 
heard,  I  would  proclaim  the  heir  of  a  hundred  kings,  the 
son  of  the  godly  Robert  Stuart,  the  heir  of  the  heroic 
Bruce,  a  truthless,  faithless  man,  unworthy  of  the  crown 
he  expects  and  of  the  spurs  he  wears.  Every  lady  in  wide 
Europe  would  hold  your  name  too  foxil  for  her  hps;  every 
worthy  knight  would  hold  you  a  baffled,  forsworn  caitiff, 
false  to  the  first  vow  of  arfns,  the  protection  of  woman 
and  the  defence  of  the  feeble.' 

Rothsay  resumed  his  seat,  and  looked  at  her  with  a 
cotmtenance  in  which  resentment  was  mingled  with 
admiration.  'You  forget  to  whom  you  speak,  maiden. 
Know,  the  distinction  I  have  offered  you  is  one  for  which 
hundreds  whose  trains  you  are  born  to  bear  would  feel 
gratitude.' 

'Once  more,  my  lord,'  resumed  Catharine,  'keep  these 
favours  for  those  by  whom  they  are  prized;  or  rather 
reserve  your  time  and  your  health  for  other  and  nobler 
pursuits  —  for  the  defence  of  your  country  and  the  hap- 
piness of  your  subjects.  Alas,  my  lord,  how  willingly 
would  an  exulting  people  receive  you  for  their  chief! 
How  gladly  would  they  close  around  you,  did  you  show 
desire  to  head  them  against  the  oppression  of  the  mighty, 
the  violence  of  the  lawless,  the  seduction  of  the  vicious, 
and  the  tyranny  of  the  hypocrite!' 

The  Diike  of  Rothsay,  whose  virtuous  feehngs  were 
as  easily  excited  as  they  were  evanescent,  was  affected 
by  the  enthusiasm  with  which  she  spoke.  '  Forgive  me  if 
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I  have  alarmed  you,  maiden,'  he  said;  'thou  art  too 
noble-minded  to  be  the  toy  of  passing  pleasure,  for  which 
my  mistake  destined  thee;  and  I,  even  were  thy  birth 
worthy  of  thy  noble  spirit  and  transcendent  beauty, 
have  no  heart  to  give  thee;  for  by  the  homage  of  the 
heart  only  should  such  as  thou  be  wooed.  But  my  hopes 
have  been  blighted,  Catharine:  the  only  woman  I  ever 
loved  has  been  torn  from  me  in  the  very  wantonness  of 
policy,  and  a  wife  imposed  on  me  whom  I  must  ever 
detest,  even  had  she  the  loveliness  and  softness  which 
alone  can  render  a  woman  anaiable  in  my  eyes.  My 
health  is  fading  even  in  early  youth;  and  all  that  is  left 
for  me  is  to  snatch  such  flowers  as  the  short  passage 
from  life  to  the  grave  will  now  present.  Look  at  my 
hectic  cheek;  feel,  if  you  will,  my  intermitting  pulse; 
and  pity  me  and  excuse  me  if  I,  whose  rights  as  a  prince 
and  as  a  man  have  been  trampled  upon  and  usurped, 
feel  occasional  indifference  towards  the  rights  of  others, 
and  indulge  a  selfish  desire  to  gratify  the  wish  of  the 
passing  moment.' 

'Oh,  my  lord!'  exclaimed  Catharine,  with  the  enthu- 
siasm which  belonged  to  her  character  —  '  I  will  call  you 
my  dear  lord,  for  dear  must  the  heir  of  Bruce  be  to  every 
child  of  Scotland  —  let  me  not,  I  pray,  hear  you  speak 
thus !  Your  glorious  ancestor  endured  exile,  persecution, 
the  night  of  famine,  and  the  day  of  unequal  combat,  to 
free  his  country;  do  you  practise  the  like  self-denial 
to  free  yourself.  Tear  yourself  from  those  who  find  their 
own  way  to  greatness  smoothed  by  feeding  your  follies. 
Distrust  yon  dark  Ramomy!  You  know  it  not,  I  am 
sure  —  you  could  not  know;  but  the  wretch  who  could 
uTge  the  daughter  to  courses  of  shame  by  threatening 
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the  life  of  the  aged  father  is  capable  of  all  that  is  vile,  all 
that  is  treacherous!' 

'Did  Ramorny  do  this?'  said  the  Prince. 

'He  did  indeed,  my  lord,  and  he  dares  not  deny  it.' 

'It  shall  be  looked  to,'  answered  the  Duke  of  Roth- 
say.  'I  have  ceased  to  love  him;  but  he  has  suffered 
much  for  my  sake,  and  I  must  see  his  services  honour- 
ably requited.' 

'His  services!  Oh,  my  lord,  if  chronicles  speak  true, 
such  services  brought  Troy  to  ruins  and  gave  the  infidels 
possession  of  Spain.' 

'Hush,  maiden  —  speak  within  compass,  I  pray  you,' 
said  the  Prince,  rising  up;  'our  conference  ends  here.' 

'Yet  one  word,  my  Lord  Duke  of  Rothsay,'  said  Catha- 
rine, with  am'mation,  while  her  beautiful  countenance 
resembled  that  of  an  admonitory  angel.  'I  cannot  tell 
what  impels  me  to  speak  thus  boldly;  but  the  fire  bums 
within  me,  and  will  break  out.  Leave  this  castle  without 
an  hour's  delay;  the  air  is  unwholesome  for  you.  Dismiss 
this  Ramorny  before  the  day  is  ten  minutes  older;  his 
company  is  most  dangerous.' 

'What  reason  have  you  for  sasdng  this?' 

'None  in  especial,'  answered  Catharine,  abashed  at 
her  own  eagerness  —  'none,  perhaps,  excepting  my  fears 
for  your  safety.' 

'To  vague  fears  the  heir  of  Bruce  must  not  listen. 
What,  ho!  who  waits  without?' 

Ramorny  entered,  and  bowed  low  to  the  Duke  and 
to  the  maiden,  whom,  perhaps,  he  considered  as  likely 
to  be  preferred  to  the  post  of  favourite  sultana,  and  there- 
fore entitled  to  a  courteous  obeisance. 

'Ramorny,'  said  the  Prince,  'is  there  in  the  household 
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any  female  of  reputation  who  is  fit  to  wait  on  this  young 
woman  till  we  can  send  her  where  she  may  desire  to 

go?' 

'I  fear,'  replied  Ramomy,  'if  it  displease  not  your 
Highness  to  hear  the  truth,  your  household  is  indiffer- 
ently provided  in  that  way;  and  that,  to  speak  the  very 
verity,  the  glee-maiden  is  the  most  decorous  amongst 
us.' 

'Let  her  wait  upon  this  young  person,  then,  since 
better  may  not  be.  And  take  patience,  maiden,  for  a  few 
hours.' 

Catharine  retired. 

'So,  my  lord,  part  you  so  soon  from  the  Fair  Maid  of 
Perth?  This  is,  indeed,  the  very  wantonness  of  victory.' 

'There  is  neither  victory  nor  defeat  in  the  case,'  re- 
turned the  Prince,  drily.  'The  girl  loves  me  not;  nor  do 
I  love  her  well  enough  to  torment  myself  concerning  her 
scruples.' 

'The  chaste  Malcolm  the  Maiden  revived  in  one  of 
his  descendants!'  said  Ramomy. 

'Favour  me,  sir,  by  a  truce  to  your  wit,  or  by  choosing 
a  different  subject  for  its  career.  It  is  noon,  I  believe, 
and  you  will  oblige  me  by  commanding  them  to  serve 
up  dinner.' 

Ramorny  left  the  room;  but  Rothsay  thought  he  dis- 
covered a  smile  upon  his  countenance,  and  to  be  the  sub- 
ject of  this  man's  satire  gave  him  no  ordinary  degree  of 
pain.  He  summoned,  however,  the  knight  to  his  table, 
and  even  admitted  Dwining  to  the  same  honour.  The 
conversation  was  of  a  lively  and  dissolute  cast,  a  tone 
encouraged  by  the  Prince,  as  if  designing  to  counter- 
balance the  gravity  of  his  morals  in  the  morm'ng,  which 
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Ramorny,  who  was  read  in  old  chronicles,  had  the  bold- 
ness to  liken  to  the  continence  of  Scipio. 

The  banquet,  notwithstanding  the  Duke's  indifferent 
health,  was  protracted  in  idle  wantonness  far  beyond  the 
rules  of  temperance;  and,  whether  owing  simply  to  the 
strength  of  the  wine  which  he  drank,  or  the  weakness  of 
his  constitution,  or,  as  it  is  probable,  because  the  last 
wine  which  he  quaffed  had  been  adulterated  by  Dwin- 
ing,  it  so  happened  that  the  Prince,  towards  the  end  of 
the  repast,  fell  into  a  lethargic  sleep,  from  which  it  seemed 
impossible  to  rouse  him.  Sir  John  Ramorny  and  Dwining 
carried  him  to  his  chamber,  accepting  no  other  assist- 
ance than  that  of  another  person,  whom  we  will  after- 
wards give  name  to. 

Next  morning,  it  was  announced  that  the  Prince  was 
taken  ill  of  an  infectious  disorder;  and,  to  prevent  its 
spreading  through  the  household,  no  one  was  admitted 
to  wait  on  him  save  his  late  master  of  horse,  the  physi- 
cian Dwining,  and  the  domestic  already  mentioned;  one 
of  whom  seemed  always  to  remain  in  the  apartment, 
while  the  others  observed  a  degree  of  precaution  re- 
specting their  intercourse  with  the  rest  of  the  family,  so 
strict  as  to  maintain  the  belief  that  he  was  dangerously 
ill  of  an  infectious  disorder. 


CHAPTER  XXXn 

In  winter's  tedious  nights,  sit  by  the  fire. 
With  good  old  folks,  and  let  them  tell  thee  tales 
Of  woeful  ages,  long  ago  betid: 
And,  ere  thou  bid  good-night,  to  quit  their  griefs 
Tell  thou  the  lamentable  tale  of  me. 

King  Rickard  II,  Act  V,  Scene  I. 

Far  different  had  been  the  fate  of  the  misguided  heir  of 
Scotland  from  that  which  was  publicly  given  out  in  the 
town  of  Falkland.  His  ambitious  uncle  had  determined 
on  his  death,  as  the  means  of  removing  the  first  and 
most  formidable  barrier  betwixt  his  own  family  and  the 
throne.  James,  the  younger  son  of  the  King,  was  a  mere 
boy,  who  might  at  more  leisure  be  easily  set  aside.  Ra- 
morny's  views  of  aggrandisement,  and  the  resentment 
which  he  had  latterly  entertained  against  his  master, 
madje  him  a  willing  agent  in  young  Rothsay's  destruc- 
tion. Dwining's  love  of  gold,  and  his  native  malignity 
of  disposition,  rendered  him  equally  forward.  It  had 
been  resolved,  with  the  most  calculating  cruelty,  that 
all  means  which  might  leave  behind  marks  of  violence 
were  to  be  carefully  avoided,  and  the  extinction  of  life 
suffered  to  take  place  of  itself,  by  privation  of  every 
kind  acting  upon  a  frail  and  impaired  constitution.  The 
Prince  of  Scotland  was  not  to  be  murdered,  as  Ramomy 
had  expressed  himself  on  another  occasion,  he  was  only 
to  cease  to  exist. 

Rothsay's  bedchamber  in  the  Tower  of  Falkland  was 
well  adapted  for  the  execution  of  such  a  horrible  project. 
A  small,  narrow  staircase,  scarce  known  to  exist,  opened 
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from  thence  by  a  trap-door  to  the  subterranean  dungeon 
of  the  castle,  through  a  passage  by  which  the  feudal  lord 
was  wont  to  visit,  in  private  and  in  disguise,  the  inhabit- 
ants of  those  miserable  regions.  By  this  staircase  the 
villains  conveyed  the  insensible  Prince  to  the  lowest 
dungeon  of  the  castle,  so  deep  in  the  bowels  of  the  earth, 
that  no  cries  or  groans,  it  was  supposed,  could  possibly 
be  heard,  while  the  strength  of  its  door  and  fastenings 
must  for  a  long  time  have  defied  force,  even  if  the  en- 
trance could  have  been  discovered.  Bonthron,  who  had 
been  saved  from  the  gallows  for  the  purpose,  was  the 
willing  agent  of  Ramomy's  imparalleled  cruelty  to  his 
misled  and  betrayed  patron. 

This  wretch  revisited  the  dxmgeon  at  the  time  when 
the  Prince's  lethargy  began  to  wear  off,  and  when,  awak- 
ing to  sensation,  he  felt  himself  deadly  cold,  unable  to 
move,  and  oppressed  with  fetters,  which  scarce  per- 
mitted him  to  stir  from  the  dank  straw  on  which  he  was 
laid.  BKs  first  idea  was  that  he  was  in  a  fearful  dream, 
his  next  brought  a  confused  augury  of  the  truth.  He 
called,  shouted,  yelled  at  length  in  frenzy;  but  no  assist- 
ance came,  and  he  was  only  answered  by  the  vaulted  roof 
of  the  dungeon.  The  agent  of  hell  heard  these  agonis- 
ing screams,  and  deliberately  reckoned  them  against  the 
taimts^and  reproaches  with  which  Rothsay  had  expressed 
his  instinctive  aversion  to  him.  When,  exhausted  and 
hopeless,  the  unhappy  youth  remained  silent,  the  savage 
resolved  to  present  himself  before  the  eyes  of  his  prisoner. 
The  locks  were  drawn,  the  chain  fell;  the  Prince  raised 
himself  as  high  as  his  fetters  permitted;  a  red  glare, 
against  which  he  was  fain  to  shut  his  eyes,  streamed 
through  the  vault;  and  when  he  opened  them  again,  it 
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was  on  the  ghastly  form  of  one  whom  he  had  reason 
to  think  dead.  He  sunk  back  in  horror.  'I  am  judged 
and  condemned,'  he  exclaimed,  'and  the  most  abhorred 
fiend  in  the  infernal  regions  is  sent  to  torment  me!' 

'  I  live,  my  lord,'  said Bonthron ; '  and  that  you  may  live 
and  enjoy  life,  be  pleased  to  sit  up  and  eat  your  victuals.' 

'Free  me  from  these  irons,'  said  the  Prince,  'release 
me  from  this  dungeon,  and,  dog  as  thou  art,  thou  shalt 
be  the  richest  man  in  Scotland.' 

'If  you  would  give  me  the  weight  of  your  shackles  in 
gold,'  said  Bonthron,  'I  would  rather  see  the  iron  on 
you  than  have  the  treasure  myself!  But  look  up;  you 
were  wont  to  love  delicate  fare  —  behold  how  I  have 
catered  for  you.'  The  wretch,  with  fiendish  glee,  \m- 
folded  a  piece  of  raw  hide  covering  the  bimdle  which  he 
bore  under  his  arm,  and,  passing  the  light  to  and  fro 
before  it,  showed  the  unhappy  Prince  a  bull's  head  re- 
cently hewn  from  the  trunk,  and  known  in  Scotland  as 
the  certain  signal  of  death.  He  placed  it  at  the  foot  of 
the  bed,  or  rather  lair,  on  which  the  Prince  lay.  'Be 
moderate  in  your  food,'  he  said;  'it  is  Uke  to  be  long  ere 
thou  getst  another  meal.' 

'Tell  me  but  one  thing,  wretch,'  said  the  Prince.  'Does 
Ramorny  know  of  this  practice?' 

'How  else  hadst  thou  been  decoyed  hither?  Poor 
woodcock,  thou  art  snared!'  answered  the  murderer. 

With  these  words,  the  door  shut,  the  bolts  resounded, 
and  the  unhappy  Prince  was  left  to  darkness,  solitude, 
and  misery.  'Oh,  my  father!  —  my  prophetic  father! 
The  staff  I  leaned  on  has  indeed  proved  a  spear!'  We 
wiU  not  dwell  on  the  subsequent  hours,  nay  days,  of 
bodily  agony  and  mental  despair. 
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But  it  was  not  the  pleasure  of  Heaven  that  so  great  a 
crime  should  be  perpetrated  with  impunity. 

Catharine  Glover  and  the  glee-woman,  neglected  by 
the  other  inmates,  who  seemed  to  be  engaged  with  the 
tidings  of  the  Prince's  illness,  were,  however,  refused 
permission  to  leave  the  castle  until  it  should  be  seen  how 
this  alarming  disease  was  to  terminate,  and  whether  it 
was  actually  an  infectious  sickness.  Forced  on  each 
other's  society,  the  two  desolate  women  became  com- 
panions, if  not  friends;  and  the  imion  drew  somewhat 
closer  when  Catharine  discovered  that  this  was  the  same 
female  minstrel  on  whose  account  Henry  Wynd  had 
fallen  under  her  displeasure.  She  now  heard  his  com- 
plete vindication,  and  listened  with  ardour  to  the  praises 
which  Loiuse  heaped  on  her  gallant  protector.  On  the 
other  hand,  the  minstrel,  who  felt  the  superiority  of 
Catharine's  station  and  character,  willingly  dwelt  upon 
a  theme  which  seemed  to  please  her,  and  recorded  her 
gratitude  to  the  stout  smith  in  the  Uttle  song  of  'Bold 
and  True,'  which  was  long  a  favourite  in  Scotland. 

Oh,  bold  and  true, 

In  bonnet  blue, 

That  fear  or  falsehood  never  knew, 

Whose  heart  was  loyal  to  his  word, 

Whose  hand  was  faithful  to  his  sword  — 

Seek  Europe  wide  from  sea  to  sea, 

But  bonny  blue-cap  still  for  mel 

I've  seen  Almain's  proud  champions  prance. 
Have  seen  the  gallant  knights  of  France, 
Unrivall'd  with  the  sword  and  lance, 
,  Have  seen  the  sons  of  England  true, 
Wield  the  brown  bill  and  bend  the  yew. 
Search  France  the  fair,  and  England  free. 
But  bonny  blue-cap  still  for  me! 
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In  short,  though  Louise's  disreputable  occupation  would 
have  been  in  other  circumstances  an  objection  to  Catha- 
rine's voluntarily  frequenting  her  company,  yet,  forced 
together  as  they  now  were,  she  found  her  a  humble  and 
accommodating  companion. 

They  hved  in  this  manner  for  four  or  five  days,  and, 
in  order  to  avoid  as  much  as  possible  the  gaze,  and  per- 
haps the  incivility,  of  the  menials  in  the  offices,  they 
prepared  their  food  in  their  own  apartment.  In  the  ab- 
solutely necessary  intercourse  with  domestics,  Louise, 
more  accustomed  to  expedients,  bolder  by  habit,  and 
desirous  to  please  Catharine,  willingly  took  on  herself 
the  trouble  of  getting  from  the  pantler  the  materials 
of  their  slender  meal,  and  of  arranging  it  with  the  dex- 
terity of  her  country. 

The  glee-woman  had  been  abroad  for  this  purpose 
upon  the  sixth  day,  a  little  before  noon;  and  the  desire 
of  fresh  air,  or  the  hope  to  find  some  salad  or  pot-herbs, 
or  at  least  an  early  flower  or  two,  with  which  to  deck 
their  board,  had  carried  her  into  the  small  garden  ap- 
pertaining to"  the  castle.  She  reentered  her  apart- 
ment in  the  tower  with  a  countenance  pale  as  ashes, 
and  a  frame  which  trembled  like  an  aspen-leaf.  Her 
terror  instantly  extended  itself  to  Catharine,  who  could 
hardly  find  words  to  ask  what  new  misfortune  had 
occurred. 

'Is  the  Duke  of  Rothsay  dead?' 

'Worse!  they  are  starving  him  alive.' 

'Madness,  woman!' 

'No  —  no  —  no  —  no!'  said  Louise,  speaking  under 
her  breath,  and  huddUng  her  words  so  thick  upon  each 
other  that  Catharine  could  hardly  catch  the  sense.   'I 
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was  seeking  for  flowers  to  dress  your  pottage,  because 
you  said  you  loved  them  yesterday;  my  poor  Kttle  dog, 
thrusting  himself  into  a  thicket  of  yew  and  holly  bushes 
that  grow  out  of  some  old  ruins  close  to  the  castle-wall, 
came  back  whining  and  howling.  I  crept  forward  to  see 
what  might  be  the  cause  —  and,  oh!  I  heard  a  groaning 
as  of  one  in  extreme  pain,  but  so  faint,  that  it  seemed 
to  arise  out  of  the  very  depth  of  the  earth.  At  length,  I 
found  it  proceeded  from  a  small  rent  in  the  wall,  covered 
with  ivy;  and  when  I  laid  my  ear  close  to  the  opening,  I 
could  hear  the  Prince's  voice  distinctly  say,  "It  cannot 
now  last  long  " ;  and  then  it  sunk  away  in  something  like 
a  prayer.' 

'  Gracious  Heaven !  did  you  speak  to  him  ? ' 

'I  said,  "Is  it  you,  my  lord?"  and  the  answer  was, 
"Who  mocks  me  with  that  title  ?"  I  asked  him  if  I 
could  help  him,  and  he  answered  with  a  voice  I  shall 
never  forget,  "Food  —  food!  I  die  of  famine!"  So  I 
came  hither  to  tell  you.  What  is  to  be  done?  Shall  we 
alarm  the  house  ? ' 

'Alas!  that  were  more  likely  to  destroy  than  to  aid 
him,'  said  Catharine. 

'And  what  then  shall  we  do?'  said  Louise. 

'I  know  not  yet,'  said  Catharine,  prompt  and  bold  on 
occasions  of  moment,  though  yielding  to  her  companion 
in  ingenuity  of  resource  on  ordinary  occasions — '  I  know 
not  yet,  but  something  we  will  do:  the  blood  of  Bruce 
shall  not  die  unaided.' 

So  saying,  she  seized  the  small  cruise  which  contained 
their  soup,  and  the  meat  of  which  it  was  made,  wrapped 
some  thin  cakes  which  she  had  baked  into  the  fold  of 
her  plaid,  and,  beckoning  her  companion  to  follow  with 
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a  vessel  of  milk,  also  part  of  their  provisions,  she  hast- 
ened towards  the  garden. 

'So,  our  fair  vestal  is  stirring  abroad?'  said  the  only 
man  she  met,  who  was  one  of  the  menials;  but  Catha- 
rine passed  on  without  notice  or  reply,  and  gained  the 
little  garden  without  further  interruption. 

Louise  indicated  to  her  a  heap  of  ruins,  which,  covered 
with  underwood,  was  close  to  the  castle-wall.  It  had 
probably  been  originally  a  projection  from  the  building; 
and  the  small  fissure,  which  commimicated  with  the 
dungeon,  contrived  for  air,  had  terminated  within  it. 
But  the  aperture  had  been  a  little  enlarged  by  decay, 
and  admitted  a  dim  ray  of  light  to  its  recesses,  although 
it  could  not  be  observed  by  those  who  visited  the  place 
with  torch-light  aids. 

'Here  is  dead  silence,'  said  Catharine,  after  she  had 
listened  attentively  for  a  moment.  'Heaven  and  earth, 
he  is  gone!' 

'We  must  risk  something,'  said  her  companion,  and 
ran  her  fingers  over  the  strings  of  her  guitar. 

A  sigh  was  the  only  answer  from  the  depth  of  the 
dungeon.  Catharine  then  ventured  to  speak.  'I  am 
here,  my  lord  —  I  am  here,  with  food  and  drink.' 

'Ha !  Ramorny !  The  jest  comes  too  late;  I  am  dying,' 
was  the  answer. 

'His  brain  is  turned,  and  no  wonder,'  thought  Catha- 
rine; 'but  whilst  there  is  fife,  there  may  be  hope.' 

'It  is  I,  my  lord,  Catharine  Glover.  I  have  food,  if  I 
could  pass  it  safely  to  you.' 

'Heaven  bless  thee,  maiden!  I  thought  the  pain  was 
over,  but  it  glows  again  within  me  at  the  name  of  food.' 

'The  food  is  here,  but  how  —  ah,  how  can  I  pass  it  to 
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you?  the  chink  is  so  narrow,  the  wall  is  so  thick!  Yet 
there  is  a  remedy  —  I  have  it.  Quick,  Louise;  cut  me  a 
willow  bough,  the  tallest  you  can  find.' 

The  glee-maiden  obeyed,  and,  by  means  of  a  cleft  in  the 
top  of  the  wand,  Catharine  transmitted  several  morsels 
of  the  soft  cakes,  soaked  in  broth,  which  served  at  once 
for  food  and  for  drink. 

The  unfortunate  young  man  ate  little,  and  with  diffi- 
culty, but  prayed  for  a  thousand  blessings  on  the  head 
of  his  comforter.  'I  had  destined  thee  to  be  the  slave 
of  my  vices,'  he  s%id,  'and  yet  thou  triest  to  become  the 
preserver  of  my  Ufe!  But  away,  and  save  thyself.' 

'I  will  return  with  food  as  I  shall  see  opportunity,' 
said  Catharine,  just  as  the  glee-maiden  plucked  her 
sleeve  and  desired  her  to  be  silent  and  stand  close. 

Both  couched  among  the  ruins,  and  they  heard  the 
voices  of  Ramorny  and  the  mediciner  in  close  conver- 
sation. 

'He  is  stronger  than  I  thought,'  said  the  former,  in  a 
low,  croaking  tone.  'How long  held  out  Dalwolsy,  when 
the  knight  of  Liddesdale  prisoned  him  in  his  castle  of 
Hermitage? ' 

'For  a  fortnight,'  answered  Dwining;  'but  he  was  a 
strong  man,  and  had  some  assistance  by  grain  which 
fell  from  a  granary  above  his  prison-house.'  ^ 

'Were  it  not  better  end  the  matter  more  speedily?  The 
Black  Douglas  comes  this  way.  He  is  not  in  Albany's 
secret.  He  will  demand  to  see  the  Prince,  and  all  must 
be  over  ere  he  comes.' 

They  passed  on  in  their  dark  and  fatal  conversation. 

'Now  gain  we  the  tower,'  said  Catharine  to  her  com- 
'  See  Note  9. 
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panion,  when  she  saw  they  had  left  the  garden.  'I  had 
a  plan  of  escape  for  myself;  I  will  turn  it  into  one  of  res- 
cue for  the  Prince.  The  dey-woman  enters  the  castle 
about  vesper  time,  and  usually  leaves  her  cloak  in  the 
passage  as  she  goes  into  the  pantler's  ofl&ce  with  the  milk. 
Take  thou  the  cloak,  muffle  thyself  close,  and  pass  the 
warder  boldly;  he  is  usually  dnuiken  at  that  hour,  and 
thou  wilt  go  as  the  dey-woman  imchallenged  through 
gate  and  along  bridge,  if  thou  bear  thyself  with  confi- 
dence. Then  away  to  meet  the  Black  Douglas;  he  is  our 
nearest  and  only  aid.' 

'But,'  said  Louise,  'is  he  not  that  terrible  lord  who 
threatened  me  with  shame  and  punishment?' 

'Believe  it,'  said  Catharine,  'such  as  thou  or  I  never 
dwelt  an  hour  in  the  Douglas's  memory,  either  for  good 
or  evil.  Tell  him  that  his  son-in-law,  the  Prince  of  Scot- 
land, dies  —  treacherously  famished  —  in  Falkland  Cas- 
tle, and  thou  wilt  merit  not  pardon  only,  but  reward.' 

'I  care  not  for  reward,'  said  Louise:  'the  deed  wiU 
reward  itself.  But  methinks  to  stay  is  more  dangerous 
than  to  go.  Let  me  stay,  then,  and  nourish  the  imhappy 
Prince,  and  do  you  depart  to  bring  help.  If  they  kill 
me  before  you  return,  I  leave  you  my  poor  lute,  and 
pray  you  to  be  kind  to  my  poor  Chariot.' 

'No,  Louise,'  replied  Catharine,  'you  are  a  more  privi- 
leged and  experienced  wanderer  than  I  —  do  you  go; 
and  if  you  find  me  dead  on  your  return,  as  may  well 
chance,  give  my  poor  father  this  ring  and  a  lock  of  my 
hair,  and  say,  Catharine  died  in  endeavouring  to  save 
the  blood  of  Bruce.  And  give  this  other  lock  to  Henry; 
say,  Catharine  thought  of  him  to  the  last,  and  that,  if 
he  has  judged  her  too  scrupulous  touching  the  blood  of 
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others,  he  will  then  know  it  was  not  because  she  valued 
her  own.' 

They  sobbed  in  each  other's  arms,  and  the  interven- 
ing hours  till  evening  were  spent  in  endeavouring  to  de- 
vise some  better  mode  of  supplying  the  captive  with 
nourishment,  and  in  the  construction  of  a  tube,  com- 
posed of  hollow  reeds,  slipping  into  each  other,  by  which 
liquids  might  be  conveyed  to  him.  The  bell  of  the  village 
church  of  Falkland  tolled  to  vespers.  The  dey,  or  farm- 
woman,  entered  with  her  pitchers  to  deliver  the  milk 
for  the  family,  and  to  hear  and  tell  the  news  stirring. 
She  had  scarcely  entered  the  kitchen  when  the  female 
minstrel,  again  throwing  herself  in  Catharine's  arms, 
and  assuring  her  of  her  unalterable  fidelity,  crept  in  si- 
lence downstairs,  the  Kttle  dog  imder  her  arm.  A  mo- 
ment after,  she  was  seen  by  the  breathless  Catharine, 
wrapt  in  the  dey-woman's  cloak,  and  walking  compos- 
edly across  the  drawbridge. 

'  So,'  said  the  warder,  'you  return  early  to-night.  May 
Bridget?  Small  mirth  towards  in  the  hall  —  ha,  wench! 
Sick  times  are  sad  times ! ' 

'I  have  forgotten  my  tallies,'  said  the  ready-witted 
Frenchwoman,  'and  will  return  in  the  skimming  of  a 
bowie.'  ^ 

She  went  onward,  avoiding  the  village  of  Falkland, 
and  took  a  footpath  which  led  through  the  park.  Catha- 
rine breathed  freely,  and  blessed  God  when  she  saw  her 
lost  in  the  distance.  It  was  another  anxious  hour  for 
Catharine  which  occurred  before  the  escape  of  the  fugi- 
tive was  discovered.  This  happened  so  soon  as  the  dey- 
girl,  having  taken  an  hour  to  perform  a  task  which  ten 
'  See  Note  lo. 
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minutes  might  have  accomplished,  was  about  to  return, 
and  discovered  that  some  one  had  taken  away  her  grey 
frieze  cloak.  A  strict  search  was  set  on  foot;  at  length  the 
women  of  the  house  remembered  the  glee-maiden,  and 
ventured  to  suggest  her  as  one  not  unlikely  to  exchange 
an  old  cloak  for  a  new  one.  The  warder,  strictly  ques- 
tioned, averred  he  saw  the  dey-woman  depart  immedi- 
ately after  vespers;  and  on  this  being  contradicted  by 
the  party  herself,  he  could  suggest,  as  the  only  alterna- 
tive, that  it  must  needs  have  been  the  devil. 

As,  however,  the  glee-woman  could  not  be  foxmd,  the 
real  circumstances  of  the  case  were  easily  guessed  at; 
and  the  steward  went  to  inform  Sir  John  Ramomy  and 
Dwining,  who  were  now  scarcely  ever  separate,  of  the 
escape  of  one  of  their  female  captives.  Everything 
awakens  the  suspicions  of  the  guilty.  They  looked  on 
each  other  with  faces  of  dismay,  and  then  went  together 
to  the  humble  apartment  of  Catharine,  that  they  might 
take  her  as  much  as  possible  by  surprise  while  they  in- 
quired into  the  facts  attending  Louise's  disappearance. 

'Where  is  your  companion,  young  woman?'  said 
Ramomy,  in  a  tone  of  austere  gravity. 

'I  have  no  companion  here,'  answered  Catharine. 

'Trifle  not,'  replied  the  knight;  'I  mean  the  glee- 
maiden,  who  lately  dwelt  in  this  chamber  with  you.' 

'She  is  gone,  they  tell  me,'  said  Catharine  —  'gone 
about  an  hour  since.' 

'And  whither? '  said  Dwining. 

'How,'  answered  Catharine,  'should  I  know  which 
way  a  professed  wanderer  may  choose  to  travel?  She 
was  tired,  no  doubt,  of  a  solitary  life,  so  different  from 
the  scenes  of  feasting  and  dancing  which  her  trade  leads 
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her  to  frequent.  She  is  gone,  and  the  only  wonder  is 
that  she  should  have  stayed  so  long.' 

'  This,  then,'  said  Ramomy, '  is  all  you  have  to  tell  us? ' 

'AH  that  I  have  to  tell  you.  Sir  John,'  answered  Catha- 
rine, firmly;  'and  if  the  Prince  himself  inquire,  I  can  tell 
him  no  more.' 

'There  is  little  danger  of  his  again  doing  you  the 
honour  to  speak  to  you  in  person,'  said  Ramorny,  '  even 
if  Scotland  should  escape  being  rendered  miserable  by 
the  sad  event  of  his  decease.' 

'  Is  the  Duke  of  Rothsay  so  very  iU  ? '  asked  Catharine, 

'No  help,  save  in  Heaven,'  answered  Ramorny,  look- 
ing upward. 

'Then  may  there  yet  be  help  there,'  said  Catharine, 
'if  human  aid  prove  unavailing!' 

'Amen!'  said  Ramorny,  with  the  most  determined 
gravity;  while  Dwining  adopted  a  face  fit  to  echo  the 
feeling,  though  it  seemed  to  cost  him  a  painful  struggle 
to  suppress  his  sneering  yet  soft  laugh  of  triumph,  which 
was  peculiarly  excited  by  an3rthing  having  a  religious 
tendency. 

'And  it  is  men  —  earthly  men,  and  not  incarnate 
devils,  who  thus  appeal  to  Heaven,  while  they  are  de- 
vouring by  inches  the  life-blood  of  their  hapless  master  1 ' 
muttered  Catharine,  as  her  two  baffled  inqmsitors  left 
the  apartment.  'Why  sleeps  the  thunder?  But  it  will 
roll  ere  long,  and  oh!  may  it  be  to  preserve  as  well  as  to 
punish!' 

The  hour  of  dinner  alone  afforded  a  space  when,  all 
in  the  castle  being  occupied  with  that  meal,  Catharine 
thought  she  had  the  best  opportimity  of  venturing  to 
the  breach  in  the  wall,  with  the  least  chance  of  being 
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observed.  In  waiting  for  the  hour,  she  observed  some 
stir  in  the  castle,  which  had  been  silent  as  the  grave  ever 
since  the  seclusion  of  the  Duke  of  Rothsay.  The  port- 
cullis was  lowered  and  raised,  and  the  creaking  of  the 
machinery  was  intermingled  with  the  tramp  of  horse, 
as  men-at-arms  went  out  and  returned  with  steeds  hard- 
ridden  and  covered  with  foam.  She  observed,  too,  that 
such  domestics  as  she  casually  saw  from  her  window 
were  in  arms.  All  this  made  her  heart  throb  high,  for  it 
augured  the  approach  of  rescue;  and  besides,  the  bustle 
left  the  little  garden  more  lonely  than  ever.  At  length 
the  hour  of  noon  arrived;  she  had  taken  care  to  provide, 
under  pretence  of  her  own  wishes,  which  the  pantler 
seemed  disposed  to  indulge,  such  articles  of  food  as 
could  be  the  most  easily  conveyed  to  the  unhappy  cap- 
tive. She  whispered  to  intimate  her  presence;  there  was 
no  answer;  she  spoke  louder,  still  there  was  silence. 

'He  sleeps,'  she  muttered  these  words  half -aloud,  and 
with  a  shuddering  which  was  succeeded  by  a  start  and 
a  scream,  when  a  voice  replied  behind  her  — 

'Yes,  he  sleeps;  but  it  is  for  ever.' 

She  looked  round.  Sir  John  Ramomy  stood  behind 
her  in  complete  armour,  but  the  visor  of  his  helmet  was 
up,  and  displayed  a  countenance  more  resembling  one 
about  to  die  than  to  fight.  He  spoke  with  a  grave  tone, 
something  between  that  of  a  calm  observer  of  an  inter- 
esting event  and  of  one  who  is  an  agent  and  partaker 
in  it. 

'Catharine,'  he  said,  'all  is  true  which  I  tell  you.  He 
is  dead.  You  have  done  your  best  for  him;  you  can  do 
no  more.' 

'I  will  not  —  I  cannot  believe  it,'  said  Catharine. 
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'Heaven  be  merciful  to  me!  it  would  make  one  doubt 
of  Providence,  to  think  so  great  a  crime  has  been  accom- 
plished.' 

'Doubt  not  of  Providence,  Catharine,  though  it  has 
suffered  the  profligate  to  fall  by  his  own  devices.  Follow 
me;  I  have  that  to  say  which  concerns  you.  I  say  follow 
(for  she  hesitated),  unless  you  prefer  being  left  to  the 
mercies  of  the  brute  Bonthron  and  the  mediciner  Hen- 
bane Dwining.' 

'I  will  follow  you,'  said  Catharine.  'You  cannot  do 
more  to  me  than  you  are  permitted.' 

He  led  the  way  into  the  tower,  and  movmted  stair- 
case after  staircase,  and  ladder  after  ladder. 

Catharine's  resolution  failed  her.  'I  will  follow  no 
farther,'  she  said.  'Whither  would  you  lead  me?  If  to 
my  death,  I  can  die  here.' 

'Only  to  the  battlements  of  the  castle,  fool,'  said  Ra- 
morny,  throwing  wide  a  barred  door  which  opened  upon 
the  vaulted  roof  of  the  castle,  where  men  were  bending 
mangonels,  as  they  called  them  (military  engines,  that 
is,  for  throwing  arrows  or  stones),  getting  ready  cross- 
bows, and  piling  stones  together.  But  the  defenders  did 
not  exceed  twenty  in  number,  and  Catharine  thought 
she  could  observe  doubt  and  irresolution  amongst 
them. 

'Catharine,'  said  Ramorny,  'I  must  not  quit  this 
station,  which  is  necessary  for  my  defence;  but  I  can 
speak  with  you  here  as  well  as  elsewhere.' 

'Say  on,'  answered  Catharine,  'I  am  prepared  to  hear 
you.' 

'You  have  thrust  yourself,  Catharine,  into  a  bloody 
secret.  Have  you  the  firmness  to  keep  it?' 
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'I  do  not  understand  you,  Sir  John,'  answered  the 
maiden. 

'Look  you.  I  have  slain  —  murdered,  if  you  will  — 
my  late  master,  the  Duke  of  Rothsay.  The  spark  of  life 
which  your  kindness  would  have  fed  was  easily  smoth- 
ered. His  last  words  called  on  his  father.  You  are  faint 
—  bear  up  —  you  have  more  to  hear.  You  know  the 
crime,  but  you  know  not  the  provocation.  See!  this 
gauntlet  is  empty;  I  lost  my  right  hand  in  his  cause,  and 
when  I  was  no  longer  fit  to  serve  him,  I  was  cast  off 
like  a  worn-out  hoxmd,  my  loss  ridiculed,  and  a  cloister 
recommended,  instead  of  the  halls  and  palaces  in  which 
I  had  my  natural  sphere!  Think  on  this  —  pity  and 
assist  me.' 

'In  what  manner  can  you  require  my  assistance?' 
said  the  trembling  maiden;  'I  can  neither  repair  your 
loss  nor  cancel  your  crime.' 

'Thou  canst  be  silent,  Catharine,  on  what  thou  hast 
seen  and  heard  in  yonder  thicket.  It  is  but  a  brief 
oblivion  I  ask  of  you,  whose  word  will,  I  know,  be  lis- 
tened to,  whether  you  say  such  things  were  or  were  not. 
That  of  your  mountebank  companion,  the  foreigner, 
none  will  hold  to  be  of  a  pin-point's  value.  If  you  grant 
me  this,  I  will  take  yovu-  promise  for  my  security,  and 
throw  the  gate  open  to  those  who  now  approach  it.  If 
you  will  not  promise  silence,  I  defend  this  castle  till 
every  one  perishes,  and  I  fling  you  headlong  from  these 
battlements.  Ay,  look  at  them  —  it  is  not  a  leap  to  be 
rashly  braved.  Seven  courses  of  stairs  brought  you  up 
hither  with  fatigue  and  shortened  breath;  but  you  shall 
go  from  the  top  to  the  bottom  in  briefer  time  than  you 
can  breathe  a  sigh!  Speak  the  word,  fair  maid;  for  you 
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speak  to  one  iinwilling  to  harm  you,  but  determined  in 
his  purpose.' 

Catharine  stood  terrified,  and  without  power  of  an- 
swering a  man  who  seemed  so  desperate;  but  she  was 
saved  the  necessity  of  reply  by  the  approach  of  Dwining. 
He  spoke  with  the  same  humble  conges  which  at  all 
times  distinguished  his  manner,  and  with  his  usual 
suppressed  ironical  sneer,  which  gave  that  manner  the 
lie. 

'  I  do  you  wrong,  noble  sir,  to  intrude  on  your  valiancie 
when  engaged  with  a  fair  damsel.  But  I  come  to  ask  a 
trifling  question.' 

'  Speak,  tormentor ! '  said  Ramorny ;  '  lU  news  are  sport 
to  thee  even  when  they  affect  thyself,  so  that  they  con- 
cern others  also.' 

'Hem!  —  he,  he!  —  I  only  desired  to  know  if  your 
knighthood  proposed  the  chivalrous  task  of  defending 
the  castle  with  yovu:  single  hand  —  I  crave  pardon,  I 
meant  your  single  arm?  The  question  is  worth  asking, 
for  I  am  good  for  little  to  aid  the  defence,  unless  you  could 
prevail  on  the  besiegers  to  take  physic  —  he,  he,  he!  — 
and  Bonthron  is  as  drunk  as  ale  and  strong  waters  can 
make  him;  and  you,  he,  and  I  make  up  the  whole  garri- 
son who  are  disposed  for  resistance.' 

'How!  Will  the  other  dogs  not  fight?'  said  Ramorny. 

'Never  saw  men  who  showed  less  stomach  to  the 
work,'  answered  Dwining  —  f  never.  But  here  come  a 
brace  of  them.  Venit  extrema  dies.  He,  he,  he!' 

Eviot  and  his  companion  Buncle  now  approached  with 
sullen  resolution  in  their  faces,  like  men  who  had  made 
their  minds  up  to  resist  that  authority  which  they  had 
so  long  obeyed. 
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'How  now!'  said Ramorny,  stepping  forward  to  meet 
them.  'Wherefore  from  your  posts?  Why  have  you  left 
the  barbican,  Eviot?  And  you  other  fellow,  did  I  not 
charge  you  to  look  to  the  mangonels? ' 

'We  have  something  to  tell  you.  Sir  John  Ramorny,' 
answered  Eviot.  'We  will  not  fight  in  this  quarrel.' 

'How  —  my  own  squires  control  me?'  exlaimed 
Ramorny, 

'We  were  your  sqviires  and  pages,  my  lord,  while  you 
were  master  of  the  Duke  of  Rothsay's  household.  It  is 
bruited  about  the  Duke  no  longer  lives;  we  desire  to 
know  the  truth.' 

'What  traitor  dares  spread  such  falsehoods?'  said 
Ramorny. 

'AH  who  have  gone  out  to  skirt  the  forest,  my  lord, 
and  I  myself  among  others,  bring  back  the  same  news. 
The  minstrel  woman  who  left  the  castle  yesterday  has 
spread  the  report  everjrwhere  that  the  Duke  of  Rothsay 
is  murdered,  or  at  death's  door.  The  Douglas  comes  on 
us  with  a  strong  force  — ' 

'And  you,  cowards,  take  advantage  of  an  idle  report 
to  forsake  your  master?'  said  Ramorny,  indignantly. 

'My  lord,'  said  Eviot,  'let  Buncle  and  myself  see  the 
Duke  of  Rothsay,  and  receive  his  personal  orders  for 
defence  of  this  castle,  and  if  we  do  not  fight  to  the  death 
in  that  quarrel,  I  will  consent  to  be  hanged  on  its  highest 
turret.  But  if  he  be  gone  by  natural  disease,  we  will 
yield  up  the  castle  to  the  Earl  of  Douglas,  who  is,  they 
say,  the  King's  lieutenant.  Or  if — which  Heaven  fore- 
fend!  —  the  noble  Prince  has  had  foul  play,  we  will  not 
involve  ourselves  in  the  guilt  of  using  arms  in  defence 
of  the  murderers,  be  they  who  they  will.' 
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'  Eviot,'  said  Ramorny,  raising  his  mutilated  arm, '  had 
not  that  glove  been  empty,  thou  hadst  not  lived  to  utter 
two  words  of  this  insolence.' 

'It  is  as  it  is,'  answered  Eviot,  'and  we  do  but  our 
duty.  I  have  followed  you  long,  my  lord,  but  here  I 
draw  bridle.' 

'Farewell,  then,  and  a  curse  light  on  all  of  you!' 
exclaimed  the  incensed  baron.  'Let  my  horse  be  brought 
forth!' 

'Our  valiancie  is  about  to  run  away,'  said  the  medi- 
ciner,  who  had  crept  close  to  Catharine's  side  before  she 
was  aware.  'Catharine,  thou  art  a  superstitious  fool, 
like  most  women;  nevertheless  thou  hast  some  mind, 
and  I  speak  to  thee  as  one  of  more  understanding  than 
the  buffaloes  which  are  herding  about  us.  These  haughty 
barons  who  overstride  the  world,  what  are  they  in  the 
day  of  adversity?  Chaff  before  the  wind.  Let  their 
sledge-hammer  hands  or  their  column-resembling  legs 
have  injury,  and  bah !  the  men-at-arms  are  gone.  Heart 
and  courage  is  nothing  to  them,  lith  and  limb  everything : 
give  them  animal  strength,  what  are  they  better  than 
furious  bulls;  take  that  away,  and  your  hero  of  chivalry 
lies  grovelling  like  the  brute  when  he  is  hamstrung.  Not 
so  the  sage;  while  a  grain  of  sense  remains  in  a  crushed 
or  mutilated  frame,  his  mind  shall  be  strong  as  ever. 
Catharine,  this  morning  I  was  practising  your  death; 
but  methinks  I  now  rejoice  that  you  may  survive  to 
tell  how  the  poor'"mediciner,  the  pill-gilder,  the  mortar- 
pounder,  the  poison-vender,  met  his  fate,  in  company 
with  the  gaUant  Knight  of  Ramorny,  Baron  in  posses- 
sion and  Earl  of  Lindores  in  expectation  —  God  save  his 
lordship ! ' 
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'Old  man,'  said  Catharine,  'if  thou  be  indeed  so  near 
the  day  of  thy  deserved  doom,  other  thoughts  were  far 
wholesomer  than  the  vainglorious  ravings  of  a  vain 
philosophy.  Ask  to  see  a  holy  man  — ' 

'Yes,'  said  Dwining,  scornfully,  'refer  myself  to  a 
greasy  monk,  who  does  not  —  he!  he!  he!  —  imderstand 
the  barbarous  Latin  he  repeats  by  rote.  Such  would  be  a 
fitting  counsellor  to  one  who  has  studied  both  in  Spain 
and  Arabia!  No,  Catharine,  I  will  choose  a  confessor 
that  is  pleasant  to  look  upon,  and  you  shall  be  honoured 
with  the  office.  Now,  look  yonder  at  his  valiancie:  his 
eyebrow  drops  with  moisture,  his  lip  trembles  with 
agony;  for  his  valiancie  —  he!  he!  he!  —  is  pleading  for 
his  life  with  his  late  domestics,  and  has  not  eloquence 
enough  to  persuade  them  to  let  him  slip.  See  how  the 
fibres  of  his  face  work  as  he  implores  the  imgrateful 
brutes,  whom  he  has  heaped  with  obligations,  to  permit 
him  to  get  such  a  start  for  his  life  as  the  hare  has  from 
the  greyhounds  when  men  course  her  fairly.  Look  also 
at  the  sullen,  downcast,  dogged  faces  with  which,  fluc- 
tuating between  fear  and  shame,  the  domestic  traitors 
deny  their  lord  this  poor  chance  for  his  life.  These  things 
thought  themselves  the  superior  of  a  man  like  me!  and 
you,  foolish  wench,  think  so  meanly  of  your  Deity  as  to 
suppose  wretches  like  them  are  the  work  of  Omnipo- 
tence!' 

'  No !  man  of  evil  —  no ! '  said  Catharine,  warmly;  *  the 
God  I  worship  created  these  men  with  the  attributes  to 
know  and  adore  Him,  to  guard  and  defend  their  fellow- 
creatures,  to  practise  holiness  and  virtue.  Their  own 
vices,  and  the  temptations  of  the  Evil  One,  have  made 
them  such  as  they  now  are.  Oh,  take  the  lesson  home  to 
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thine  own  heart  of  adamant!  Heaven  made  thee  wiser 
than  thy  fellows,  gave  thee  eyes  to  look  into  the  secrets 
of  nature,  a  sagacious  heart,  and  a  skilfid  hand;  but  thy 
pride  has  poisoned  all  these  fair  gifts,  and  made  an  un- 
godly atheist  of  one  who  might  have  been  a  Christian 
sage ! ' 

'Atheist,  say'st  thou?'  answered  Dwining.  'Perhaps 
I  have  doubts  on  that  matter  —  but  they  will  be  soon 
solved.  Yonder  comes  one  who  will  send  me,  as  he  has 
done  thousands,  to  the  place  where  all  mysteries  shall  be 
cleared.' 

Catharine  followed  the  mediciner's  eye  up  one  of  the 
forest  glades,  and  beheld  it  occupied  by  a  body  of  horse- 
men advancing  at  full  gallop.  In  the  midst  was  a  pennon 
displayed,  which,  though  its  bearings  were  not  visible  to 
Catharine,  was,  by  a  murmur  around,  acknowledged  as 
that  of  the  Black  Douglas.  They  halted  within  arrow- 
shot  of  the  castle,  and  a  herald  with  two  trumpets 
advanced  up  to  the  main  portal,  where,  after  a  loud  flour- 
ish, he  demanded  admittance  for  the  high  and  dreaded 
Archibald  Earl  of  Douglas,  Lord-Lieutenant  of  the  King, 
and  acting  for  the  time  with  the  plenary  authority  of  his 
Majesty;  commanding,  at  the  same  time,  that  the  in- 
mates of  the  castle  should  lay  down  their  arms,  all  under 
penalty  of  high  treason. 

'You  hear?'  said  Eviot  to  Ramomy,  who  stood  sullen 
and  undecided.  'Will  you  give  orders  to  render  the 
castle,  or  must  I  — ' 

'  No,  villain ! '  interrupted  the  knight, '  to  the  last  I  will 
command  you.  Open  the  gates,  drop  the  bridge,  and 
render  the  castle  to  the  Douglas.' 

'Now,  that's  what  may  be  called  a  gallant  exertion  of 
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free-will,'  said  Dwining.  'Just  as  if  the  pieces  of  brass 
that  were  screaming  a  minute  since  should  pretend  to 
call  those  notes  their  own  which  are  breathed  through 
them  by  a  frowsy  trumpeter.' 

'Wretched  man,'  said  Catharine,  'either  be  silent  or 
turn  thy  thoughts  to  the  eternity  on  the  brink  of  which 
thou  art  standing.' 

'  And  what  is  that  to  thee? '  answered  Dwining.  '  Thou 
canst  not,  wench,  help  hearing  what  I  say  to  thee,  and 
thou  wilt  tell  it  again,  for  thy  sex  cannot  help  that  either. 
Perth  and  all  Scotland  shall  know  what  a  man  they  have 
lost  in  Henbane  Dwining!' 

The  clash  of  armour  now  announced  that  the  new- 
comers had  dismounted  and  entered  the  castle,  and  were 
in  the  act  of  disarming  the  small  garrison.  Earl  Doug- 
las himself  appeared  on  the  battlements,  with  a  few  of 
his  followers,  and  signed  to  them  to  take  Ramorny  and 
Dwining  into  custody.  Others  dragged  from  some  nook 
the  stupefied  Bonthron. 

'It  was  to  these  three  that  the  custody  of  the  Prince 
was  solely  committed  during  his  alleged  iUness?'  said 
the  Douglas,  prosecuting  an  inquiry  which  he  had  com- 
menced in  the  hall  of  the  castle. 

'No  other  saw  him,  my  lord,'  said  Eviot,  'though  I 
offered  my  services.' 

'  Conduct  us  to  the  Duke's  apartment,  and  bring  the 
prisoners  with  us.  Also  there  should  be  a  female  in  the 
castle,  if  she  hath  not  been  murdered  or  spirited  away  — 
the  companion  of  the  glee-maiden  who  brought  the  first 
alarm.' 

'She  is  here,  my  lord,'  said  Eviot,  bringing  Catharine 
forward. 
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Her  beauty  and  her  agitation  made  some  impression 
even  upon  the  impassible  Earl. 

'Fear  nothing,  maiden,'  he  said;  'thou  hast  deserved 
both  praise  and  reward.  Tell  to  me,  as  thou  wouldst 
confess  to  Heaven,  the  things  thou  hast  witnessed  in  this 
castle.' 

Few  words  served  Catharine  to  imfold  the  dreadful 
story. 

'It  agrees,'  said  the  Douglas,  'with  the  tale  of  the 
glee-maiden,  from  point  to  point.  Now  show  us  the 
Prince's  apartment.' 

They  passed  to  the  room  which  the  unhappy  Duke  of 
Rothsay  had  been  supposed  to  inhabit;  but  the  key  was 
not  to  be  found,  and  the  Earl  could  only  obtain  entrance 
by  forcing  the  door.  On  entering,  the  wasted  and  squalid 
remains  of  the  unhappy  Prince  were  discovered,  flung 
on  the  bed  as  if  in  haste.  The  intention  of  the  murderers 
had  apparently  been  to  arrange  the  dead  body  so  as  to 
resemble  a  timely-parted  corpse,  but  they  had  been  dis- 
concerted by  the  alarm  occasioned  by  the  escape  of 
Louise.  Douglas  looked  on  the  body  of  the  misguided 
youth,  whose  wild  passions  and  caprices  had  brought 
him  to  this  fatal  and  premature  catastrophe. 

'I  had  wrongs  to  be  redressed,'  he  said;  'but  to  see 
such  a  sight  as  this  banishes  all  remembrance  of  injury ! ' 

'  He !  he !  It  shodd  have  been  arranged, '  said  D wining, 
'more  to  your  omnipotence's  pleasure;  but  you  came 
suddenly  on  us,  and  hasty  masters  make  slovenly  serv- 
ice.' 

Douglas  seemed  not  to  hear  what  his  prisoner  said,  so 
closely  did  he  examine  the  wan  and  wasted  features,  and 
stiffened  limbs,  of  the  dead  body  before  him.  Catharine, 
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overcome  by  sickness  and  fainting,  at  length  obtained 
permission  to  retire  from  the  dreadful  scene,  and, 
through  confusion  of  every  description,  found  her  way 
to  her  former  apartment,  where  she  was  locked  in  the 
arms  of  Lomse,  who  had  returned  in  the  interval. 

The  investigations  of  Douglas  proceeded.  The  dying 
hand  of  the  Prince  was  found  to  be  clenched  upon  a  lock 
of  hair,  resembling,  in  colour  and  texture,  the  coal-black 
bristles  of  Bonthron.  Thus,  though  famine  had  begun 
the  work,  it  would  seem  that  Rothsay's  death  had  been 
finally  accomplished  by  violence.  The  private  stair  to 
the  dungeon,  the  keys  of  which  were  found  at  the  subal- 
tern assassin's  belt,  the  situation  of  the  vault,  its  com- 
munication with  the  external  air  by  the  fissure  in  the 
walls,  and  the  wretched  lair  of  straw,  with  the  fetters 
which  remained  there,  fully  confirmed  the  story  of 
Catharine  and  of  the  glee- woman. 

'We  will  not  hesitate  an  instant,'  said  the  Douglas  to 
his  near  kinsman,  the  Lord  Balveny,  as  soon  as  they 
returned  from  the  dungeon.  '  Away  with  the  murderers ! 
hang  them  over  the  battlements.' 

'But,  my  lord,  some  trial  may  be  fitting,'  answered 
Balveny. 

'  To  what  purpose? '  answered  Douglas.  '  I  have  taken 
them  red-hand;^  my  authority  will  stretch  to  instant 
execution.  Yet  stay  —  have  we  not  some  Jedwood  men 
in  our  troop? ' 

'Plenty  of  Tumbulls,  Rutherfords,  Ainslies,  and  so 
forth,'  said  Balveny. 

'Call  me  an  inquest  of  these  together;  they  are  all 
good  men  and  true,  saving  a  little  shifting  for  their  liv- 
'  See  Note  ii. 
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ing.  Do  you  see  to  the  execution  of  these  felons,  while  I 
hold  a  court  in  the  great  hall,  and  we  '11  try  whether  the 
jury  or  the  provost-marshal  do  their  work  first;  we  will 
have  Jedwood  justice— hang  in  haste  and  try  at  leisure.' 

'Yet  stay,  my  lord,'  said  Ramorny,  'you  may  rue 
your  haste  —  will  you  grant  me  a  word  out  of  ear- 
shot?' 

'Not  for  worlds!'  said  Douglas;  'speak  out  what  thou 
hast  to  say  before  all  that  are  here  present.' 

'Know  all,  then,'  said  Ramorny,  aloud,  'that  this 
noble  Earl  had  letters  from  the  Duke  of  Albany  and 
myseK,  sent  him  by  the  hand  of  yon  cowardly  deserter, 
Buncle  —  let  him  deny  it  if  he  dare  —  counselling  the 
removal  of  the  Duke  for  a  space  from  court,  and  his 
seclusion  in  this  Castle  of  Falkland.' 

'But  not  a  word,'  replied  Douglas,  sternly  smiling,  'of 
his  being  flung  into  a  dxmgeon  —  famished  —  strangled. 
Away  with  the  wretches,  Balveny,  they  pollute  God's  air 
too  long!' 

The  prisoners  were  dragged  off  to  the  battlements. 
But  while  the  means  of  execution  were  in  the  act  of  being 
prepared,  the  apothecary  expressed  so  ardent  a  desire 
to  see  Catharine  once  more,  and,  as  he  said,  for  the  good 
of  his  soul,  that  the  maiden,  in  hopes  his  obduracy  might 
have  imdergone  some  change  even  at  the  last  hour,  con- 
sented agaia  to  go  to  the  battlements,  and  face  a  scene 
which  her  heart  recoiled  from.  A  single  glance  showed 
her  Bonthron,  sunk  in  total  and  drunken  insensibility; 
Ramorny,  stripped  of  his  armour,  endeavouring  in  vain 
to  conceal  fear,  while  he  spoke  with  a  priest,  whose  good 
offices  he  had  solicited;  and  Dwining,  the  same  humble, 
obsequious-looking,  crouching  individual  she  had  always 
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known  him.  He  held  in  his  hand  a  little  silver  pen,  with 
which  he  had  been  writing  on  a  scrap  of  parchment. 

'Catharine,'  he  said  —  'he,  he,  he!  —  I  wish  to  speak 
to  thee  on  the  nature  of  my  religious  faith.' 

'If  such  be  thy  intention,  why  lose  time  with  me? 
Speak  with  this  good  father.' 

'The  good  father,'  said  Dwining,  'is  —  he,  he!  — 
already  a  worshipper  of  the  deity  whom  I  have  served.  I 
therefore  prefer  to  give  the  altar  of  mine  idol  a  new  wor- 
shipper in  thee,  Catharine.  This  scrap  of  parchment 
will  tell  thee  how  to  make  your  way  into  my  chapel, 
where  I  have  worshipped  so  often  in  safety.  I  leave  the 
images  which  it  contains  to  thee  as  a  legacy,  simply 
because  I  hate  and  contemn  thee  something  less  than 
any  of  the  absurd  wretches  whom  I  have  hitherto  been 
obUged  to  call  fellow-creatures.  And  now  away!  or  re- 
main and  see  if  the  end  of  the  quacksalver  belies  his  life.' 

'Our  Lady  forbid!'  said  Catharine. 

'Nay,'  said  the  mediciner,  'I  have  but  a  single  word  to 
say,  and  yonder  nobleman's  valiande  may  hear  it  if  he 
will.' 

Lord  Balveny  approached,  with  some  curiosity;  for 
the  undaunted  resolution  of  a  man  who  never  wielded 
sword  or  bore  armour,  and  was  in  person  a  poor  dwindled 
dwarf,  had  to  him  an  air  of  something  resembling  sor- 
cery. 

'You  see  this  trifling  implement,'  said  the  criminal, 
showing  the  silver  pen.  'By  means  of  this  I  can  escape 
the  power  even  of  the  Black  Douglas.' 

'  Give  him  no  ink  nor  paper,'  said  Balveny,  hastily, 
'he  will  draw  a  spell.' 

'Not  so,  please  your  wisdom  and  valiancie  —  he,  he, 
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he!'  said  Dwining,  with  his  usual  chuckle,  as  he  un- 
screwed the  top  of  the  pen,  within  which  was  a  piece  of 
sponge,  or  some  such  substance,  no  bigger  than  a  pea. 
'Now,  mark  this  — '  said  the  prisoner,  and  drew  it  be- 
tween his  lips.  The  effect  was  instantaneous.  He  lay  a 
dead  corpse  before  them,  the  contemptuous  sneer  still 
on  his  countenance. 

Catharine  shrieked  and  fled,  seeking,  by  a  hasty  de- 
scent, an  escape  from  a  sight  so  appalling.  Lord  Balveny 
was  for  a  moment  stupefied,  and  then  exclaimed,  'This 
may  be  glamour !  hang  him  over  the  battlements,  quick 
or  dead.  If  his  foul  spirit  hath  only  withdrawn  for  a 
space,  it  shall  return  to  a  body  with  a  dislocated  neck.' 

His  commands  were  obeyed.  Ramorny  and  Bonthron 
were  then  ordered  for  execution.  The  last  was  hanged 
before  he  seemed  quite  to  comprehend  what  was  designed 
to  be  done  with  him.  Ramorny,  pale  as  death,  yet  with 
the  same  spirit  of  pride  which  had  occasioned  his  ruin, 
pleaded  his  knighthood,  and  demanded  the  privilege 
of  dying  by  decapitation  by  the  sword,  and  not  by  the 
noose. 

'The  Douglas  never  alters  his  doom,'  said  Balveny. 
'  But  thou  shalt  have  all  thy  rights.  Send  the  cook  hither 
Yidth  a  cleaver.'  The  menial  whom  he  called  appeared 
at  his  summons.  'What  shakest  thou  for,  fellow?'  said 
Balveny;  'here,  strike  me  this  man's  gilt  spurs  from  his 
heels  with  thy  cleaver.  And  now,  John  Ramorny,  thou 
art  no  longer  a  knight,  but  a  knave.  To  the  halter  with 
him,  provost-marshal!  hang  him  betwixt  his  compan- 
ions, and  higher  than  them  if  it  may  be.' 

In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  afterwards,  Balveny  descended 
to  tell  the  Douglas  that  the  criminals  were  executed. 
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'  Then  there  is  no  further  use  in  the  trial,'  said  the  Earl. 
'How  say  you,  good  men  of  inquest,  were  these  men 
guilty  of  high  treason  —  ay  or  no?' 

'  Guilty,'  exclaimed  the  obsequious  inquest,  with  edi- 
fying unanimity,  'we  need  no  further  evidence.' 

'Soimd  trumpets,  and  to  horse  then,  with  our  own 
train  only;  and  let  each  man  keep  silence  on  what  has 
chanced  here,  until  the  proceedings  shall  be  laid  before 
the  King,  which  cannot  conveniently  be  tiU  the  battle  of 
Palm  Sunday  shaU  be  fought  and  ended.  Select  our 
attendants,  and  tell  each  man  who  either  goes  with  us  or 
remains  behind  that  he  who  prates  dies.' 

In  a  few  minutes  the  Douglas  was  on  horseback,  with 
the  followers  selected  to  attend  his  person.  Expresses 
were  sent  to  his  daughter,  the  widowed  Duchess  of 
Rothsay,  directing  her  to  take  her  course  to  Perth,  by 
the  shores  of  Lochleven,  without  approaching  Falkland, 
and  committing  to  her  charge  Catharine  Glover  and  the 
glee-woman,  as  persons  whose  safety  he  tendered. 

As  they  rode  through  the  forest,  they  looked  back,  and 
beheld  the  three  bodies  hanging,  like  specks  darkening 
the  walls  of  the  old  castle. 

'The  hand  is  pimished,'  said  Douglas,  'but  who  shall 
arraign  the  head  by  whose  direction  the  act  was  done?' 

'You  mean  the  Duke  of  Albany?'  said  Balveny. 

'I  do,  kinsman;  and  were  I  to  listen  to  the  dictates  of 
my  heart,  I  would  charge  him  with  the  deed,  which  I 
am  certain  he  has  authorised.  But  there  is  no  proof  of  it 
beyond  strong  suspicion,  and  Albany  has  attached  to 
himself  the  numerous  friends  of  the  house  of  Stuart, 
to  whom,  indeed,  the  imbecility  of  the  King  and  the  ill- 
regulated  habits  of  Rothsay  left  no  other  choice  of  a 
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leader.  Were  I,  therefore,  to  break  the  band  which  I 
have  so  lately  formed  with  Albany,  the  consequence 
must  be  civil  war,  an  event  ruinous  to  poor  Scotland, 
while  threatened  by  invasion  from  the  activity  of  the 
Percy,  backed  by  the  treachery  of  March.  No,  Balveny, 
the  punishment  of  Albany  must  rest  with  Heaven,  which 
in  its  own  good  time,  will  execute  judgment  on  him  and 
on  his  house.' 


CHAPTER  XXXIII 


The  hour  is  nigb:  now  hearts  beat  high; 

Each  sword  is  sbarpen'd  well; 
And  who  dares  die,  who  stoops  to  fly, 

To-morrow's  light  shall  tell. 

Sir  Eiimld. 


We  are  now  to  recall  to  our  reader's  recollection,  that 
Simon  Glover  and  his  fair  daughter  had  been  hurried 
from  their  residence  without  having  time  to  announce 
to  Henry  Smith  either  their  departure  or  the  alarming 
cause  of  it.  When,  therefore,  the  lover  appeared  in  Cur- 
few Street,  on  the  morning  of  their  flight,  instead  of  the 
hearty  welcome  of  the  honest  burgher,  and  the  April 
reception,  half  joy  half  censure,  which  he  had  been 
promised  on  the  part  of  his  lovely  daughter,  he  received 
only  the  astounding  intelligence,  that  her  father  and  she 
had  set  off  early,  on  the  summons  of  a  stranger,  who 
had  kept  himself  carefully  muffled  from  observation.  To 
this,  Dorothy,  whose  talents  for  forestalling  evil,  and 
communicating  her  views  of  it,  are  known  to  the  reader, 
chose  to  add,  that  she  had  no  doubt  her  master  and 
young  mistress  were  bound  for  the  Highlands,  to  avoid  a 
visit  which  had  been  made  since  their  departure  by  two 
or  three  apparitors,  who,  in  the  name  of  a  Commission 
appointed  by  the  King,  had  searched  the  house,  put  seals 
upon  such  places  as  were  supposed  to  contain  papers, 
and  left  citations  for  father  and  daughter  to  appear  be- 
fore the  Court  of  Commission  on  a  day  certain,  under 
pain  of  outlawry.  All  these  alarming  particulars  Dorothy 

148 


THE  FAIR  MAID  OF  PERTH 

took  care  to  state  in  the  gloomiest  colours,  and  the  only 
consolation  which  she  afforded  the  alarmed  lover  was, 
that  her  master  had  charged  her  to  tell  him  to  reside 
quietly  at  Perth,  and  that  he  should  soon  hear  news  of 
them.  This  checked  the  smith's  first  resolve,  which  was 
to  follow  them  instantly  to  the  Highlands,  and  partake 
the  fate  which  they  might  encoimter. 

But  when  he  recollected  his  repeated  feuds  with  divers 
of  the  Clan  Quhele,  and  particularly  his  personal  quarrel 
with  Conachar,  who  was  now  raised  to  be  a  high  chief, 
he  coxdd  not  but  think,  on  reflection,  that  his  intrusion 
on  their  place  of  retirement  was  more  likely  to  disturb 
the  safety  which  they  might  otherwise  enjoy  there  than 
be  of  any  service  to  them.  He  was  well  acquainted  with 
Simon's  habitual  intimacy  with  the  chief  of  the  Clan 
Quhele,  and  justly  augured  that  the  glover  would  obtain 
protection,  which  his  own  arrival  might  be  likely  to  dis- 
turb, while  his  personal  prowess  could  little  avail  him 
in  a  quarrel  with  a  whole  tribe  of  vindictive  mountain- 
eers. At  the  same  time  his  heart  throbbed  with  indigna- 
tion, when  he  thought  of  Catharine  being  within  the 
absolute  power  of  yo\mg  Conachar,  whose  rivalry  he 
could  not  doubt,  and  who  had  now  so  many  means  of 
urging  his  suit.  What  if  the  yoimg  chief  should  make  the 
safety  of  the  father  depend  on  the  favour  of  the  daugh- 
ter? He  distrusted  not  Catharine's  affections;  but  then 
her  mode  of  thinking  was  so  disinterested,  and  her  at- 
tachment to  her  father  so  tender,  that,  if  the  love  she 
bore  her  suitor  was  weighed  against  his  security,  or  per- 
haps his  life,  it  was  matter  of  deep  and  awful  doubt 
whether  it  might  not  be  found  light  in  the  balance. 
Tormented  by  thoughts  on  which  we  need  not  dwell,  he 
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resolved  nevertheless  to  remain  at  home,  stifle  his 
anxiety  as  he  might,  and  await  the  promised  intelligence 
from  the  old  man.  It  came,  but  it  did  not  relieve  his 
concern. 

Sir  Patrick  Charteris  had  not  forgotten  his  pronaise  to 
communicate  to  the  smith  the  plans  of  the  fugitives. 
But,  amid  the  bustle  occasioned  by  the  movement  of 
troops,  he  could  not  himself  convey  the  intelligence.  He 
therefore  entrusted  to  his  agent,  Kitt  Henshaw,  the  task 
of  making  it  known.  But  this  worthy  person,  as  the 
reader  knows,  was  in  the  interest  of  Ramomy,  whose 
business  it  was  to  conceal  from  every  one,  but  especially 
from  a  lover  so  active  and  daring  as  Henry,  the  real 
place  of  Catharine's  residence.  Henshaw  therefore  an- 
nounced to  the  anxious  smith  that  his  friend  the  glover 
was  secure  in  the  Highlands;  and  though  he  affected  to 
be  more  reserved  on  the  subject  of  Catharine,  he  said 
little  to  contradict  the  belief  that  she  as  well  as  Simon 
shared  the  protection  of  the  Clan  Quhele.  But  he  reiter- 
ated, in  the  name  of  Sir  Patrick,  assurances  that  father 
and  daughter  were  both  well,  and  that  Henry  would  best 
consult  his  own  interest  and  their  safety  by  remaining 
quiet  and  waiting  the  course  of  events. 

With  an  agonized  heart,  therefore,  Henry  Gow  deter- 
mined to  remain  quiet  till  he  had  more  certain  intelli- 
gence, and  employed  himself  in  finishing  a  shirt  of  mail, 
which  he  intended  should  be  the  best  tempered  and  the 
most  finely  polished  that  his  skilful  hands  had  ever 
executed.  This  exercise  of  his  craft  pleased  him  better 
than  any  other  occupation  which  he  could  have  adopted, 
and  served  as  an  apology  for  secluding  himself  in  his 
workshop,  and  shimning  society,  where  the  idle  reports 
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which  were  daily  circulated  served  only  to  perplex  and 
disturb  him.  He  resolved  to  trust  in  the  warm  regard 
for  Simon,  the  faith  of  his  daughter,  and  the  friendship 
of  the  provost,  who,  having  so  highly  commended  his 
valour  in  the  combat  with  Bonthron,  would  never,  he 
thought,  desert  him  at  this  extremity  of  his  fortimes. 
Time,  however,  passed  on  day  by  day;  and  it  was  not  till 
Palm  Sunday  was  near  approaching,  that  Sir  Patrick 
Charteris,  having  entered  the  city  to  make  some  arrange- 
ments for  the  ensuing  combat,  bethought  himself  of 
making  a  visit  to  the  Smith  of  the  Wynd. 

He  entered  his  workshop  with  an  air  of  sjonpathy 
imusual  to  him,  and  which  made  Henry  instantly  augur 
that  he  brought  bad  news.  The  smith  caught  the  alarm, 
and  the  uplifted  hammer  was  arrested  in  its  descent  upon 
the  heated  iron,  while  the  agitated  arm  that  wielded  it, 
strong  before  as  that  of  a  giant,  became  so  powerless, 
that  it  was  with  difficulty  Henry  was  able  to  place  the 
weapon  on  the  groimd,  instead  of  dropping  it  from  his 
hand. 

'My  poor  Henry,'  said  Sir  Patrick,  'I  bring  you  but 
cold  news;  they  are  imcertain,  however,  and,  if  true, 
they  are  such  as  a  brave  man  like  you  should  not  take 
too  deeply  to  heart.' 

'In  God's  name,  my  lord,'  said  Henry,  'I  trust  you 
bring  no  evil  news  of  Simon  Glover  or  his  daughter? ' 

'Touching  themselves,'  said  Sir  Patrick,  'no:  they  are 
safe  and  well.  But  as  to  thee,  Henry,  my  tidings  are 
more  cold.  Kitt  Henshaw  has,  I  think,  apprised  thee 
that  I  had  endeavoured  to  provide  Catharine  Glover 
with  a  safe  protection  in  the  house  of  an  honourable 
lady,  the  Duchess  of  Rothsay.  But  she  hath  declined 
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the  charge,  and  Catharine  hath  been  sent  to  her  father 
in  the  Highlands.  What  is  worst  is  to  come.  Thou 
mayest  have  heard  that  Gilchrist  Maclan  is  dead,  and 
that  his  son  Eachin,  who  was  known  in  Perth  as  the 
apprentice  of  old  Simon,  by  the  name  of  Conachar,  is 
now  the  chief  of  Clan  Quhele;  and  I  heard  from  one  of 
my  domestics  that  there  is  a  strong  rumour  among  the 
Maclans  that  the  yoimg  chief  seeks  the  hand  of  Catha- 
rine in  marriage.  My  domestic  learned  this  —  as  a 
secret,  however — while  in  the  Breadalbane  country, 
on  some  arrangements  touching  the  ensuing  combat. 
The  thing  is  \mcertain;  but,  Henry,  it  wears  a  face  of 
likeUhood.' 

'Did  your  lordship's  servant  see  Simon  Glover  and 
his  daughter?'  said  Henry,  struggling  for  breath,  and 
coughing,  to  conceal  from  the  provost  the  excess  of  his 
agitation. 

'He  did  not,'  said  Sir  Patrick;  'the  Highlanders 
seemed  jealous,  and  refused  to  permit  him  to  speak  to 
the  old  man,  and  he  feared  to  alarnl  them  by  asking  to 
see  Catharine.  Besides,  he  talks  no  Gaelic,  nor  had  his 
informer  much  English,  so  there  may  be  some  mistake 
in  the  matter.  Nevertheless,  there  is  such  a  report,  and 
I  thought  it  best  to  tell  it  you.  But  you  may  be  well 
assured  that  the  wedding  cannot  go  on  till  the  affair  of 
Palm  Sunday  be  over;  and  I  advise  you  to  take  no  step 
till  we  learn  the  circumstances  of  the  matter,  for  cer- 
tainty is  most  desirable,  even  when  it  is  painful.  Go  you 
to  the  council-house,'  he  added,  after  a  pause,  'to  speak 
about  the  preparations  for  the  lists  in  the  North  Inch? 
You  will  be  welcome  there.' 

'No,  my  good  lord.' 
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'Well,  Smith,  I  judge  by  your  brief  answer  that  you 
are  discomposed  with  this  matter;  but,  after  all,  women 
are  weather-cocks,  that  is  the  truth  on't.  Solomon  and 
others  have  proved  it  before  you.' 

And  so  Sir  Patrick  Charteris  retired,  fully  convinced 
he  had  discharged  the  office  of  a  comforter  in  the  most 
satisfactory  manner. 

With  very  different  impressions  did  the  unfortimate 
lover  regard  the  tidings  and  listen  to  the  consoling  com- 
mentary. 

'The  provost,'  he  said  bitterly  to  himself,  'is  an  ex- 
cellent man ;  marry,  he  holds  his  knighthood  so  high,  that, 
if  he  speaks  nonsense,  a  poor  man  must  hold  it  sense, 
as  he  must  praise  dead  ale  if  it  be  handed  to  him  in  his 
lordship's  silver  flagon.  How  would  all  this  sound  in 
another  situation?  Suppose  I  were  rolling  down  the 
steep  descent  of  the  Corrichie  Dhu,  and  before  I  came 
to  the  edge  of  the  rock,  comes  my  Lord  Provost,  and 
cries,  "Henry,  there  is  a  deep  precipice,  and  I  grieve  to 
say  you  are  in  the  fair  way  of  rolling  over  it.  But  be  not 
downcast,  for  Heaven  may  send  a  stone  or  a  bush  to  stop 
your  progress.  However,  I  thought  it  would  be  comfort 
to  you  to  know  the  worst,  which  you  will  be  presently 
aware  of.  I  do  not  know  how  many  hundred  feet  deep 
the  precipice  descends,  but  you  may  form  a  judgment 
when  you  are  at  the  bottom,  for  certainty  is  certainty. 
And  harkye,  when  come  you  to  take  a  game  at  bowls?  " 
And  this  gossip  is  to  serve  instead  of  any  friendly  at- 
tempt to  save  the  poor  wight's  neck!  When  I  think  of 
this,  I  could  go  mad,  seize  my  hammer,  and  break  and 
destroy  all  around  me.  But  I  will  be  calm;  and  if  this 
Highland  kite,  who  calls  himself  a  falcon,  should  stoop 
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at  my  turtle-dove,  he  shall  know  whether  a  burgess  of 
Perth  can  draw  a  bow  or  not.' 

It  was  now  the  Thursday  before  the  fated  Palm  Sun- 
day, and  the  champions  on  either  side  were  expected  to 
arrive  the  next  day,  that  they  might  have  the  interval  of 
Saturday  to  rest,  refresh  themselves,  and  prepare  for  the 
combat.  Two  or  three  of  each  of  the  contending  parties 
were  detached  to  receive  directions  about  the  encamp- 
ment of  their  little  band,  and  such  other  instructions  as 
might  be  necessary  to  the  proper  ordering  of  the  field. 
Henry  was  not,  therefore,  surprised  at  seeing  a  tall  and 
powerful  Highlander  peering  anxiously  about  the  wynd 
in  which  he  lived,  in  the  manner  in  which  the  natives  of 
a  wild  country  examine  the  curiosities  of  one  that  is  more 
civilised.  The  smith's  heart  rose  against  the  man  on 
account  of  his  country,  to  which  our  Perth  burgher  bore 
a  natural  prejudice,  and  more  especially  as  he  observed 
the  individual  wear  the  plaid  peculiar  to  the  Clan  Qu- 
hele.  The  sprig  of  oak-leaves,  worked  in  silk,  intimated 
also  that  the  individual  was  one  of  those  personal  guards 
of  young  Eachin,  upon  whose  exertions  in  the  future 
battle  so  much  reliance  was  placed  by  those  of  their 
clan. 

Having  observed  so  much,  Henry  withdrew  into  his 
smithy,  for  the  sight  of  the  man  raised  his  passion;  and, 
knowing  that  the  Highlander  came  plighted  to  a  solemn 
combat,  and  could  not  be  the  subject  of  any  inferior 
quarrel,  he  was  resolved  at  least  to  avoid  friendly  inter- 
course with  him.  In  a  few  minutes,  however,  the  door  of 
the  smithy  flew  open,  and,  fluttering  in  his  tartans,  which 
greatly  magnified  his  actual  size,  the  Gael  entered  with 
the  haughty  step  of  a  man  conscious  of  a  personal  dig- 
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nity  superior  to  anything  which  he  is  likely  to  meet 
with.  He  stood  looking  around  him,  and  seemed  to  ex- 
pect to  be  received  with  courtesy  and  regarded  with 
wonder.  But  Henry  had  no  sort  of  inclination  to  indulge 
his  vanity,  and  kept  hammering  away  at  a  breastplate 
which  was  lying  upon  his  anvil  as  if  he  were  not  aware 
of  his  visitor's  presence. 

'You  are  the  Gow  Chrom?'  (the  bandy-legged  smith), 
said  the  Highlander. 

'Those  that  wish  to  be  crook-backed  call  me  so,' 
answered  Henry. 

'No  offence  meant,'  said  the  Highlander;  'but  her 
own  self  comes  to  buy  an  armour.' 

'Her  own  self's  bare  shanks  may  trot  hence  with 
her,'  answered  Henry;  'I  have  none  to  sell.' 

'If  it  was  not  within  two  days  of  Palm  Sunday,  her- 
self would  make  you  sing  another  song,'  retorted  the 
Gael. 

'And  being  the  day  it  is,'  said  Henry,  with  the  same 
contemptuous  indifference,  'I  pray  you  to  stand  out  of 
my  light.' 

'You  are  an  imcivil  person;  but  her  own  self  is^r  nan 
ord  too;  and  she  knows  the  smith  is  fiery  when  the  iron 
is  hot.' 

'If  her  nainsell  be  hammerman  hersell,  her  nainsell 
may  make  her  nain  harness,'  replied  Henry. 

'And  so  her  nainsell  would,  and  never  fash  you  for 
the  matter;  but  it  is  said,  Gow  Chrom,  that  you  sing  and 
whistle  tunes  over  the  swords  and  hamishes  that  you 
work,  that  have  power  to  make  the  blades  cut  steel- 
links  as  if  they  were  paper,  and  the  plate  and  mail  turn 
back  steel-lances  as  if  tiey  were  boddle  prins?' 
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'They  tell  your  ignorance  any  nonsense  that  Christian 
men  refuse  to  believe,'  said  Henry.  'I  whistle  at  my 
work  whatever  comes  uppermost,  like  an  honest  crafts- 
man, and  commonly  it  is  the  Highlandman's  "Och  hone 
for  Houghmanstares!"  ^  My  hammer  goes  naturally  to 
that  tune.' 

'  Friend,  it  is  but  idle  to  spur  a  horse  when  his  legs  are 
hamshackled,'  said  the  Highlander,  haughtily.  'Her  own 
self  cannot  fight  even  now,  and  there  is  little  gallantry 
in  taunting  her  thus.' 

'By  nails  and  hammer,  you  are  right  there,'  said  the 
smith,  altering  his  tone.  'But  speak  out  at  once,  friend, 
what  is  it  thou  wouldst  have  of  me?  I  am  in  no  humour 
for  dallying.' 

'A  hauberk  for  her  chief,  Eachin  Maclan,'  said  the 
Highlander. 

'You  are  a  hammerman,  you  say?  Are  you  a  judge  of 
this? '  said  our  smith,  producing  from  a  chest  the  mail 
shirt  on  which  he  had  been  lately  employed. 

The  Gael  handled  it  with  a  degree  of  admiration  which 
had  something  of  envy  in  it.  He  looked  curiously  at 
every  part  of  its  texture,  and  at  length  declared  it  the 
very  best  piece  of  armour  that  he  had  ever  seen. 

'A  himdred  cows  and  bidlocks  and  a  good  drift  of 
sheep  would  be  e'en  ower  cheap  an  offer,'  said  the  High- 
landman,  by  way  of  tentative;  'but  her  nainsell  will 
never  bid  thee  less,  come  by  them  how  she  can.' 

'It  is  a  fair  proffer,'  replied  Henry;  'but  gold  nor  gear 

wiU  never  buy  that  harness.  I  want  to  try  my  own  sword 

on  my  own  armour,  and  I  will  not  give  that  mail-coat 

to  any  but  one  who  will  face  me  for  the  best  of  three 

*  See  Note  12. 
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blows  and  a  thrust  in  the  fair  field;  and  it  is  your  chief's 
upon  these  terms.' 

'Hut,  prut,  man  —  take  a  drink  and  go  to  bed,'  said 
the  Highlander,  in  great  scorn.  'Are  ye  mad?  Think 
ye  the  captain  of  the  Clan  Quhele  will  be  brawling  and 
battling  with  a  bit  Perth  burgess  body  like  you?  Whisht, 
man,  and  hearken.  Her  nainsell  will  do  ye  mair  credit 
than  ever  belonged  to  your  kin.  She  will  fight  you  for 
the  fair  harness  herselL' 

'She  must  first  show  that  she  is  my  match,'  said 
Henry,  with  a  grim  smile. 

'How!  I,  one  of  Eachin  Maclan's  leichtach,  and  not 
your  match ! ' 

'You  may  try  me,  if  you  will.  You  say  you  are  a. fir 
nan  ord.   Do  you  know  how  to  cast  a  sledge-hammer? ' 

'Ay,  truly  —  ask  the  eagle  if  he  can  fly  over  Ferra- 
gon.' 

'But  before  you  strive  with  me,  you  must  first  try  a 
cast  with  one  of  my  leichtach.  Here,  Dunter,  stand  forth 
for  the  honour  of  Perth!  And  now,  Highlandman,  there 
stands  a  row  of  hammers;  choose  which  you  will,  and 
let  us  to  the  garden.' 

The  Highlander,  whose  name  was  Norman  nan  Ord, 
or  Norman  of  the  Hammer,  showed  his  title  to  the  epi- 
thet by  selecting  the  largest  hammet  of  the  set,  at  which 
Henry  smiled.  Dunter,  the  stout  journeyman  of  the 
smith,  made  what  was  called  a  prodigious  cast;  but  the 
Highlander,  making  a  desperate  effort,  threw  beyond  it 
by  two  or  three  feet,  and  looked  with  an  air  of  triumph 
to  Henry,  who  again  smiled  in  reply. 

'Will  you  mend  that?'  said  the  Gael,  offering  our 
smith  the  hammer. 
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'Not  with  that  child's  toy,'  said  Henry,  'which  has 
scarce  weight  to  fly  against  the  wind.  Jannekin,  fetch 
me  Sampson;  or  one  of  you  help  the  boy,  for  Sampson  is 
somewhat  ponderous.' 

The  hammer  now  produced  was  half  as  heavy  again 
as  that  which  the  Highlander  had  selected  as  one  of  un- 
usual weight.  Norman  stood  astonished;  but  he  was 
still  more  so  when  Henry,  taking  his  position,  swung  the 
ponderous  implement  far  behind  his  right  haimch  joint, 
and  dismissed  it  from  his  hand  as  if  it  had  flown  from  a 
war-like  engine.  The  air  groaned  and  whistled  as  the 
mass  flew  through  it.  Down  at  length  it  came,  and  the 
iron  head  sunk  a  foot  into  the  earth,  a  full  yard  beyond 
the  cast  of  Norman. 

The  Highlander,  defeated  and  mortified,  went  to  the 
spot  where  the  weapon  lay,  lifted  it,  poised  it  in  his  hand 
with  great  wonder,  and  examined  it  closely,  as  if  he  ex- 
pected to  discover  more  in  it  than  a  common  hammer. 
He  at  length  returned  it  to  the  owner  with  a  melancholy 
smile,  shrugging  his  shoulders  and  shaking  his  head  as 
the  smith  asked  him  whether  he  would  not  mend  his  cast. 

'Norman  has  lost  too  much  at  the  sport  already,'  he 
replied.  '  She  has  lost  her  own  name  of  the  Hammerer. 
But  does  her  own  self,  the  Gow  Chrom,  work  at  the  an- 
vil with  that  horse's  load  of  iron? ' 

'You  shall  see,  brother,'  said  Henry,  leading  the  way 
to  the  smithy.  'Dimter,'  he  said, '  rax  me  that  bar  from 
the  furnace';  and  uplifting  Sampson,  as  he  called  the 
monstrous  hammer,  he  plied  the  metal  with  a  hundred 
strokes  from  right  to  left  —  now  with  the  right  hand, 
now  with  the  left,  now  with  both,  with  so  much  strength 
at  once  and  dexterity,  that  he  worked  off  a  small  but 
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beautifully  proportioned  horse-shoe  in  half  the  time  that 
an  ordinary  smith  would  have  taken  for  the  same  pur- 
pose, using  a  more  manageable  implement. 

'Oigh  — oigh!'  said  the  Highlander,  'and  what  for 
would  you  be  fighting  with  our  young  chief,  who  is  far 
above  your  standard,  though  you  were  the  best  smith 
ever  wrought  with  wind  and  fire? ' 

'  Hark  you ! '  said  Henry ; '  you  seem  a  good  fellow,  and 
I'll  tell  you  the  truth.  Your  master  has  wronged  me, 
and  I  give  him  this  harness  freely  for  the  chance  of 
fighting  him  myself.' 

'Nay,  if  he  hath  wronged  you  he  must  meet  you,' 
said  the  life-guardsman.  'To  do  a  man  wrong  takes  the 
eagle's  feather  out  of  the  chief's  bonnet;  and  were  he 
the  first  in  the  Highlands,  and  to  be  sure  so  is  Eachin, 
he  must  fight  the  man  he  has  wronged,  or  else  a  rose 
falls  from  his  chaplet.' 

'Will  you  move  him  to  this,'  said  Henry,  'after  the 
fight  on  Sunday? ' 

'  Oh,  her  nainsell  will  do  her  best,  if  the  hawks  have 
not  got  her  nainsell's  bones  to  pick;  for  you  must  know, 
brother,  that  Clan  Chattan's  claws  pierce  rather  deep.' 

'The  armour  is  your  chief's  on  that  condition,'  said 
Henry; ' but  I  will  disgrace  him  before  a  king  and  court 
if  he  does  not  pay  me  the  price.' 

'Deil  a  fear  —  deil  a  fear;  I  will  bring  him  in  to  the 
barrace  myself,'  said  Norman,  'assuredly.' 

'You  will  do  me  a  pleasure,'  replied  Henry;  'and  that 
you  may  remember  your  promise,  I  will  bestow  on  you 
this  dirk.  Look  —  if  you  hold  it  truly,  and  can  strike 
between  the  mail-hood  and  the  collar  of  your  enemy, 
the  surgeon  will  be  needless.' 
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The  Highlander  was  lavish  in  his  expressions  of  grati- 
tude, and  took  his  leave. 

'  I  have  given  him  the  best  mail  harness  I  ever  wrought,' 
said  the  smith  to  himself,  rather  repenting  his  Hberality, 
'  for  the  poor  chance  that  he  will  bring  his  chief  into  a  fair 
field  with  me;  and  then  let  Catharine  be  his  who  can 
win  her  fairly.  But  much  I  dread  the  youth  will  find 
some  evasion,  unless  he  have  such  luck  on  Pahn  Sim- 
day  as  may  induce  him  to  try  another  combat.  That  is 
some  hope,  however;  for  I  have  often,  ere  now,  seen  a 
raw  young  fellow  shoot  up  after  his  first  fight  from 
a  dwarf  into  a  giant-queller.' 

Thus,  with  little  hope,  but  with  the  most  determined 
resolution,  Henry  Smith  awaited  the  time  that  should 
decide  his  fate.  What  made  him  augur  the  worst  was 
the  silence  both  of  the  glover  and  of  his  daughter.  '  They 
are  ashamed,'  he  said,  'to  confess  the  truth  to  me,  and 
therefore  they  are  silent.' 

Upon  the  Friday  at  noon,  the  two  bands  of  thirty  men 
each,  representing  the  contending  clans,  arrived  at  the 
several  points  where  they  were  to  halt  for  refreshments. 

The  Clan  Quhele  was  entertained  hospitably  at  the 
rich  abbey  of  Scone,  while  the  provost  regaled  their 
rivals  at  his  Castle  of  Kinfaims,  the  utmost  care  being 
taken  to  treat  both  parties  with  the  most  punctilious 
attention,  and  to  afford  neither  an  opportunity  of  com- 
plaining of  partiality.  All  points  of  etiquette  were,  in 
the  meanwhile,  discussed  and  settled  by  the  Lord  High 
Constable  Errol  and  the  young  Earl  of  Crawford,  the 
former  acting  on  the  part  of  the  Clan  Chattan  and  the 
latter  patronising  the  Clan  Quhele.    Messengers  were 
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passing  continually  from  the  one  earl  to  the  other,  and 
they  held  more  than  six  meetings  within  thirty  hours,  be- 
fore the  ceremonial  of  the  field  could  be  exactly  arranged. 

Meanwhile,  in  case  of  revival  of  ancient  quarrel,  many 
seeds  of  which  existed  betwixt  the  burghers  and  their 
mountain  neighbours,  a  proclamation  commanded  the 
citizens  not  to  approach  within  half  a  mile  of  the  place 
where  the  Highlanders  were  quartered;  while  on  their 
part  the  intended  combatants  were  prohibited  from  ap- 
proaching Perth  without  special  license.  Troops  were 
stationed  to  enforce  this  order,  who  did  their  charge  so 
scrupulously  as  to  prevent  Simon  Glover  himself,  bur- 
gess and  citizen  of  Perth,  from  approaching  the  town, 
because  he  owned  having  come  thither  at  the  same  time 
with  the  champions  of  Eachin  Maclan,  and  wore  a  plaid 
around  him  of  their  check  or  pattern.  This  interruption 
prevented  Simon  from  seeking  out  Henry  Wynd,  and 
possessing  him  with  a  true  knowledge  of  all  that  had 
happened  since  their  separation,  which  intercourse, 
had  it  taken  place,  must  have  materially  altered  the 
catastrophe  of  our  narrative. 

On  Saturday  afternoon  another  arrival  took  place, 
which  interested  the  city  almost  as  much  as  the  prepara- 
tions for  the  expected  combat.  This  was  the  approach 
of  the  Earl  Douglas,  who  rode  through  the  town  with 
a  troop  of  only  thirty  horse,  but  all  of  whom  were  knights 
and  gentlemen  of  the  first  consequence.  Men's  eyes  fol- 
lowed this  dreaded  peer  as  they  pursue  the  flight  of  an 
eagle  through  the  clouds,  unable  to  ken  the  course  of  the 
bird  of  Jove,  yet  silent,  attentive,  and  as  earnest  in 
observing  him  as  if  they  could  guess  the  object  for 
which  he  sweeps  through  the  firmament.  He  rode  slowly 
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through  the  city,  and  passed  out  at  the  northern  gate. 
He  next  alighted  at  the  Dominican  convent,  and  desired 
to  see  the  Duke  of  Albany.  The  Earl  was  introduced  in- 
stantly, and  received  by  the  Duke  with  a  manner  which 
was  meant,  to  be  graceful  and  conciliatory,  but  which 
could  not  conceal  both  art  and  inquietude.  When  the 
first  greetings  were  over,  the  Earl  said  with  great 
gravity,  'I  bring  you  melancholy  news.  Your  Grace's 
royal  nephew,  the  Duke  of  Rothsay,  is  no  more,  and 
I  fear  hath  perished  by  some  foul  practices.' 

'Practices!'  said  the  Duke,  in  confusion  —  'what 
practices?  Who  dared  practise  on  the  heir  of  the  Scot- 
tish throne? ' 

'  'T  is  not  for  me  to  state  how  these  doubts  arise,'  said 
Douglas;  'but  men  say  the  eagle  was  killed  with  an  ar- 
row fledged  from  his  own  wing,  and  the  oak  trunk  rent 
by  a  wedge  of  the  same  wood.' 

'Earl  of  Douglas,'  said  the  Duke  of  Albany,  'I  am  no 
reader  of  riddles.' 

'Nor  am  I  a  propoiuider  of  them,'  said  Douglas, 
haughtily.  'Your  Grace  will  find  particulars  in  these 
papers  worthy  of  perusal.  I  will  go  for  half  an  hour  to 
the  cloister  garden,^  and  then  rejoin  you.' 

'You  go  not  to  the  Bang,  my  lord?'  said  Albany. 

'No,'  answered  Douglas;  'I  trust  your  Grace  will 
agree  with  me  that  we  should  conceal  this  great  family 
misfortune  from  our  sovereign  till  the  business  of  to- 
morrow be  decided.' 

'I  wiUingly  agree,'  said  Albany.  'If  the  King  heard 
of  this  loss,  he  could  not  witness  the  combat;  and  if  he 
appear  not  in  person,  these  men  are  likely  to  refuse  to 

1  See  Note  13. 
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fight,  and  the  whole  work  is  cast  loose.  But  I  pray  you 
sit  down,  my  lord,  while  I  read  these  melancholy  papers 
respecting  poor  Rothsay.' 

He  passed  the  papers  through  his  hands,  turning  some 
over  with  a  hasty  glance,  and  dwelhng  on  others  as  if 
their  contents  had  been  of  the  last  importance.  When  he 
had  spent  nearly  a  quarter  of  an  hour  in  this  manner, 
he  raised  his  eyes,  and  said  very  gravely,  'My  lord,  m 
these  most  melancholy  documents,  it  is  yet  a  comfort 
to  see  nothing  which  can  renew  the  divisions  in  the  King's 
councils,  which  were  settled  by  the  last  solemn  agree- 
ment between  your  lordship  and  myself.  My  unhappy 
nephew  was  by  that  agreement  to  be  set  aside,  until 
time  should  send  him  a  graver  judgment.  He  is  now  re- 
moved by  Fate,  and  our  purpose  in  that  matter  is  antici- 
pated and  rendered  unnecessary.' 

'If  your  Grace,'  replied  the  Earl,  'sees  nothing  to 
disturb  the  good  understanding  which  the  tranquillity 
and  safety  of  Scotland  require  should  exist  between  us, 
I  am  not  so  ill  a  friend  of  my  country  as  to  look  closely 
for  such.' 

'I  understand  you,  my  Lord  of  Douglas,'  said  Albany, 
eagerly.  'You  hastily  judged  that  I  should  be  offended 
with  your  lordship  for  exercising  your  powers  of  lieuten- 
ancy, and  punishing  the  detestable  murderers  within  my 
territory  of  Falkland.  Credit  me,  on  the  contrary,  I  am 
obliged  to  your  lordship  for  taking  out  of  my  hands  the 
punishment  of  these  wretches,  as  it  would  have  broken 
my  heart  even  to  have  looked  on  them.  The  Scottish 
Parliament  will  inquire,  doubtless,  into  this  sacrilegious 
deed ;  and  happy  am  I  that  the  avenging  sword  has  been 
in  the  hand  of  a  man  so  important  as  your  lordship.  Our 
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communication  together,  as  your  lordship  must  well 
recollect,  bore  only  concerning  a  proposed  restraint  of 
my  unfortunate  nephew  until  the  advance  of  a  year  or 
two  had  taught  him  discretion? ' 

'Such  was  certainly  your  Grace's  purpose,  as  expressed 
to  me,'  said  the  Earl;  'I  can  safely  avouch  it.' 

'Why,  then,  noble  earl,  we  cannot  be  censured  because 
villains,  for  their  own  revengeful  ends,  appear  to  have 
engrafted  a  bloody  termination  on  our  honest  purpose?' 

'The  Parliament  will  judge  it  after  their  wisdom,'  said 
Douglas.   'For  my  part,  my  conscience  acquits  me.' 

'And  mine  assoilzies  me,'  said  the  Duke  with  solem- 
nity. 'Now,  my  lord,  touching  the  custody  of  the  boy 
James,^  who  succeeds  to  his  father's  claims  of  inherit- 
ance? ' 

'The  King  must  decide  it,'  said  Douglas,  impatient 
of  the  conference.  'I  will  consent  to  his  residence  any- 
where save  at  Stirling,  Doune,  or  Falkland.' 

With  that  he  left  the  apartment  abruptly. 

'He  is  gone,'  muttered  the  crafty  Albany,  'and  he 
must  be  my  ally,  yet  feels  himself  disposed  to  be  my 
mortal  foe.  No  matter,  Rothsay  sleeps  with  his  fathers, 
James  may  follow  in  time,  and  then  —  a  crown  is  the 
recompense  of  my  perplexities.' 

1  Second  son  of  Robert  III,  brother  of  the  unfortunate  Duke  of 
Rothsay,  and  afterwards  King  James  I  of  Scotland. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV 

Thretty  for  thretty  faucht  in  baneris, 
At  Sanct  Jobnstoun  on  a  day  besyde  the  black  freris. 

WYNTOnN. 

Palm  Sunday  now  dawned.  At  an  earlier  period  of  the 
Christian  Church,  the  use  of  any  of  the  days  of  Passion 
Week  for  the  purpose  of  combat  would  have  been  ac- 
counted a  profanity  worthy  of  excommunication.  The 
Church  of  Rome,  to  her  infinite  honour,  had  decided  that 
during  the  holy  season  of  Easter,  when  the  redemption 
of  man  from  his  fallen  state  was  accomplished,  the  sword 
of  war  should  be  sheathed,  and  angry  monarchs  should 
respect  the  season  termed  the  Truce  of  God.  The  fe- 
rocious violence  of  the  latter  wars  betwixt  Scotland  and 
England  had  destroyed  all  observance  of  this  decent  and 
religious  ordinance.  Very  often  the  most  solemn  occa- 
sions were  chosen  by  one  party  for  an  attack,  because 
they  hoped  to  find  the  other  engaged  in  religious  duties 
and  tmprovided  for  defence.  Thus  the  truce,  once  con- 
sidered as  proper  to  the  season,  had  been  discontinued; 
and  it  became  not  imusual  even  to  select  the  sacred  fes- 
tivals of  the  church  for  decision  of  the  trial  by  combat, 
to  which  this  intended  contest  bore  a  considerable  re- 
semblance. 

On  the  present  occasion,  however,  the  duties  of  the 
day  were  observed  with  the  usual  solemnity,  and  the 
combatants  themselves  took  share  in  them.  Bearing 
branches  of  yew  in  their  hands,  as  the  readiest  substitute 
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for  palm  boughs,  they  marched  respectively  to  the  Do- 
minican and  Carthusian  convents,  to  hear  High  Mass, 
and,  by  a  show  at  least  of  devotion,  to  prepare  them- 
selves for  the  bloody  strife  of  the  day.  Great  care  had  of 
course  been  taken  that,  during  this  march,  they  should 
not  even  come  within  the  sound  of  each  other's  bagpipes; 
for  it  was  certain  that,  like  game-cocks  exchanging  mu- 
tual notes  of  defiance,  they  would  have  sought  out  and 
attacked  each  other  before  they  arrived  at  the  place  of 
combat. 

The  citizens  of  Perth  crowded  to  see  the  unusual  pro- 
cession on  the  streets,  and  thronged  the  churches  where 
the  two  clans  attended  their  devotions,  to  witness  their 
behaviour,  and  to  form  a  judgment  from  their  appear- 
ance which  was  most  likely  to  obtain  the  advantage  in 
the  approaching  conflict.  Their  demeanour  in  the  church, 
although  not  habitual  frequenters  of  places  of  devotion, 
was  perfectly  decorous;  and,  notwithstanding  their  wild 
and  untamed  dispositions,  there  were  few  of  the  moun- 
taineers who  seemed  affected  either  with  curiosity  or 
wonder.  They  appeared  to  think  it  beneath  their  dig- 
nity of  character  to  testify  either  curiosity  or  surprise 
at  many  things  which  were  probably  then  presented 
to  them  for  the  first  time. 

On  the  issue  of  the  combat,  few  even  of  the  most  com- 
petent judges  dared  venture  a  prediction;  although  the 
great  size  of  Torquil  and  his  eight  stalwart  sons  induced 
some  who  professed  themselves  judges  of  the  thews  and 
sinews  of  men  to  incline  to  ascribe  the  advantage  to  the 
party  of  the  Clan  Quhele.  The  opinion  of  the  female  sex 
was  much  decided  by  the  handsome  form,  noble  coun- 
tenance, and  gallant  demeanour  of  Eachui  Maclan. 
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There  were  more  than  one  who  imagined  they  had  recol- 
lection of  his  features;  but  his  splendid  military  attire 
rendered  the  humble  glover's  apprentice  unrecognisable 
in  the  young  Highland  chief,  saving  by  one  person. 

That  person,  as  may  well  be  supposed,  was  the  Smith 
of  the  Wynd,  who  had  been  the  foremost  in  the  crowd 
that  thronged  to  see  the  gallant  champions  of  Clan 
Quhele.  It  was  with  mingled  feelings  of  dislike,  jealousy, 
and  something  approaching  to  admiration  that  he  saw 
the  glover's  apprentice  stripped  of  his  mean  slough, 
and  blazing  forth  as  a  chieftain,  who,  by  his  quick  eye 
and  gallant  demeanour,  the  noble  shape  of  his  brow  and 
throat,  his  splendid  arms  and  well-proportioned  limbs, 
seemed  well  worthy  to  hold  the  foremost  rank  among 
men  selected  to  live  or  die  for  the  honour  of  their  race. 
The  smith  could  hardly  think  that  he  looked  upon  the 
same  passionate  boy  whom  he  had  brushed  off  as  he 
might  a  wasp  that  stung  him,  and,  in  mere  compassion, 
forebore  to  despatch  by  treading  on  him. 

'He  looks  it  gallantly  with  my  noble  hauberk,'  thus 
muttered  Henry  to  himself,  'the  best  I  ever  wrought. 
Yet,  if  he  and  I  stood  together  where  there  was  neither 
hand  to  help  nor  eye  to  see,  by  all  that  is  blessed  in  this 
holy  church,  the  good  harness  should  return  to  its  owner ! 
All  that  I  am  worth  would  I  give  for  three  fair  blows  on 
his  shoulders  to  imdo  my  own  best  work ;  but  such  happi- 
ness will  never  be  mine.  If  he  escape  from  the  conflict, 
it  will  be  with  so  high  a  character  for  courage,  that  he 
may  well  disdain  to  put  his  fortime,  in  its  freshness,  to 
the  risk  of  an  encounter  with  a  poor  burgess  like  myself. 
He  will  fight  by  his  champion,  and  turn  me  over  to  my 
fellow-craftsman  the  hammerer,  when  all  I  can  reap  will 
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be  the  pleasure  of  knocking  a  Highland  bullock  on  the 
head.  If  I  could  but  see  Simon  Glover!  I  will  to  the 
other  church  in  quest  of  him,  since  for  sure  he  must  have 
come  down  from  the  Highlands.' 

The  congregation  was  moving  from  the  church  of  the 
Dominicans  when  the  smith  formed  this  determination, 
which  he  endeavoured  to  carry  into  speedy  execution, 
by  thrusting  through  the  crowd  as  hastily  as  the  solem- 
nity of  the  place  and  occasion  would  permit.  In  making 
his  way  through  the  press,  he  was  at  one  instant  carried 
so  close  to  Eachin  that  their  eyes  encountered.  The 
smith's  hardy  and  embrowned  countenance  coloured  up 
like  the  heated  iron  on  which  he  wrought,  and  retained 
its  dark  red  hue  for  several  minutes.  Eachin's  features 
glowed  with  a  brighter  blush  of  indignation,  and  a  glance 
of  fiery  hatred  was  shot  from  his  eyes.  But  the  sudden 
flush  died  away  in  ashy  paleness,  and  his  gaze  instantly 
avoided  the  vmfriendly  but  steady  look  with  which  it 
was  encountered. 

Torquil,  whose  eye  never  quitted  his  foster-son,  saw  his 
emotion,  and  looked  anxiously  around  to  discover  the 
cause.  But  Henry  was  already  at  a  distance,  and  hasten- 
ing on  his  way  to  the  Carthusian  convent.  Here  also  the 
religious  service  was  ended;  and  those  who  had  so  lately 
borne  palms  in  honour  of  the  great  event  which  brought 
peace  on  earth  and  good-will  to  the  children  of  men  were 
now  streaming  to  the  place  of  combat  —  some  prepared 
to  take  the  lives  of  their  fellow-creatures  or  to  lose  their 
own,  others  to  view  the  deadly  strife  with  the  savage  de- 
light which  the  heathens  took  in  the  contests  of  their 
gladiators. 

The  crowd  was  so  great  that  any  other  person  might 
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well  have  despaired  of  mabng  way  through  it.  But  the 
general  deference  entertained  for  Henry  of  the  Wynd,  as 
the  champion  of  Perth,  and  the  universal  sense  of  his 
abihty  to  force  a  passage,  induced  all  to  unite  in  yielding 
room  for  him,  so  that  he  was  presently  quite  close  to  the 
warriors  of  the  Clan  Chattan.  Their  pipers  marched  at 
the  head  of  their  column.  Next  followed  their  well- 
known  banner,  displaying  a  mountain-cat  rampant,  with 
the  appropriate  caution  —  'Touch  not  the  cat  but  {i.e. 
without)  the  glove.'  The  chief  followed  with  his  two- 
handed  sword  advanced,  as  if  to  protect  the  emblem  of 
the  tribe.  He  was  a  man  of  middle  stature,  more  than 
fifty  years  old,  but  betraying  neither  in  features  nor 
form  any  decay  of  strength  or  symptoms  of  age.  His 
dark  red  close-curled  locks  were  in  part  chequered  by  a 
few  grizzled  hairs,  but  his  step  and  gesture  were  as 
light  in  the  dance,  in  the  chase,  or  in  the  battle  as  if  he 
had  not  passed  his  thirtieth  year.  His  grey  eye  gleamed 
with  a  wild  light  expressive  of  valour  and  ferocity 
mingled;  but  wisdom  and  experience  dwelt  on  the  ex- 
pression of  his  forehead,  eyebrows,  and  lips.  The  chosen 
champions  followed  by  two  and  two.  There  was  a  cast 
of  anxiety  on  several  of  their  faces,  for  they  had  that 
morning  discovered  the  absence  of  one  of  their  appointed 
number;  and,  in  a  contest  so  desperate  as  was  expected, 
the  loss  seemed  a  matter  of  importance  to  all  save  to 
their  high-mettled  chief,  MacGillie  Chattanach. 

'Say  nothing  to  the  Saxons  of  his  absence,'  said  this 
bold  leader,  when  the  diminution  of  his  force  was  re- 
ported to  him.  'The  false  Lowland  tongues  might  say 
that  one  of  Clan  Chattan  was  a  coward,  and  perhaps 
that  the  rest  favoured  his  escape,  in  order  to  have  a  pre- 
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tence  to  avoid  the  battle.  I  am  sure  that  Ferquhard 
Day  will  be  found  in  the  ranks  ere  we  are  ready  for 
battle;  or,  if  he  should  not,  am  not  I  man  enough  for 
two  of  the  Clan  Quhele?  or  would  we  not  fight  them  fif- 
teen to  thirty,  rather  than  lose  the  renown  that  this 
day  will  bring  us? ' 

The  tribe  received  the  brave  speech  of  their  leader 
with  applause,  yet  there  were  anxious  looks  thrown  out 
in  hopes  of  espying  the  return  of  the  deserter;  and  per- 
haps the  chief  himself  was  the  only  one  of  the  determined 
band  who  was  totally  indifferent  on  the  subject. 

They  marched  on  through  the  streets  without  seeing 
anything  of  Ferquhard  Day,  who,  many  a  mile  beyond 
the  mountains,  was  busied  in  receiving  such  indemni- 
fication as  successful  love  could  bestow  for  the  loss  of 
honour.  MacGillie  Chattanach  marched  on  without 
seeming  to  observe  the  absence  of  the  deserter,  and  en- 
tered upon  the  North  Inch,  a  beautiful  and  level  plain, 
closely  adjacent  to  the  city,  and  appropriated  to  the 
martial  exercises  of  the  inhabitants. 

The  plain  is  washed  on  one  side  by  the  deep  and  swell- 
ing Tay.  There  was  erected  within  it  a  strong  palisade, 
inclosing  on  three  sides  a  space  of  one  hundred  and  fifty 
yards  in  length  and  seventy-four  yards  in  width.  The 
fourth  side  of  the  lists  was  considered  as  sufficiently 
fenced  by  the  river.  An  amphitheatre  for  the  accommo- 
dation of  spectators  surrounded  the  palisade,  leaving  a 
large  space  free  to  be  occupied  by  armed  men  on  foot 
and  horseback,  and  for  the  more  ordinary  class  of  spec- 
tators. At  the  extremity  of  the  lists  which  was  nearest 
to  the  dty,  there  was  a  range  of  elevated  galleries  for 
the  King  and  his  courtiers,  so  highly  decorated  with  rus- 
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tic  treillage,  intermingled  with  gilded  ornaments,  that 
the  spot  retains  to  this  day  the  name  of  the  Golden,  or 
Gilded,  Arbour. 

The  mountain  minstrelsy,  which  sounded  the  appro- 
priate pibrochs  or  battle-tunes  of  the  rival  confedera- 
cies, was  silent  when  they  entered  on  the  Inch,  for  such 
was  the  order  which  had  been  given.  Two  stately  but 
aged  warriors,  each  bearing  the  banner  of  his  tribe,  ad- 
vanced to  the  opposite  extremities  of  the  Ksts,  and, 
pitching  their  standards  into  the  earth,  prepared  to  be 
spectators  of  a  fight  in  which  they  were  not  to  join.  The 
pipers,  who  were  also  to  be  neutral  in  the  strife,  took  their 
places  by  their  respective  brattachs. 

The  multitude  received  both  bands  with  the  same 
general  shout,  with  which  on  similar  occasions  they 
welcome  those  from  whose  exertion  they  expect  amuse- 
ment, or  what  they  term  sport.  The  destined  combat- 
ants returned  no  answer  to  this  greeting,  but  each  party 
advanced  to  the  opposite  extremities  of  the  hsts,  where 
were  entrances  by  which  they  were  to  be  admitted  to 
the  interior.  A  strong  body  of  men-at-arms  guarded 
either  access ;  and  the  Earl  Marshal  at  the  one  and  the 
Lord  High  Constable  at  the  other  carefully  examined 
each  individual,  to  see  whether  he  had  the  appropriate 
arms,  being  steel-cap,  mail-shirt,  two-handed  sword,  and 
dagger.  They  also  examined  the  numbers  of  each  party; 
and  great  was  the  alarm  among  the  multitude  when  the 
Earl  of  Errol  held  up  his  hand  and  cried  —  'Ho!  The 
combat  cannot  proceed,  for  the  Clan  Chattan  lack  one  of 
their  number.' 

'What  reck  of  that?'  said  the  young  Earl  of  Crawford; 
'they  should  have  coimted  better  ere  they  left  home.' 
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The  Earl  Marshal,  however,  agreed  with  the  Con- 
stable that  the  fight  could  not  proceed  until  the  inequal- 
ity should  be  removed;  and  a  general  apprehension  was 
excited  in  the  assembled  multitude  that,  after  all  the 
preparation,  there  would  be  no  battle. 

Of  all  present  there  were  only  two  perhaps  who  re- 
joiced at  the  prospect  of  the  combat  being  adjourned, 
and  these  were  the  captain  of  the  Clan  Quhele  and  the 
tender-hearted  King  Robert.  Meanwhile  the  two  chiefs, 
each  attended  by  a  special  friend  and  adviser,  met  in 
the  midst  of  the  lists,  having,  to  assist  them  in  deter- 
mining what  was  to  be  done,  the  Earl  Marshal,  the  Lord 
High  Constable,  the  Earl  of  Crawford,  and  Sir  Patrick 
Charteris.  The  chief  of  the  Clan  Chattan  declared  him- 
self willing  and  desirous  of  fighting  upon  the  spot,  with- 
out regard  to  the  disparity  of  numbers. 

'That,'  said  Torquil  of  the  Oak,  'Clan  Quhele  will 
never  consent  to.  You  can  never  win  honour  from  us 
with  the  sword,  and  you  seek  but  a  subterfuge,  that  you 
may  say  when  you  are  defeated,  as  you  know  you  will 
be,  that  it  was  for  want  of  the  number  of  your  band  fully 
counted  out.  But  I  make  a  proposal:  Ferquhard  Day 
was  the  youngest  of  your  band,  Eachin  Maclan  is  the 
youngest  of  ours;  we  will  set  him  aside  in  place  of  the 
man  who  has  fled  from  the  combat.' 

'A  most  unjust  and  imequal  proposal,'  exclaimed 
Toshach  Beg,  the  second,  as  he  might  be  termed,  of  Mac- 
Gillie  Chattanach.  'The  life  of  the  chief  is  to  the  clan 
the  breath  of  our  nostrils,  nor  will  we  ever  consent  that 
our  chief  shall  be  exposed  to  dangers  which  the  captain 
of  Clan  Quhele  does  not  share.' 

Torquil  saw  with  deep  anxiety  that  his  plan  was  about 
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to  fail  when  the  objection  was  made  to  Hector's  being 
withdrawn  from  the  battle,  and  he  was  meditating  how 
to  support  his  proposal,  when  Eachin  himself  interfered. 
His  timidity,  it  must  be  observed,  was  not  of  that  sordid 
and  selfish  nature  which  induces  those  who  are  infected 
by  it  calmly  to  submit  to  dishonour  rather  than  risk  dan- 
ger. On  the  contrary,  he  was  morally  brave,  though  con- 
stitutionally timid,  and  the  shame  of  avoiding  the  com- 
bat became  at  the  moment  more  powerful  than  the  fear 
of  facing  it. 

'I  will  not  hear,'  he  said,  'of  a  scheme  which  will 
leave  my  sword  sheathed  during  this  day's  glorious 
combat.  If  I  am  young  in  arms,  there  are  enough  of 
brave  men  aroxmd  me  whom  I  may  imitate  if  I  cannot 
equal.' 

He  spoke  these  words  in  a  spirit  which  imposed  on 
Torquil,  and  perhaps  on  the  young  chief  himself. 

'Now,  God  bless  his  noble  heart!'  said  the  foster- 
father  to  himself.    'I  was  sure  the  foul  spell  would  be' 
broken  through,  and  that  the  tardy  spirit  which  besieged 
him  would  fly  at  the  sound  of  the  pipe  and  the  first  flut- 
ter of  the  brattach!' 

'Hear  me,  Lord  Marshal,'  said  the  Constable.  'The 
hour  of  combat  may  not  be  much  longer  postponed,  for 
the  day  approaches  to  high  noon.  Let  the  chief  of  Clan 
Chattan  take  the  half-hour  which  remains,  to  find,  if  he 
can,  a  substitute  for  this  deserter;  if  he  cannot,  let  them 
fight  as  they  stand.' 

'Content  I  am,'  said  the  Marshal,  'though,  as  none 
of  his  own  clan  are  nearer  than  fifty  miles,  I  see  not 
how  MacGilUe  Chattanach  is  to  find  an  auxiliary.' 

'That  is  his  business,'  said  the  High  Constable;  'but, 
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if  he  offers  a  high  reward,  there  are  enough  of  stout  yeo- 
men surroimding  the  lists,  who  will  be  glad  enough  to 
stretch  their  limbs  in  such  a  game  as  is  expected.  I  my- 
self, did  my  quality  and  charge  permit,  would  blythely 
take  a  turn  of  work  amongst  these  wild  fellows,  and 
think  it  fame  won.' 

They  communicated  their  decision  to  the  Highlanders, 
and  the  chief  of  the  Clan  Chattan  replied  —  'You  have 
judged  impartially  and  nobly,  my  lords,  and  I  deem  my- 
self obliged  to  follow  your  direction.  So  make  proclama- 
tion, heralds,  that,  if  any  one  will  take  his  share  with 
Clan  Chattan  of  the  honours  and  chances  of  this  day, 
he  shall  have  present  payment  of  a  gold  crown,  and  lib- 
erty to  fight  to  the  death  in  my  ranks.' 

'You  are  something  chary  of  your  treasure,  chief,'  said 
the  Earl  Marshal:  'a  gold  crown  is  poor  payment  for 
such  a  campaign  as  is  before  you.' 

'If  there  be  any  man  willing  to  fight  for  honour,'  re- 
plied MacGillie  Chattanach,  'the  price  will  be  enough; 
and  I  want  not  the  service  of  a  fellow  who  draws  his 
sword  for  gold  alone.' 

The  heralds  had  made  their  progress,  moving  half- 
way round  the  lists,  stopping  from  time  to  time  to  make 
proclamation  as  they  had  been  directed,  without  the 
least  apparent  disposition  on  the  part  of  any  one  to  ac- 
cept of  the  proffered  enlistment.  Some  sneered  at  the 
poverty  of  the  Highlanders,  who  set  so  mean  a  price  upon 
such  a  desperate  service.  Others  affected  resentment, 
that  they  should  esteem  the  blood  of  citizens  so  lightly. 
None  showed  the  slightest  intention  to  xmdertake  the 
task  proposed,  until  the  sound  of  the  proclamation 
reached  Henry  of  the  Wynd,  as  he  stood  without  the  bar- 
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rier,  speaking  from  time  to  time  with  Bailie  Craigdallie, 
or  rather  listening  vaguely  to  what  the  magistrate  was 
saying  to  him. 

'Ha!  what  proclaim  they?'  he  cried  out. 

'A  liberal  offer  on  the  part  of  MacGillie  Chattanach,' 
said  the  host  of  the  Grifl&n,  'who  proposes  a  gold  crown 
to  any  one  who  will  turn  wildcat  for  the  day,  and  be 
killed  a  little  in  his  service!  That's  all.' 

'How!'  exclaimed  the  smith,  eagerly,  'do  they  make 
proclamation  for  a  man  to  fight  against  the  Clan 
Quhele?' 

'Ay,  marry  do  they,'  said  Grifl&n;  'but  I  think  they 
will  find  no  such  fools  in  Perth.' 

He  had  hardly  said  the  word,  when  he  beheld  the 
smith  clear  the  barriers  at  a  single  bound  and  alight  in 
the  lists,  saying,  'Here  am  I,  sir  herald,  Henry  of  the 
Wynd,  willing  to  do  battle  on  the  part  of  the  Clan 
Chattan.' 

A  cry  of  admiration  ran  through  the  multitude,  while 
the  grave  burghers,  not  being  able  to  conceive  the  slight- 
est reason  for  Henry's  behaviour,  concluded  that  his  head 
must  be  absolutely  turned  with  the  love  of  fighting.  The 
provost  was  especially  shocked. 

'Thou  art  mad,'  he  said,  'Henry!  Thou  hast  neither 
two-handed  sword  nor  shirt  of  mail.' 

'Truly,  no,'  said  Henry,  'for  I  parted  with  a  mail- 
shirt,  which  I  had  made  for  myself,  to  yonder  gay  chief 
of  the  Clan  Quhele,  who  will  soon  find  on  his  shoulders 
with  what  sort  of  blows  I  chnk  my  rivets!  As  for  two- 
handed  sword,  why,  this  boy's  brand  will  serve  my  turn 
till  I  can  master  a  heavier  one.' 

'This  must  not  be,'  said  Errol.  'Hark  thee,  armourer, 
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by  St.  Mary,  thou  shalt  have  my  Milan  hauberk  and 
good  Spanish  sword.' 

'I  thank  your  noble  earlship,  Sir  Gilbert  Hay,  but 
the  yoke  with  which  your  brave  ancestor  turned  the 
battle  at  Loncarty  would  serve  my  turn  well  enough.  I 
am  little  used  to  sword  or  harness  that  I  have  not 
wrought  myself,  because  I  do  not  well  know  what  blows 
the  one  will  bear  out  without  being  cracked  or  the  other 
lay  on  without  snapping.' 

The  cry  had  in  the  meanwhile  run  through  the  multi- 
tude and  passed  into  the  town,  that  the  dauntless  smith 
was  about  to  fight  without  armour,  when,  just  as  the 
fated  hour  was  approaching,  the  shrill  voice  of  a  female 
was  heard  screaming  for  passage  through  the  crowd.  The 
multitude  gave  place  to  her  importunity,  and  she  ad- 
vanced, breathless  with  haste,  under  the  burden  of  a 
mail  hauberk  and  a  large  two-handed  sword.  The  widow 
of  Oliver  Proudfute  was  soon  recognised,  and  the  arms 
which  she  bore  were  those  of  the  smith  himself,  which, 
occupied  by  her  husband  on  the  fatal  evening  when  he 
was  murdered,  had  been  naturally  conveyed  to  his  house 
with  the  dead  body,  and  were  now,  by  the  exertions  of 
his  grateful  widow,  brought  to  the  lists  at  a  moment 
when  such  proved  weapons  were  of  the  last  consequence 
to  their  owner.  Henry  joyfully  received  the  well-known 
arms,  and  the  widow  with  trembling  haste  assisted  in 
putting  them  on,  and  then  took  leave  of  him,  saying, 
'  God  for  the  champion  of  the  widow  and  orphan,  and 
ill  luck  to  all  who  come  before  him!' 

Confident  at  feeling  himself  in  his  well-proved  armour, 
Henry  shook  himself  as  if  to  settle  the  steel  shirt  around 
him,  and,  imsheathing  the  two-handed  sword,  made  it 
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flourish  over  his  head,  cutting  the  air  through  which  it 
whistled  in  the  form  of  the  figure  eight  with  an  ease  and 
slight  of  hand  that  proved  how  powerfully  and  skilfully 
he  could  wield  the  ponderous  weapon.  The  champions 
were  now  ordered  to  march  in  their  turns  around  the 
lists,  crossing  so  as  to  avoid  meeting  each  other,  and 
making  obeisance  as  they  passed  the  Golden  Arbour 
where  the  King  was  seated. 

While  this  course  was  performing,  most  of  the  spec- 
tators were  again  curiously  comparing  the  stature,  limbs, 
and  sinews  of  the  two  parties,  and  endeavouring  to  form 
a  conjecture  as  to  the  probable  issue  of  the  combat.  The 
feud  of  a  hundred  years,  with  all  its  acts  of  aggression 
and  retaliation,  was  concentrated  in  the  bosom  of  each 
combatant.  Their  coimtenances  seemed  fiercely  written 
into  the  wildest  expression  of  pride,  hate,  and  a  des- 
perate purpose  of  fighting  to  the  very  last. 

The  spectators  murmured  a  joyful  applause,  in  high- 
wrought  expectation  of  the  bloody  game.  Wagers  were 
offered  and  accepted  both  on  the  general  issue  of  the  con- 
flict and  on  the  feats  of  particular  champions.  The  clear, 
frank,  and  elated  look  of  Henry  Smith  rendered  him  a 
general  favourite  among  the  spectators,  and  odds,  to  use 
the  modem  expression,  were  taken  that  he  would  kill 
three  of  his  opponents  before  he  himself  fell.  Scarcely 
was  the  smith  equipped  for  the  combat,  when  the  com- 
mands of  the  chiefs  ordered  the  champions  into  their 
places;  and  at  the  same  moment  Henry  heard  the  voice 
of  Simon  Glover  issuing  from  the  crowd,  who  were  now 
silent  with  expectation,  and  calling  on  him,  'Harry 
Smith  —  Harry  Smith,  what  madness  hath  possessed 
thee?' 
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'Ay,  he  wishes  to  save  his  hopeful  son-in-law  that  is, 
or  is  to  be,  from  the  smith's  handling,'  was  Henry's  first 
thought;  his  second  was  to  turn  and  speak  with  him; 
and  his  third,  that  he  could  on  no  pretext  desert  the 
band  which  he  had  joined,  or  even  seem  desirous  to  delay 
the  fight,  consistently  with  honour. 

He  turned  himself,  therefore,  to  the  business  of  the 
hour.  Both  parties  were  disposed  by  the  respective  chiefs 
in  three  lines,  each  containing  ten  men.  They  were  ar- 
ranged with  such  intervals  between  each  individual  as 
offered  him  scope  to  wield  his  sword,  the  blade  of  which 
was  five  feet  long,  not  including  the  handle.  The  second 
and  third  lines  were  to  come  up  as  reserves,  in  case  the 
first  experienced  disaster.  On  the  right  of  the  array  of 
Clan  Quhele,  the  chief,  Eachin  Maclan,  placed  himself 
in  the  second  line  betwixt  two  of  his  foster-brothers. 
Four  of  them  occupied  the  right  of  the  first  line,  whilst  the 
father  and  two  others  protected  the  rear  of  the  beloved 
chieftain.  Torquil,  in  particular,  kept  close  behind,  for 
the  purpose  of  covering  him.  Thus  Eachin  stood  in  the 
centre  of  nine  of  the  strongest  men  of  his  band,  having 
four  especial  defenders  in  front,  one  on  each  hand,  and 
three  in  his  rear. 

The  line  of  the  Clan  Chattan  was  arranged  in  precisely 
the  same  order,  only  that  the  chief  occupied  the  centre 
of  the  middle  rank,  instead  of  being  on  the  extreme  right. 
This  induced  Henry  Smith,  who  saw  in  the  opposing 
bands  only  one  enemy,  and  that  was  the  \mhappy  Eachin, 
to  propose  placing  himself  on  the  left  of  the  front  rank  of 
the  Clan  Chattan.  But  the  leader  disapproved  of  this 
arrangement;  and  having  reminded  Henry  that  he  owed 
him  obedience,  as  having  taken  wages  at  his  hand,  he 
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commanded  him  to  occupy  the  space  in  the  third  line  im- 
mediately behind  himself  —  a  post  of  honour,  certainly, 
which  Henry  could  not  decline,  though  he  accepted  of 
it  with  reluctance. 

When  the  clans  were  thus  drawn  up  opposed  to  each 
other,  they  intimated  their  feudal  animosity  and  their 
eagerness  to  engage  by  a  wild  scream,  which,  uttered  by 
the  Clan  Quhele,  was  answered  and  echoed  back  by  the 
Clan  Chattan,  the  whole  at  the  same  time  shaking  their 
swords  and  menacing  each  other,  as  if  they  meant  to  con- 
quer the  imagination  of  their  opponents  ere  they  mingled 
in  the  actual  strife. 

At  this  trjing  moment,  Torquil,  who  had  never  feared 
for  himself,  was  agitated  with  alarm  on  the  part  of  his 
dault,  yet  consoled  by  observing  that  he  kept  a  deter- 
mined posture,  and  that  the  few  words  which  he  spoke 
to  his  clan  were  delivered  boldly,  and  well  calculated  to 
animate  them  to  combat,  as  expressing  his  resolution  to 
partake  their  fate  in  death  or  victory.  But  there  was  no 
time  for  further  observation.  The  trumpets  of  the  King 
soimded  a  charge,  the  bagpipes  blew  up  their  screaming 
and  maddening  notes,  and  the  combatants,  starting  for- 
ward in  regular  order,  and  increasing  their  pace  till  they 
came  to  a  smart  run,  met  together  in  the  centre  of  the 
ground,  as  a  furious  land  torrent  encounters  an  advanc- 
ing tide. 

For  an  instant  or  two  the  front  lines,  hewing  at  each 
other  with  their  long  swords,  seemed  engaged  in  a  suc- 
cession of  single  combats;  but  the  second  and  third 
ranks  soon  came  up  on  either  side,  actuated  alike  by  the 
eagerness  of  hatred  and  the  thirst  of  honour,  pressed 
through  the  intervals,  and  rendered  the  scene  a  tumul- 
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tuous  chaos,  over  which  the  huge  swords  rose  and  sunk, 
some  still  glittering,  others  streaming  with  blood,  ap- 
pearing, from  the  wild  rapidity  with  which  they  were 
swayed,  rather  to  be  put  in  motion  by  some  complicated 
machinery  than  to  be  wielded  by  human  hands.  Some 
of  the  combatants,  too  much  crowded  together  to  use 
those  long  weapons,  had  already  betaken  themselves  to 
their  poniards,  and  endeavoured  to  get  within  the  sword- 
sweep  of  those  opposed  to  them.  In  the  meantime,  blood 
flowed  fast,  and  the  groans  of  those  who  fell  began  to 
mingle  with  the  cries  of  those  who  fought;  for,  accord- 
ing to  the  manner  of  the  Highlanders  at  all  times,  they 
could  hardly  be  said  to  shout,  but  to  yell.  Those  of  the 
spectators  whose  eyes  were  best  accustomed  to  such 
scenes  of  blood  and  confusion  could  nevertheless  discover 
no  advantage  yet  acquired  by  either  party.  The  conflict 
swayed,  indeed,  at  different  intervals  forwards  or  back- 
wards, but  it  was  only  in  momentary  superiority,  which 
the  party  who  acquired  it  almost  instantly  lost  by  a  cor- 
responding exertion  on  the  other  side.  The  wild  notes 
of  the  pipers  were  still  heard  above  the  tumult,  and 
stimulated  to  further  exertions  the  fury  of  the  combat- 
ants. 

At  once,  however,  and  as  if  by  mutual  agreement,  the 
instruments  soimded  a  retreat;  it  was  expressed  in  wail- 
ing notes,  which  seemed  to  imply  a  dirge  for  the  fallen. 
The  two  parties  disengaged  themselves  from  each  other, 
to  take  breath  for  a  few  minutes.  The  eyes  of  the  spec- 
tators greedily  surveyed  the  shattered  array  of  the  com- 
batants as  they  drew  off  from  the  contest,  but  found  it 
still  impossible  to  decide  which  had  sustained  the  greater 
loss.   It  seemed  as  if  the  Clan  Chattan  had  lost  rather 
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fewer  men  than  their  antagonists;  but  in  compensation, 
the  bloody  plaids  and  shirts  of  their  party  (for  several  on 
both  sides  had  thrown  their  mantles  away)  showed  more 
womided  men  than  the  Clan  Quhele.  About  twenty  of 
both  sides  lay  on  the  field  dead  or  djdng;  and  arms  and 
legs  lopped  off,  heads  cleft  to  the  chin,  slashes  deep 
through  the  shoulder  into  the  breast,  showed  at  once  the 
fury  of  the  combat,  the  ghastly  character  of  the  weapons 
used,  and  the  fatal  strength  of  the  arms  which  wielded 
them.  The  chief  of  the  Clan  Chattan  had  behaved  him- 
self with  the  most  determined  courage,  and  was  slightly 
wounded.  Eachin  also  had  fought  with  spirit,  surrounded 
by  his  body-guard.  His  sword  was  bloody,  his  bearing 
bold  and  war-like;  and  he  smiled  when  old  Torquil,  fold- 
ing him  in  his  arms,  loaded  him  with  praises  and  with 
blessings. 

The  two  chiefs,  after  allowing  their  followers  to 
breathe  for  the  space  of  about  ten  minutes,  again  drew 
up  in  their  files,  diminished  by  nearly  one-third  of  their 
original  mmiber.  They  now  chose  their  ground  nearer  to 
the  river  than  that  on  which  they  had  formerly  encoun- 
tered, which  was  encumbered  with  the  wounded  and 
the  slain.  Some  of  the  former  were  observed,  from  time 
to  time,  to  raise  themselves  to  gain  a  glimpse  of  the  field, 
and  sink  back,  most  of  them  to  die  from  the  effusion  of 
blood  which  poured  from  the  terrible  gashes  inflicted 
by  the  claymore. 

Harry  Smith  was  easily  distinguished  by  his  Lowland 
habit,  as  well  as  his  remaining  on  the  spot  where  they  had 
first  encountered,  where  he  stood  leaning  on  his  sword 
beside  a  corpse,  whose  bonneted  head,  carried  to  ten 
yards'  distance  from  the  body  by  the  force  of  the  blow 

i8i 


WAVERLEY  NOVELS 

which  had  swept  it  off,  exhibited  the  oak-leaf,  the  ap- 
propriate ornament  of  the  body-guard  of  Eachin  Mac- 
Ian.  Since  he  slew  this  man,  Henry  had  not  struck,  a 
blow,  but  had  contented  himself  with  warding  ofif  many 
that  were  dealt  at  himself,  and  some  which  were  aimed 
at  the  chief.  MacGillie  Chattanach  became  alarmed, 
when,  having  given  the  signal  that  his  men  should  again 
draw  together,  he  observed  that  his  powerful  recruit 
remained  at  a  distance  from  the  ranks,  and  showed  little 
disposition  to  join  them. 

'What  ails  thee,  man? '  said  the  chief.  ' Can  so  strong 
a  body  have  a  mean  and  cowardly  spirit?  Come,  and 
make  in  to  the  combat.' 

'You  as  good  as  called  me  hireling  but  now,'  replied 
Henry.  'If  I  am  such,'  pointing  to  the  headless  corpse, 
'I  have  done  enough  for  my  day's  wage.' 

'He  that  serves  me  without  counting  his  hours,'  re- 
plied the  chief,  'I  reward  him  without  reckoning  wages.' 

'Then,'  said  the  smith,  'I  fight  as  a  volunteer,  and  in 
the  post  which  best  likes  me.' 

'AH  that  is  at  your  own  discretion,'  replied  MacGillie 
Chattanach,  who  saw  the  prudence  of  humouring  an 
auxiliary  of  such  promise. 

'It  is  enough,'  said  Henry;  and,  shouldering  his  heavy 
weapon,  he  joined  the  rest  of  the  combatants  with  alac- 
rity, and  placed  himself  opposite  to  the  chief  of  the 
Clan  Quhele. 

It  was  then,  for  the  first  time,  that  Eachin  showed  some 
tmcertainty.  He  had  long  looked  up  to  Henry  as  the 
best  combatant  which  Perth  and  its  neighbourhood  could 
bring  into  the  lists.  His  hatred  to  him  as  a  rival  was 
mingled  with  recollection  of  the  ease  with  which  he  had 
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once,  though  unarmed,  foiled  his  own  sudden  and  des- 
perate attack;  and  when  he  beheld  him  with  his  eyes 
fixed  in  his  direction,  the  dripping  sword  in  his  hand, 
and  obviously  meditating  an  attack  on  him  individually, 
his  courage  fell,  and  he  gave  symptoms  of  wavering, 
which  did  not  escape  his  foster-father. 

It  was  lucky  for  Eachin  that  Torquil  was  incapable, 
from  the  formation  of  his  own  temper,  and  that  of  those 
with  whom  he  had  lived,  to  conceive  the  idea  of  one  of 
his  own  tribe,  much  less  of  his  chief  and  foster-son,  being 
deficient  in  animal  courage.  Could  he  have  imagined 
this,  his  grief  and  rage  might  have  driven  him  to  the  fierce 
extremity  of  taking  Eachin's  life,  to  save  him  from  stain- 
ing his  honour.  But  his  mind  rejected  the  idea  that  his 
daxilt  was  a  personal  coward,  as  something  which  was 
monstrous  and  unnatural.  That  he  was  imder  the  influ- 
ence of  enchantment  was  a  solution  which  superstition 
had  suggested,  and  he  now  anxiously,  but  in  a  whisper, 
demanded  of  Hector,  'Does  the  spell  now  darken  thy 
spirit,  Eachin?' 

*  Yes,  wretch  that  I  am,'  answered  the  unhappy  youth ; 
'and  yonder  stands  the  fell  enchanter!' 

'What!'  exclaimed  Torquil,  'and  you  wear  harness  of 
his  making?  Norman,  miserable  boy,  why  brought  you 
that  acciirsed  mail? ' 

'If  my  arrow  has  flown  astray,  I  can  but  shoot  my  life 
after  it,'  answered  Norman  nan  Ord,  'Stand  firm,  you 
shall  see  me  break  the  spell.' 

'Yes,  stand  firm,'  said  Torqioil.  'He  may  be  a  fell 
enchanter;  but  my  own  ear  has  heard,  and  my  own 
tongue  has  told,  that  Eachin  shall  leave  the  battle 
whole,  free,  and  unwounded;  let  us  see  the  Saxon  wizard 
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who  can  gainsay  that.  He  may  be  a  strong  man,  but  the 
fair  forest  of  the  oak  shall  fall,  stock  and  bough,  ere  he 
lay  a  finger  on  my  dault.  Ring  around  him,  my  sons; 
bas  air  son  Eachin  I ' 

The  sons  of  Torquil  shouted  back  the  words,  which 
signify,  'Death  for  Hector.' 

Encouraged  by  their  devotion,  Eachin  renewed  his 
spirit,  and  called  boldly  to  the  minstrels  of  his  clan,  'Seid 
suas'  —  that  is,  'Strike  up.' 

The  wild  pibroch  again  sounded  the  onset;  but  the  two 
parties  approached  each  other  more  slowly  than  at  first, 
as  men  who  knew  and  respected  each  other's  valour. 
Henry  Wynd,  in  his  impatience  to  begin  the  contest,  ad- 
vanced before  the  Clan  Chattan,  and  signed  to  Eachin  to 
come  on.  Norman,  however,  sprang  forward  to  cover 
his  foster-brother,  and  there  was  a  general,  though  mo- 
mentary pause,  as  if  both  parties  were  willing  to  obtain  an 
omen  of  the  fate  of  the  day  from  the  event  of  this  duel. 
The  Highlander  advanced,  with  his  large  sword  uplifted, 
as  in  act  to  strike;  but,  just  as  he  came  within  sword's 
length,  he  dropt  the  long  and  cumbrous  weapon,  leapt 
lightly  over  the  smith's  sword,  as  he  fetched  a  cut  at 
him,  drew  his  dagger,  and,  being  thus  within  Henry's 
guard,  struck  him  with  the  weapon  (his  own  gift)  on  the 
side,  of  the  throat,  directing  the  blow  downwards  into 
the  chest,  and  calling  aloud,  at  the  same  time,  'You 
taught  me  the  stab ! ' 

But  Henry  Wynd  wore  his  own  good  hauberk,  doubly 
defended  with  a  hning  of  tempered  steel.  Had  he  been 
less  surely  armed,  his  combats  had  been  ended  for  ever. 
Even  as  it  was,  he  was  slightly  wounded. 
I    'Fool!'  he  replied,  striking  Norman  a  blow  with  the 
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pommel  of  his  long  sword,  which  made  him  stagger 
backwards,  'you  were  taught  the  thrust,  but  not  the 
parry ' ;  and,  fetching  a  blow  at  his  antagonist,  which  cleft 
his  skvdl  through  the  steel-cap,  he  strode  over  the  lifeless 
body  to  engage  the  young  chief,  who  now  stood  open 
before  him. 

But  the  sonorous  voice  of  Torquil  thundered  out,  'Far 
eil  air  son  Eachinl'  (Another  for  Hector!)  and  the  two 
brethren  who  flanked  their  chief  on  each  side  thrust  for- 
ward upon  Henry,  and,  striking  both  at  once,  com- 
pelled him  to  keep  the  defensive. 

'Forward,  race  of  the  tiger-cat!'  cried  MacGillie 
Chattanach.  'Save  the  brave  Saxon;  let  these  kites  feel 
your  talons!' 

Already  much  wounded,  the  chief  dragged  himself  up 
to  the  smith's  assistance,  and  cut  down  one  of  the  leich- 
tach,  by  whom  he  was  assailed.  Henry's  own  good 
sword  rid  him  of  the  other. 

'  Reist  air  son  Eachin  /'  (Again  for  Hector !)  shouted  the 
faithful  foster-father. 

'Bas  air  son  Eachinl'  (Death  for  Hector!)  answered 
two  more  of  his  devoted  sons,  and  opposed  themselves 
to  the  fury  of  the  smith  and  those  who  had  come  to  his 
aid;  while  Eachin,  moving  towards  the  left  wing  of  the 
battle,  sought  less  formidable  adversaries,  and  again, 
by  some  show  of  valour,  revived  the  sinking  hopes  of 
his  followers.  The  two  children  of  the  oak,  who  had 
covered  this  movement,  shared  the  fate  of  their  brethren ; 
for  the  cry  of  the  Clan  Chattan  chief  had  drawn  to  that 
part  of  the  field  some  of  his  bravest  warriors.  The  sons 
of  Torquil  did  not  fall  unavenged,  but  left  dreadful 
marks  of  their  swords  on  the  persons  of  the  dead  and  liv- 
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ing.  But  the  necessity  of  keeping  their  most  distinguished 
soldiers  around  the  person  of  their  chief  told  to  disad- 
vantage on  the  general  event  of  the  combat;  and  so  few 
were  now  the  number  who  remained  fighting,  that  it  was 
easy  to  see  that  the  Clan  Chattan  had  fifteen  of  their 
number  left,  though  most  of  them  wounded,  and  that  of 
the  Clan  Quhele  only  about  ten  remained,  of  whom  there 
were  four  of  the  chief's  body-guard,  including  Torquil 
himself. 

They  fought  and  struggled  on,  however,  and  as  their 
strength  decayed,  their  fury  seemed  to  increase.  Henry 
Wynd,  now  wounded  in  many  places,  was  still  bent  on 
breaking  through,  or  exterminating,  the  band  of  bold 
hearts  who  continued  to  fight  around  the  object  of  his 
animosity.  But  still  the  father's  shout  of  'Another  for 
Hector!'  was  cheerfully  answered  by  the  fatal  counter- 
sign, 'Death  for  Hector!'  and  though  the  Clan  Quhele 
were  now  outnumbered,  the  combat  seemed  still  dubious. 
It  was  bodily  lassitude  alone  that  again  compelled  them 
to  another  pause. 

The  Clan  Chattan  were  then  observed  to  be  twelve  in 
number,  but  two  or  three  were  scarce  able  to  stand  with- 
out leaning  on  their  swords.  Five  were  left  of  the  Clan 
Quhele;  Torquil  and  his  youngest  son  were  of  the  num- 
ber, both  slightly  wounded.  Eachin  alone  had,  from  the 
vigilance  used  to  intercept  all  blows  levelled  against  his 
person,  escaped  without  injury.  The  rage  of  both  parties 
had  smik,  through  exhaustion,  into  sullen  desperation. 
They  walked  staggering,  as  if  in  their  sleep,  through  the 
carcasses  of  the  slain,  and  gazed  on  them,  as  if  again  to 
animate  their  hatred  towards  their  surviving  enemies 
by  viewing  the  friends  they  had  lost. 
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The  multitude  soon  after  beheld  the  survivors  of  the 
desperate  conflict  drawing  together  to  renew  the  exter- 
minating feud  on  the  banks  of  the  river,  as  the  spot  least 
slippery  with  blood,  and  less  encumbered  with  the  bodies 
of  the  slain. 

'  For  God's  sake  —  for  the  sake  of  the  mercy  which  we 
daily  pray  for,'  said  the  kind-hearted  old  King  to  the 
Duke  of  Albany,  'let  this  be  ended!  Wherefore  should 
these  wretched  rags  and  remnants  of  humanity  be  suf- 
fered to  complete  their  butchery?  Surely  they  will  now 
be  ruled,  and  accept  of  peace  on  moderate  terms? ' 

'  Compose  yourself,  my  liege,'  said  his  brother.  'These 
men  are  the  pest  of  the  Lowlands.  Both  chiefs  are  stiU 
living;  if  they  go  back  unharmed,  the  whole  day's  work  is 
cast  away.  Remember  your  promise  to  the  council,  that 
you  would  not  cry  "hold."' 

'You  compel  me  to  a  great  crime,  Albany,  both  as  a 
king,  who  should  protect  his  subjects,  and  as  a  Christian 
man,  who  respects  the  brother  of  his  faith.' 

'You  judge  wrong,  my  lord,'  said  the  Duke:  'these 
are  not  loving  subjects,  but  disobedient  rebels,  as  my 
Lord  of  Crawford  can  bear  witness ;  and  they  are  still  less 
Christian  men,  for  the  prior  of  the  Dominicans  will  vouch 
for  me  that  they  are  more  than  half  heathen.' 

The  King  sighed  deeply.  '  You  must  work  your  pleas- 
ure, and  are  too  wise  for  me  to  contend  with.  I  can  but 
turn  away  and  shut  my  eyes  from  the  sights  and  sounds 
of  a  carnage  which  makes  me  sicken.  But  well  I  know 
that  God  will  punish  me  even  for  witnessing  this  waste 
of  human  life.' 

'Soimd,  trumpets,'  said  Albany;  'their  woimds  will 
stiffen  if  they  dally  longer.' 
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While  this  was  passing,  Torquil  was  embracing  and 
encouraging  his  young  chief. 

'Resist  the  witchcraft  but  a  few  minutes  longer!  Be 
of  good  cheer:  you  will  come  off  without  either  scar  or 
scratch,  wem  or  wound.  Be  of  good  cheer!' 

'How  can  I  be  of  good  cheer,'  said  Eachin,  'while  my 
brave  kinsmen  have  one  by  one  died  at  my  feet  —  died 
all  for  me,  who  could  never  deserve  the  least  of  their 
kindness?' 

'And  what  for  were  they  bom,  save  to  die  for  their 
chief?'  said  Torquil,  composedly.  'Why  lament  that 
the  arrow  returns  not  to  the  quiver,  providing  it  hit  the 
mark?  Cheer  up  yet.  Here  are  Tormot  and  I  but  little 
hurt,  while  the  wildcats  drag  themselves  through  the 
plain  as  if  they  were  half  throttled  by  the  terriers.  Yet 
one  brave  stand,  and  the  day  shall  be  your  own,  though 
it  may  well  be  that  you  alone  remain  alive.  Minstrels, 
sound  the  gathering.' 

The  pipers  on  both  sides  blew  their  charge,  and  the 
combatants  again  mingled  in  battle,  not  indeed  with 
the  same  strength,  but  with  unabated  inveteracy.  They 
were  joined  by  those  whose  duty  it  was  to  remain  neu- 
ter, but  who  now  found  themselves  imable  to  do  so.  The 
two  old  champions  who  bore  the  standards  had  gradually 
advanced  from  the  extremity  of  the  lists,  and  now  ap- 
proached close  to  the  immediate  scene  of  action.  When 
they  beheld  the  carnage  more  nearly,  they  were  mutually 
impelled  by  the  desire  to  revenge  their  brethren,  or  not 
to  survive  them.  They  attacked  each  other  furiously 
with  the  lances  to  which  the  standards  were  attached, 
closed  after  exchanging  several  deadly  thrusts,  then 
grappled  in  close  strife,  still  holding  their  banners,  until 
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at  length,  in  the  eagerness  of  their  conflict,  they  fell  to- 
gether into  the  Tay,  and  were  found  drowned  after  the 
combat,  closely  locked  in  each  other's  arms.  The  fury  of 
battle,  the  frenzy  of  rage  and  despair,  infected  next  the 
minstrels.  The  two  pipers,  who,  during  the  conflict,  had 
done  their  utmost  to  keep  up  the  spirits  of  their  brethren, 
now  saw  the  dispute  wellnigh  terminated  for  want  of  men 
to  support  it.  They  threw  down  their  instruments, 
rushed  desperately  upon  each  other  with  their  daggers, 
and  each  being  more  intent  on  despatching  his  opponent 
than  in  defending  himself,  the  piper  of  Clan  Quhele 
was  almost  instantly  slain  and  he  of  Clan  Chattan  mor- 
tally wounded.  The  last,  nevertheless,  again  grasped  his 
instrument,  and  the  pibroch  of  the  clan  yet  poured  its 
expiring  notes  over  the  Clan  Chattan,  while  the  dying 
minstrel  had  breath  to  inspire  it.  The  instrument  which 
he  used,  or  at  least  that  part  of  it  called  the  chanter,  is 
preserved  in  the  family  of  a  Highland  chief  to  this  day, 
and  is  much  honoured  imder  the  name  of  the  federan 
dhu,  or  'black  chanter.'  ^ 

Meanwhile,  in  the  final  charge,  young  Tormot,  de- 
voted, like  his  brethren,  by  his  father  Torqtiil  to  the  pro- 
tection of  his  chief,  had  been  mortally  wounded  by  the 
unsparing  sword  of  the  smith.  The  other  two  remaining 
of  the  Clan  Quhele  had  also  fallen,  and  Torquil,  with  his 
foster-son  and  the  wounded  Tormot,  forced  to  retreat 
before  eight  or  ten  of  the  Clan  Chattan,  made  a  stand 
on  the  bank  of  the  river,  while  their  enemies  were  mak- 
ing such  exertions  as  their  woimds  would  permit  to  come 
up  with  them.  Torquil  had  just  reached  the  spot  where 
he  had  resolved  to  make  the  stand,  when  the  youth  Tor- 
1  See  Note  14. 
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mot  dropped  and  expired.  His  death  drew  from  his 
father  the  first  and  only  sigh  which  he  had  breathed 
throughout  the  eventful  day. 

'  My  son  Tormot ! '  he  said, '  my  youngest  and  dearest ! 
But  if  I  save  Hector,  I  save  all.  Now,  my  darling  dault, 
I  have  done  for  thee  all  that  man  may,  excepting  the  last. 
Let  me  undo  the  clasps  of  that  ill-omened  armour,  and 
do  thou  put  on  that  of  Tormot ;  it  is  light,  and  will  fit  thee 
well.  While  you  do  so,  I  will  rush  on  these  crippled  men, 
and  make  what  play  with  them  I  can.  I  trust  I  shall 
have  but  little  to  do,  for  they  are  following  each  other 
like  disabled  steers.  At  least,  darling  of  my  soul,  if  I 
am  unable  to  save  thee,  I  can  show  thee  how  a  man 
should  die.' 

While  Torquil  thus  spoke,  he  unloosed  the  clasps  of 
the  young  chief's  hauberk,  in  the  simple  belief  that  he 
could  thus  break  the  meshes  which  fear  and  necromancy 
had  twined  about  his  heart. 

'My  father  —  my  father  —  my  more  than  parent,' 
said  the  unhappy  Eachin,  'stay  with  me!  With  you  by 
my  side,  I  feel  I  can  fight  to  the  last.' 

*  It  is  impossible,'  said  Torquil.  '  I  will  stop  them  com- 
ing up,  while  you  put  on  the  hauberk.  God  eternally 
bless  thee,  beloved  of  my  soul!' 

And  then,  brandishing  his  sword,  Torquil  of  the  Oak, 
rushed  forward  with  the  same  fatal  war-cry  which  had  so 
often  sounded  over  that  bloody  field,  'Bas  air  son 
Eachin ! '  The  words  nmg  three  times  in  a  voice  of  thun- 
der; and  each  time  that  he  cried  his  war-shout  he  strudk 
down  one  of  the  Clan  Chattan  as  he  met  them  succes- 
sively straggling  towards  him.  'Brave  battle,  hawk  — 
—  well  flown,  falcon!'  exclaimed  the  multitude,  as  they 
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witnessed  exertions  which  seemed,  even  at  this  last 
hour,  to  threaten  a  change  of  the  fortunes  of  the  day. 
Suddenly  these  cries  were  hushed  into  silence,  and  suc- 
ceeded by  a  clashing  of  swords  so  dreadful,  as  if  the  whole 
conflict  had  recommenced  in  the  person  of  Henry  Wynd 
and  Torquil  of  the  Oak.  They  cut,  foined,  hewed,  and 
thrust  as  if  they  had  drawn  their  blades  for  the  first  time 
that  day;  and  their  inveteracy  was  mutual,  for  Torquil 
recognised  the  foul  wizard  who,  as  he  supposed,  had  cast 
a  spell  over  his  child;  and  Henry  saw  before  him  the 
giant  who,  during  the  whole  conflict,  had  interrupted 
the  purpose  for  which  alone  he  had  joined  the  combat- 
ants —  that  of  engaging  in  single  combat  with  Hector. 
They  fought  with  an  equality  which,  perhaps,  would  not 
have  existed,  had  not  Henry,  more  wounded  than  his 
antagonist,  been  somewhat  deprived  of  his  usual  agility. 
Meanwhile  Eachin,  finding  himself  alone,  after  a  dis- 
orderly and  vain  attempt  to  put  on  his  foster-brother's 
harness,  became  animated  by  an  emotion  of  shame  and 
despair,  and  hurried  forward  to  support  his  foster- 
father  in  the  terrible  struggle,  ere  some  other  of  the  Clan 
Chattan  should  come  up.  When  he  was  within  five  yards, 
and  sternly  determined  to  take  his  share  in  the  death- 
fight,  his  foster-father  fell,  cleft  from  the  collar-bone 
wellnigh  to  the  heart,  and  murmuring  with  his  last 
breath,  'Bas  air  son  Eachin!^  The  unfortimate  youth 
saw  the  fall  of  his  last  friend,  and  at  the  same  moment 
beheld  the  deadly  enemy  who  had  hunted  him  through 
the  whole  field  standing  within  sword's  point  of  him, 
and  brandishing  the  huge  weapon  which  had  hewed  its 
way  to  his  life  through  so  many  obstacles.  Perhaps 
this  was  enough  to  bring  his  constitutional  timidity  to 
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its  highest  point;  or  perhaps  he  recollected  at  the  same 
moment  that  he  was  without  defensive  armour,  and  that 
a  line  of  enemies,  halting  indeed  and  crippled,  but  eager 
for  revenge  and  blood,  were  closely  approaching.  It  is 
enough  to  say,  that  his  heart  sickened,  his  eyes  dark- 
ened, his  ears  tingled,  his  brain  turned  giddy,  all  other 
considerations  were  lost  in  the  apprehension  of  instant 
death;  and,  drawing  one  ineffectual  blow  at  the  smith, 
he  avoided  that  which  was  aimed  at  him  in  return  by 
bounding  backward;  and,  ere  the  former  could  recover 
his  weapon,  Eachin  had  plimged  into  the  stream  of  the 
Tay.  A  roar  of  contimiely  pursued  him  as  he  swam 
across  the  river,  although  perhaps,  not  a  dozen  of  those 
who  joined  in  it  would  have  behaved  otherwise  in  the 
like  circvmistances.  Henry  looked  'after  the  fugitive  in 
silence  and  surprise,  but  could  not  speculate  on  the  con- 
sequences of  his  flight,  on  account  of  the  f  aintness  which 
seemed  to  overpower  him  as  soon  as  the  animation  of  the 
contest  had  subsided.  He  sat  down  on  the  grassy  bank, 
and  endeavoured  to  stanch  such  of  his  wounds  as  were 
pouring  fastest. 

The  victors  had  the  general  meed  of  gratulation.  The 
Duke  of  Albany  and  others  went  down  to  survey  the  field ; 
and  Henry  Wynd  was  honoured  with  particular  notice. 

'If  thou  wilt  follow  me,  good  fellow,'  said  the  Black 
Douglas,  'I  will  change  thy  leathern  apron  for  a  knight's 
girdle,  and  thy  burgage  tenement  for  an  hundred-pound 
land  to  maintain  thy  rank  withal.' 

*I  thank  you  humbly,  my  lord,'  said  the  smith,  de- 
jectedly, 'but  I  have  shed  blood  enough  already,  and 
Heaven  has  punished  me  by  foiling  the  only  purpose  for 
which  I  entered  the  combat.' 
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'How,  friend?'  said  Douglas.  'Didst  thou  not  fight 
for  the  Clan  Chattan,  and  have  they  not  gained  a  glori- 
ous conquest?' 

'/  fought  for  my  own  hand,'  said  the  smith,  indiffer- 
ently; and  the  expression  is  still  proverbial  in  Scotland.^ 

The  good  King  Robert  now  came  up  on  an  ambling 
palfrey,  having  entered  the  barriers  for  the  pxurpose  of 
causing  the  wounded  to  be  looked  after. 

'My  Lord  of  Douglas,'  he  said,  'you  vex  the  poor  man 
with  temporal  matters  when  it  seems  he  may  have  short 
time  to  consider  those  that  are  spiritual.  Has  he  no 
friends  here  who  will  bear  him  where  his  bodily  woimds 
and  the  health  of  his  soul  may  be  both  cared  for? ' 

'He  hath  as  many  friends  as  there  are  good  men  in 
Perth,'  said  Sir  Patrick  Charteris,  'and  I  esteem  my- 
self one  of  the  closest.' 

'A  churl  will  savour  of  churl's  kind,'  said  the  haughty 
Douglas,  turning  his  horse  aside;  'the  proffer  of  knight- 
hood from  the  sword  of  Douglas  had  recalled  him  from 
death's  door,  had  there  been  a  drop  of  gentle  blood  in  his 
body.' 

Disregarding  the  taunt  of  the  mighty  earl,  the  Knight 
of  Kinfauns  dismounted  to  take  Henry  in  his  arms,  as 
he  now  sunk  back  from  very  faintness.  But  he  was  pre- 
vented by  Simon  Glover,  who,  with  other  burgesses  of 
consideration,  had  now  entered  the  barrace. 

'Henry  —  my  beloved  son  Henry! '  said  the  old  man. 
*0,  what  tempted  you  to  this  fatal  affray?  Dying  — 
speechless? ' 

'No  —  not  speechless,'  said  Henry.   'Catharine  —  ' 

He  could  utter  no  more. 

1  Meaning,  I  did  such  a  thing  for  my  own  pleasure,  not  for  your  profit. 
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'  Catharine  is  well,  I  trust,  and  shall  be  thine  —  that 

is,  if  — ' 

'If  she  be  safe,  thou  wouldst  say,  old  man,'  said  the 
Douglas,  who,  though  something  affronted  at  Henry's 
rejection  of  his  offer,  was  too  magnanimous  not  to  in- 
terest himself  in  what  was  passing.  '  She  is  safe,  if  Doug- 
las's banner  can  protect  her  —  safe,  and  shall  be  rich. 
Douglas  can  give  wealth  to  those  who  value  it  more  than 
honour.' 

'For  her  safety,  my  lord,  let  the  heartfelt  thanks  and 
blessings  of  a  father  go  with  the  noble  Douglas.  For 
wealth,  we  are  rich  enough.  Gold  caimot  restore  my  be- 
loved son.' 

'A  marvel!'  said  the  Earl:  'a  churl  refuses  nobility,  a 
citizen  despises  gold!' 

'Under  your  lordship's  favour,'  said  Sir  Patrick,  'I, 
who  am  knight  and  noble,  take  license  to  say,  that  such 
a  brave  man  as  Henry  Wynd  may  reject  honourable 
titles,  such  an  honest  man  as  this  reverend  citizen  may 
dispense  with  gold.' 

'You  do  well.  Sir  Patrick,  to  speak  for  your  town,  and 
I  take  no  offense,'  said  the  Douglas.  'I  force  my  bounty 
on  no  one.  But,'  he  added,  in  a  whisper  to  Albany, '  your 
Grace  must  withdraw  the  King  from  this  bloody  sight, 
for  he  must  know  that  to-night  which  will  ring  over  broad 
Scotland  when  to-morrow  dawns.  This  feud  is  ended. 
Yet  even  I  grieve  that  so  many  brave  Scottishmen  lie 
here  slain,  whose  brands  might  have  decided  a  pitched 
field  in  their  coimtry's  cause.' 

With  difficulty  King  Robert  was  withdrawn  from  the 
field,  the  tears  running  down  his  aged  cheeks  and  white 
beard,  as  he  conjured  all  around  him,  nobles  and  priests, 
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that  care  should  be  taken  for  the  bodies  and  souls  of  the 
few  wounded  survivors,  and  honourable  burial  rendered 
to  the  slain.  The  priests  who  were  present  answered 
zealously  for  both  services,  and  redeemed  their  pledge 
faithfully  and  piously. 

Thus  ended  this  celebrated  conflict  of  the  North 
Inch  of  Perth.  Of  sixty-four  brave  men  (the  minstrels 
and  standard-bearers  included)  who  strode  manftilly 
to  the  fatal  field,  seven  alone  survived,  who  were  con- 
veyed from  thence  in  litters,  in  a  case  little  different 
from  the  dead  and  djdng  aroimd  them,  and  mingled 
with  them  in  the  sad  procession  which  conveyed  them 
from  the  scene  of  their  strife.  Eachin  alone  had  left  it 
void  of  wounds  and  void  of  honour. 

It  remains  but  to  say,  that  not  a  man  of  the  Clan  Qu- 
hele  survived  the  bloody  combat  except  the  fugitive 
chief;  and  the  consequence  of  the  defeat  was  the  disso- 
lution of  their  confederacy.  The  clans  of  which  it  con- 
sisted are  now  only  matter  of  conjecture  to  the  anti- 
quary, for,  after  this  eventful  contest,  they  never  as- 
sembled under  the  same  banner.  The  Clan  Chattan,  on 
the  other  hand,  continued  to  increase  and  flourish;  and 
the  best  families  of  the  Northern  Highlands  boast  their 
descent  from  the  race  of  the  Cat-a-Mountain.^ 

'  See  Note  15. 


CHAPTER  XXXV 

While  the  King  rode  slowly  back  to  the  convent  which 
he  then  occupied,  Albany,  with  a  discomposed  aspect 
and  faltering  voice,  asked  the  Earl  of  Douglas,  'Will  not 
your  lordship,  who  saw  this  most  melancholy  scene  at 
Falkland,  communicate  the  tidings  to  my  imhappy 
brother? ' 

'Not  for  broad  Scotland,'  said  the  Douglas.  'I  would 
sooner  bare  my  breast,  within  flight-shot,  as  a  butt  to  an 
hundred  Tynedale  bowmen.  No,  by  St.  Bride  of  Doug- 
las !  I  could  but  say  I  saw  the  ill-fated  youth  dead.  How 
he  came  by  his  death,  your  Grace  can  perhaps  better 
explain.  Were  it  not  for  the  rebellion  of  March  and  the 
English  war,  I  would  speak  my  own  mind  of  it.'  So  say- 
ing, and  making  his  obeisance  to  the  King,  the  Earl  rode 
off  to  his  own  lodgings,  leaving  Albany  to  tell  his  tale  as 
he  best  could. 

'The  rebellion  and  the  English  war!'  said  the  Duke 
to  himself.  'Ay,  and  thine  own  interest,  haughty  earl, 
which,  imperious  as  thou  art,  thou  darest  not  separate 
from  mine.  Well,  since  the  task  falls  on  me,  I  must  and 
will  discharge  it.' 

He  followed  the  King  into  his  apartment.  The  King 
looked  at  him  with  surprise  after  he  had  assumed  his 
usual  seat. 

'Thy  countenance  is  ghastly,  Robin,'  said  the  King. 
'I  would  thou  wouldst  think  more  deeply  when  blood 
is  to  be  spilled,  since  its  consequences  affect  thee  so 
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powerfully.  And  yet,  Robin,  I  love  thee  the  better  that 
thy  kind  nature  will  sometimes  show  itself,  even  through 
thy  reflecting  policy.' 

'I  would  to  Heaven,  my  royal  brother,'  said  Albany, 
with  a  voice  half  choked,  'that  the  bloody  field  we  have 
seen  were  the  worst  we  had  to  see  or  hear  of  this  day. 
I  should  waste  little  sorrow  on  the  wild  kerne  who  lie 
piled  on  it  hke  carrion.  But  — '  He  paused. 

'How!'  exclaimed  the  King,  in  terror.  'What  new 
evil?  Rothsay?  It  must  be  —  it  is  Rothsay!  Speak 
out!  What  new  folly  has  been  done?  What  fresh  mis- 
chance?' 

'My  lord  —  my  liege,  folly  and  mischance  are  now 
ended  with  my  hapless  nephew.' 

'He  is  dead!  —  he  is  dead!'  screamed  the  agonised 
parent.  'Albany,  as  thy  brother,  I  conjure  thee  —  But 
no;  I  am  thy  brother  no  longer.  As  thy  king,  dark  and 
subtle  man,  I  charge  thee  to  tell  the  worst.' 

Albany  faltered  out,  'The  details  are  but  imperfectly 
known  to  me;  but  the  certainty  is,  that  my  unhappy 
nephew  was  found  dead  in  his  apartment  last  night 
from  sudden  illness  —  as  I  have  heard.' 

'O,  Rothsay!  —  O,  my  beloved  David!  Would  to 
God  I  had  died  for  thee,  my  son  —  my  son!' 

So  spoke,  in  the  emphatic  words  of  Scripture,  the 
helpless  and  bereft  father,  tearing  his  grey  beard  and 
hoary  hair,  while  Albany,  speechless  and  conscience- 
struck,  did  not  venture  to  interrupt  the  tempest  of  his 
grief.  But  the  agony  of  the  King's  sorrow  almost  in- 
stantly changed  to  fury  —  a  mood  so  contrary  to  the 
gentleness  and  timidity  of  hi-s  nature,  that  the  remorse 
of  Albany  was  drowned  in  his  fear. 
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'And  this  is  the  end,'  said  the  King,  'of  thy  moral 
saws  and  religious  maxims !  But  the  besotted  father  who 
gave  the  son  into  thy  hands  —  who  gave  the  innocent 
lamb  to  the  butcher — is  a  king,  and  thou  shalt  know  it 
to  thy  cost.  Shall  the  murderer  stand  in  presence  of  his 
brother  —  stained  with  the  blood  of  that  brother's  son? 
No!  What  ho,  without  there!  MacLouis!  —  Brandanes! 
Treachery !  Murder !  Take  arms,  if  you  love  the  Stuart ! ' 

MacLouis,  with  several  of  the  guards,  rushed  into  the 
apartment. 

'Murder  and  treason!'  exclaimed  the  miserable  King. 
'Brandanes,  your  noble  Prince — '  Here  his  grief  and 
agitation  interrupted  for  a  moment  the  fatal  informa- 
tion it  was  his  object  to  convey.  At  length  he  resumed 
his  broken  speech  —  'An  axe  and  a  block  instantly  into 
the  courtyard!  Arrest — '  The  word  choked  his  utter- 
ance. 

'Arrest  whom,  my  noble  liege?'  said  MacLouis,  who, 
observing  the  King  influenced  by  a  tide  of  passion  so  dif- 
ferent from  the  gentleness  of  his  ordinary  demeanour, 
almost  conjectured  that  his  brain  had  been  disturbed  by 
the  imusual  horrors  of  the  combat  he  had  witnessed. 
'Whom  shall  I  arrest,  my  liege?'  he  replied.  'Here  is 
none  but  your  Grace's  royal  brother  of  Albany.' 

'Most  true,'  said  the  King,  his  brief  fit  of  vindictive 
passion  soon  dying  away.  'Most  true — none  but  Albany 
—  none  but  my  parent's  child  —  none  but  my  brother. 
O  God !  enable  me  to  quell  the  sinful  passion  which  glows 
in  this  bosom.  Sancta  Maria,  or  a  pro  nobis  1 ' 

MacLoviis  cast  a  look  of  wonder  towards  the  Duke  of 
Albany,  who  endeavoured  to  hide  his  confusion  under 
an  affectation  of  deep  sjnnpathy,  and  muttered  to  the 
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officer  —  'The  great  misfortune  has  been  too  much  for 
his  understanding.' 

'What  misfortune,  please  your  Grace?'  replied  Mac- 
Louis.   'I  have  heard  of  none.' 

'  How !  not  heard  of  the  death  of  my  nephew  Rothsay  ? ' 

'The  Duke  of  Rothsay  dead,  my  Lord  of  Albany?' 
exclaimed  the  faithful  Brandane,  with  the  utmost  horror 
and  astonishment.   'When,  how,  and  where?' 

'Two  days  since  —  the  manner  as  yet  unknown  —  at 
Falkland.' 

MacLouis  gazed  at  the  Duke  for  an  instant ;  then,  with 
a  kindling  eye  and  determined  look,  said  to  the  King, 
who  seemed  deeply  engaged  in  his  mental  devotion  — 
'My  liege!  a  minute  or  two  since  you  left  a  word  —  one 
word  —  unspoken.  Let  it  pass  your  lips,  and  yoiu: 
pleasure  is  law  to  your  Brandanes!' 

'I  was  praying  against  temptation,  MacLouis,'  said 
the  heart-broken  king,  'and  you  bring  it  to  me.  Would 
you  arm  a  madman  with  a  drawn  weapon?  But  oh,  Al- 
bany! my  friend  —  my  brother  —  my  bosom  counsel- 
lor —  how  —  how  camest  thou  by  the  heart  to  do  this? ' 

Albany,  seeing  that  the  King's  mood  was  softening, 
replied  with  more  firmness  than  before  — '  My  castle 
has  no  barrier  against  the  power  of  death.  I  have  not 
deserved  the  foul  suspicions  which  your  Majesty's  words 
imply.  I  pardon  them,  from  the  distraction  of  a  bereaved 
father.  But  I  am  willing  to  swear  by  cross  and  altar,  by 
my  share  in  salvation,  by  the  souls  of  our  royal  parents — ' 

'Be  silent,  Robert!'  said  the  King:  'add  not  perjury 
to  murder.  And  was  this  all  done  to  gain  a  step  nearer 
to  a  crown  and  sceptre?  Take  them  to  thee  at  once, 
man;  and  mayst  thou  feel  as  I  have  done,  that  they  are 
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both  of  red-hot  iron !  Oh,  Rothsay  —  Rothsay !  thou  hast 
at  least  escaped  being  a  king!' 

'My  Kege,'  said  MacLouis,  'let  me  remind  you  that 
the  crown  and  sceptre  of  Scotland  are,  when  your  Ma- 
jesty ceases  to  bear  them,  the  right  of  Prince  James, 
who  succeeds  to  his  brother's  rights.' 

'True,  MacLouis,'  said  the  King,  eagerly,  'and  will 
succeed,  poor  child,  to  his  brother's  perils !  Thanks,  Mac- 
Louis —  thanks.  You  have  reminded  me  that  I  have 
still  work  upon  earth.  Get  thy  Brandanes  under  arms 
with  what  speed  thou  canst.  Let  no  man  go  with  us 
whose  truth  is  not  known  to  thee.  None  in  especial  who 
has  trafficked  with  the  Duke  of  Albany  —  that  man,  I 
mean,  who  calls  himself  my  brother  —  and  order  my  lit- 
ter to  be  instantly  prepared.  We  will  to  Dunbarton,  Mac- 
Louis, or  to  Bute.  Precipices,  and  tides,  and  my  Bran- 
danes' hearts  shall  defend  the  child  till  we  can  put 
oceans  betwixt  him  and  his  cruel  uncle's  ambition.  Fare- 
well, Robert  of  Albany  —  farewell  for  ever,  thou  hard- 
hearted, bloody  man!  Enjoy  such  share  of  power  as  the 
Douglas  may  permit  thee.  But  seek  not  to  see  my  face 
again,  far  less  to  approach  my  remaining  child;  for,  that 
hour  thou  dost,  my  guards  shall  have  orders  to  stab 
thee  down  with  their  partizans.  MacLouis,  look  it  be  so 
directed.' 

The  Duke  of  Albany  left  the  presence  without  at- 
tempting further  justification  or  reply. 

What  followed  is  matter  of  history.  Li  the  ensuing 
Parliament,  the  Duke  of  Albany  prevailed  on  that  body 
to  declare  him  innocent  of  the  death  of  Rothsay,  while, 
at  the  same  time,  he  showed  his  own  sense  of  guilt  by 
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taking  out  a  remission  or  pardon  for  the  offence.  The 
unhappy  and  aged  monarch  secluded  himself  in  his 
Castle  of  Rothsay,  in  Bute,  to  mourn  over  the  son  he  had 
lost,  and  watch  with  feverish  anxiety  over  the  life  of 
him  who  remained.  As  the  best  step  for  the  youthful 
James's  security,  he  sent  him  to  France  to  receive  his 
education  at  the  court  of  the  reigning  sovereign.  But 
the  vessel  in  which  the  Prince  of  Scotland  sailed  was 
taken  by  an  English  cruiser,  and,  although  there  was 
a  truce  for  the  moment  betwixt  the  kingdoms,  Henry 
rV  imgenerously  detained  him  a  prisoner.  This  last 
blow  completely  broke  the  heart  of  the  imhappy  King 
Robert  III.  Vengeance  followed,  though  with  a  slow 
pace,  the  treachery  and  cruelty  of  his  brother.  Robert 
of  Albany's  own  grey  hairs  went,  indeed,  in  peace  to  the 
grave,  and  he  transferred  the  regency  which  he  had  so 
foully  acquired  to  his  son  Murdoch.  But,  nineteen  years 
after  the  death  of  the  old  King,  James  I  returned  to 
Scotland,  and  Duke  Murdoch  of  Albany,  with  his  sons, 
was  brought  to  the  scaffold,  in  expiation  of  his  father's 
guilt  and  his  own.^ 

I  See  Note  i6. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI 


The  honest  heart  that's  free  frae  a' 

Intended  fraud  or  guile, 
However  Fortune  kick  the  ba*, 

Has  aye  some  cause  to  smile. 

Bdkns. 


We  now  return  to  the  Fair  Maid  of  Perth,  who  had  been 
sent  from  the  horrible  scene  at  Falkland,  by  order  of  the 
Douglas,  to  be  placed  under  the  protection  of  his  daugh- 
ter, the  now  widowed  Duchess  of  Rothsay.  That  lady's 
temporary  residence  was  a  religious  house  called  Camp- 
sie,  the  ruins  of  which  still  occupy  a  striking  situation 
on  the  Tay.  It  arose  on  the  summit  of  a  precipitous  rock, 
which  descends  on  the  princely  river,  there  rendered 
peculiarly  remarkable  by  the  cataract  called  Campsie 
Linn  where  its  waters  rush  tumultuously  over  a  range 
of  basaltic  rock,  which  intercepts  the  current,  like  a  dike 
erected  by  human  hands.  Delighted  with  a  site  so  ro- 
mantic, the  monks  of  the  abbey  of  Cupar  reared  a  struc- 
ture there,  dedicated  to  an  obscure  saint,  named  St. 
Hxmnand,  and  hither  they  were  wont  themselves  to  re- 
tire for  pleasure  or  devotion.  It  had  readily  opened  its 
gates  to  admit  the  noble  lady  who  was  its  present  in- 
mate, as  the  country  was  under  the  influence  of  the 
powerful  Lord  Drummond,  the  ally  of  the  Douglas. 
There  the  Earl's  letters  were  presented  to  the  Duchess 
by  the  leader  of  the  escort  which  conducted  Catharine 
and  the  glee-maiden  to  Campsie.  Whatever  reason  she 
might  have  to  complain  of  Rothsay,  his  horrible  and 
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unexpected  end  greatly  shocked  the  noble  lady,  and  she 
spent  the  greater  part  of  the  night  in  indulging  her  grief, 
and  in  devotional  exercises. 

On  the  next  morning,  which  was  that  of  the  memorable 
Palm  Sunday,  she  ordered  Catharine  Glover  and  the 
minstrel  into  her  presence.  The  spirits  of  both  the  young 
women  had  been  much  simk  and  shaken  by  the  dreadful 
scenes  in  which  they  had  so  lately  been  engaged;  and  the 
outward  appearance  of  the  Duchess  Marjory  was,  like 
that  of  her  father,  more  calculated  to  inspire  awe  than 
confidence.  She  spoke  with  kindness,  however,  though 
apparently  in  deep  aflaiction,  and  learned  from  them  all 
which  they  had  to  tell  concerning  the  fate  of  her  erring 
and  inconsiderate  husband.  She  appeared  grateful  for 
the  efforts  which  Catharine  and  the  glee-maiden  had 
made,  at  their  own  extreme  peril,  to  save  Rothsay  from 
his  horrible  fate.  She  invited  them  to  join  in  her  devo- 
tion and  at  the  hour  of  dinner  gave  them  her  hand  to 
kiss,  and  dismissed  them  to  their  own  refection,  assuring 
both,  and  Catharine  in  particular,  of  her  efficient  pro- 
tection, which  should  include,  she  said,  her  father's,  and 
be  a  wall  around  them  both,  so  long  as  she  herself  lived. 

They  retired  from  the  presence  of  the  widowed  Prin- 
cess, and  partook  of  a  repast  with  her  duennas  and  ladies, 
all  of  whom,  amid  their  profound  sorrow,  showed  a  char- 
acter of  stateliness  which  chilled  the  light  heart  of  the 
Frenchwoman,  and  imposed  restraint  even  on  the  more 
serious  character  of  Catharine  Glover.  The  friends,  for 
so  we  may  now  term  them,  were  fain,  therefore,  to  es- 
cape from  the  society  of  these  persons,  all  of  them  born 
gentlewomen,  who  thought  themselves  but  ill-assorted 
with  a  burgher's  daughter  and  a  strolling  glee-maiden, 
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and  saw  them  with  pleasure  go  out  to  walk  in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  the  convent.  A  little  garden,  with  its  bushes 
and  fruit-trees,  advanced  on  one  side  of  the  convent,  so 
as  to  skirt  the  precipice,  from  which  it  was  only  sepa- 
rated by  a  parapet  built  on  the  ledge  of  the  rock,  so 
low  that  the  eye  might  easily  measure  the  depth  of  the 
crag,  and  gaze  on  the  conflicting  waters  which  foamed, 
struggled,  and  chafed  over  the  reef  below. 

The  Fair  Maiden  of  Perth  and  her  companion  walked 
slowly  on  a  path  that  ran  within  this  parapet,  looked  at 
the  romantic  prospect,  and  judged  what  it  must  be  when 
the  advancing  summer  should  clothe  the  grove  with 
leaves.  They  observed  for  some  time  a  deep  silence.  At 
length  the  gay  and  bold  spirit  of  the  glee-maiden  rose 
above  the  circumstances  in  which  she  had  been  and  was 
now  placed. 

'Do  the  horrors  of  Falkland,  fair  May,  still  weigh 
down  your  spirits?  Strive  to  forget  them  as  I  do:  we  can- 
not tread  life's  paths  lightly,  if  we  shake  not  from  our 
mantles  the  raindrops  as  they  fall.' 

'These  horrors  are  not  to  be  forgotten,'  answered 
Catharine.  '  Yet  my  mind  is  at  present  anxious  respect- 
ing my  father's  safety;  and  I  cannot  but  think  how 
many  brave  men  may  be  at  this  instant  leaving  the 
world,  even  within  six  miles  of  us,  or  little  farther.' 

'You  mean  the  combat  betwixt  sixty  champions,  of 
which  the  Douglas's  equerry  told  us  yesterday?  It  were 
a  sight  for  a  minstrel  to  witness.  But  out  upon  these 
womanish  eyes  of  mine  —  they  could  never  see  swords 
cross  each  other  without  being  dazzled.  But  see  —  look 
yonder,  May  Catharine  —  look  yonder!  That  flying 
messenger  certainly  brings  news  of  the  battle.' 
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'Methinks  I  should  know  him  who  runs  so  wildly,' 
said  Catharine.  'But  if  it  be  he  I  think  of,  some  wild 
thoughts  are  urging  his  speed.' 

As  she  spoke,  the  runner  directed  his  course  to  the 
garden.  Louise's  little  dog  ran  to  meet  him,  barking  furi- 
ously, but  came  back,  to  cower,  creep,  and  growl  behind 
its  mistress;  for  even  dumb  animals  can  distinguish  when 
men  are  driven  on  by  the  furious  energy  of  irresistible 
passion,  and  dread  to  cross  or  encounter  them  in  their 
career.  The  fugitive  rushed  into  the  garden  at  the  same 
reckless  pace.  His  head  was  bare,  his  hair  dishevelled; 
his  rich  acton  and  all  his  other  vestments  looked  as  if 
they  had  been  lately  drenched  in  water.  His  leathern 
buskins  were  cut  and  torn,  and  his  feet  marked  the  sod 
with  blood.  His  countenance  was  wild,  haggard,  and 
highly  excited,  or,  as  the  Scottish  phrase  expresses  it, 
much  'raised.' 

'Conachar!'  said  Catharine,  as  he  advanced,  appar- 
ently without  seeing  what  was  before  him,  as  hares  are 
said  to  do  when  severely  pressed  by  the  greyhounds.  But 
he  stopped  short  when  he  heard  his  own  name. 

'Conachar,'  said  Catharine,  'or  rather  Eachin  Mac- 
Ian,  what  means  all  this?  Have  the  Clan  Quhele  sus- 
tained a  defeat? ' 

'I  have  borne  such  names  as  this  maiden  gives  me,' 
said  the  fugitive,  after  a  moment's  recollection,  'Yes,  I 
was  called  Conachar  when  I  was  happy,  and  Eachin 
when  I  was  powerful.  But  now  I  have  no  name,  and  there 
is  no  such  clan  as  thou  speak'st  of;  and  thou  art  a  foolish 
maid  to  speak  of  that  which  is  not  to  one  who  has  no 
existence.' 

'Alas!  unfortunate — ' 
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'And  why  unfortunate,  I  pray  you?'  exclaimed  the 
youth.  'If  I  am  coward  and  villain,  have  not  villainy 
and  cowardice  command  over  the  elements?  Have  I  not 
braved  the  water  without  its  choking  me,  and  trod  the 
firm  earth  without  its  opening  to  devour  me?  And  shall 
a  mortal  oppose  my  purpose? ' 

'He  raves,  alas!'  said  Catharine.  'Haste  to  call  some 
help.  He  will  not  harm  me;  but  I  fear  he  will  do  evil  to 
himself.  See  how  he  stares  down  on  the  roaring  water- 
fall!' 

The  glee-woman  hastened  to  do  as  she  was  ordered, 
and  Conachar's  half-frenzied  spirit  seemed  relieved  by 
her  absence.  'Catharine,'  he  said,  'now  she  is  gone,  I 
will  say  I  know  thee  —  I  know  thy  love  of  peace  and 
hatred  of  war.  But  hearken;  I  have,  rather  than  strike  a 
blow  at  my  enemy,  given  up  all  that  a  man  calls  dearest: 
I  have  lost  honour,  fame,  and  friends,  and  such  friends! 
(he  placed  his  hands  before  his  face).  Oh!  their  love  sur- 
passed the  love  of  woman !  Why  should  I  hide  my  tears? 
All  know  my  shame;  all  should  see  my  sorrow.  Yes,  all 
might  see,  but  who  would  pity  it?  Catharine,  as  I  ran 
like  a  madman  down  the  strath,  man  and  woman  called 
"shame"  on  me!  The  beggar  to  whom  I  flung  alms, 
that  I  might  purchase  one  blessing,  threw  it  back  in  dis- 
gust, and  with  a  curse  upon  the  coward!  Each  bell  that 
tolled  rung  out,  "Shame  on  the  recreant  caitiff!"  The 
brute  beasts  in  their  lowing  and  bleating,  the  wild  winds 
in  their  rustling  and  howling,  the  hoarse  waters  in  their 
dash  and  roar,  cried,  "Out  upon  the  dastard!"  The 
faithful  nine  are  still  pursuing  me;  they  cry  with  feeble 
voice,  "Strike  but  one  blow  in  our  revenge,  we  all  died 
for  you!"' 
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While  the  unhappy  youth  thus  raved,  a  rustling  was 
heard  in  the  bushes.  'There  is  but  one  way!'  he  ex- 
claimed, springing  upon  the  parapet,  but  with  a  terrified 
glance  towards  the  thicket,  through  which  one  or  two  at- 
tendants were  stealing,  with  the  purpose  of  surprising 
him.  But  the  instant  he  saw  a  human  form  emerge  from 
the  cover  of  the  bushes,  he  waved  his  hands  wildly  over 
his  head,  and  shrieking  out,  'Bas  air  Eachin!'  plunged 
down  the  precipice  into  the  raging  cataract  beneath. 

It  is  needless  to  say,  that  aught  save  thistledown  must 
have  been  dashed  to  pieces  in  such  a  fall.  But  the  river 
was  swelled,  and  the  remains  of  the  imhappy  youth  were 
never  seen.  A  varjdng  tradition  has  assigned  more  than 
one  supplement  to  the  history.  It  is  said  by  one  account, 
that  the  young  captain  of  Clan  Quhele  swam  safe  to 
shore,  far  below  the  Linns  of  Campsie;  and  that,  wan- 
dering disconsolately  in  the  deserts  of  Rannoch,  he  met 
with  Father  Clement,  who  had  taken  up  his  abode  in 
the  wilderness  as  a  hermit,  on  the  principle  of  the  old 
Culdees.  He  converted,  it  is  said,  the  heart-broken  and 
penitent  Conachar,  who  lived  with  him  in  his  cell,  shar- 
ing his  devotion  and  privations,  till  death  removed  them 
in  succession. 

Another  wilder  legend  supposes  that  he  was  snatched 
from  death  by  the  daione-shie,  or  fairy-folk,  and  that  he 
continues  to  wander  through  wood  and  wild,  armed  like 
an  ancient  Highlander,  but  carrying  his  sword  in  his  left 
hand.  The  phantom  appears  always  in  deep  grief .  Some- 
times he  seems  about  to  attack  the  traveller,  but,  when 
resisted  with  courage,  always  flies.  These  legends  are 
founded  on  two  peculiar  points  in  his  story  —  his  evinc- 
ing timidity  and  his  committing  suicide  —both  of  them 
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circumstances  almost  unexampled  in  the  history  of  a 
mountain  chief. 


When  Simon  Glover,  having  seen  his  friend  Henry 
duly  taken  care  of  in  his  own  house  in  Curfew  Street, 
arrived  that  evening  at  the  Place  of  Campsie,  he  foimd 
his  daughter  extremely  ill  of  a  fever,  in  consequence  of 
the  scenes  to  which  she  had  lately  been  a  witness,  and 
particularly  the  catastrophe  of  her  late  playmate.  The 
affection  of  the  glee-maiden  rendered  her  so  attentive 
and  careful  a  nurse,  that  the  glover  said  it  should  not  be 
his  fault  if  she  ever  touched  lute  again,  save  for  her  own 
amusement. 

It  was  some  time  ere  Simon  ventured  to  tell  his 
daughter  of  Henry's  late  exploits,  and  his  severe  wounds; 
and  he  took  care  to  make  the  most  of  the  encouraging 
circumstance,  that  her  faithful  lover  had  refused  both 
honour  and  wealth  rather  than  become  a  professed  sol- 
dier and  follow  the  Douglas.  Catharine  sighed  deeply 
and  shook  her  head  at  the  history  of  bloody  Palm  Sunday 
on  the  North  Inch.  But  apparently  she  had  reflected 
that  men  rarely  advance  in  civilisation  or  refinement 
beyond  the  ideas  of  their  own  age,  and  that  a  headlong 
and  exuberant  courage,  like  that  of  Henry  Smith,  was, 
in  the  iron  days  in  which  they  Kved,  preferable  to  the 
deficiency  which  had  led  to  Conachar's  catastrophe.  If 
she  had  any  doubts  on  the  subject,  they  were  removed 
in  due  time  by  Henry's  protestations,  so  soon  as  restored 
health  enabled  him  to  plead  his  own  cause. 

'I  should  blush  to  say,  Catharine,  that  I  am  even  sick 
of  the  thoughts  of  doing  battle.  Yonder  last  field  showed 
carnage  enough  to  glut  a  tiger.  I  am  therefore  resolved  to 
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hang  up  my  broadsword,  never  to  be  drawn  more  unless 
against  the  enemies  of  Scotland.' 

'And  should  Scotland  call  for  it,'  said  Catharine,  'I 
will  buckle  it  round  you.' 

'  And,  Catharine,'  said  the  joyful  glover,  'we  will  pay 
largely  for  soul  masses  for  those  who  have  fallen  by 
Henry's  sword;  and  that  will  not  only  cure  spiritual 
flaws,  but  make  us  friends  with  the  church  again.' 

'  For  that  purpose,  father,'  said  Catharine, '  the  hoards 
of  the  wretched  D  wining  may  be  applied.  He  bequeathed 
them  to  me;  but  I  think  you  would  not  mix  his  base 
blood-money  with  your  honest  gains? ' 

'  I  would  bring  the  plague  into  my  house  as  soon,'  said 
the  resolute  glover. 

The  treasures  of  the  wicked  apothecary  were  distrib- 
uted accordingly  among  the  four  monasteries;  nor  was 
there  ever  after  a  breath  of  suspicion  concerning  the 
orthodoxy  of  old  Simon  or  his  daughter. 

Henry  and  Catharine  were  married  within  four  months 
after  the  battle  of  the  North  Inch,  and  never  did  the 
corporations  of  the  glovers  and  hammermen  trip  their 
sword-dance  so  featly  as  at  the  wedding  of  the  boldest 
burgess  and  brightest  maiden  in  Perth.  Ten  months 
after,  a  gallant  infant  filled  the  well-spread  cradle,  and 
was  rocked  by  Louise  to  the  time  of 

Bold  and  true, 
In  bonnet  blue. 

The  names  of  the  boy's  sponsors  are  recorded,  as  '  Ane 
Hie  and  Michty  Lord  Archibald  Erl  of  Douglas,  ane 
Honorabil  and  gude  Knight,  Schir  Patrick  Charteris  of 
Kinfauns,  and  ane  Gracious  Princess,  Marjory  Dowaire 
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of  his  Serene  Highness  David,  umquhile  Diike  of  Roth- 
say.'  Under  such  patronage  a  family  rises  fast;  and 
several  of  the  most  respected  houses  in  Scotland,  but 
especially  in  Perthshire,  and  many  individuals  distin- 
guished both  in  arts  and  arms,  record  with  pride  their 
descent  from  the  Gow  Chrom  and  the  Fair  Maid  of 
Perth. 


THE  END  OF  THE  FAIR  MAID  OF  PERTH 
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TO 

CHRONICLES  OF  THE  CANONGATE 

Sic  itur  ad  astia 

The  preceding  volume  ^  of  this  collection  concluded  the 
last  of  the  pieces  ordinarily  published  tmder  the  nominis 
umbra  of  the  Author  of  Waverley;  and  the  circumstances 
which  rendered  it  impossible  for  the  writer  to  continue 
longer  in  the  possession  of  his  incognito  were  communi- 
cated, in  1827,  in  the  Introduction  to  the  First  Series 
of  Chronicles  of  the  Canongate,^  consisting,  besides  a  bio- 
graphical sketch  of  the  imaginary  chronicler,  of  three 
tales,  entitled  The  Highland  Widow,  The  Two  Drovers,^ 
and  The  Surgeon's  Daughter.  In  the  present  volmne  the 
first  named  of  these  pieces  is  included,  together  with 
three  detached  stories,^  which  appeared  the  year  after 
in  the  elegant  compilation  called  The  Keepsake.  The 
Surgeon's  Daughter  it  is  thought  better  to  defer  imtil  a 
succeeding  volume  than  to 

Begin  and  break  ofi  in  the  middle. 

I  have,  perhaps,  said  enough  on  former  occasions  of 
the  misfortimes  which  led  to  the  dropping  of  that  mask 
under  which  I  had,  for  a  long  series  of  years,  enjoyed  so 

»  Namely,  Woodstock. 

'  In  the  present  edition  printed  with  Anne  of  Geierstein. 
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large  a  portion  of  public  favour.  Through  the  success 
of  those  literary  efforts,  I  had  been  enabled  to  indulge 
most  of  the  tastes  which  a  retired  person  of  my  station 
might  be  supposed  to  entertain.  In  the  pen  of  this  name- 
less romancer  I  seemed  to  possess  something  like  the 
secret  fountain  of  coined  gold  and  pearls  vouchsafed  to 
the  traveller  of  the  Eastern  tale;  and  no  doubt  believed 
that  I  might  venture,  without  silly  imprudence,  to 
extend  my  personal  expenditiure  considerably  beyond 
what  I  should  have  thought  of  had  my  means  been 
limited  to  the  competence  which  I  derived  from  inherit- 
ance, with  the  moderate  income  of  a  professional  situa- 
tion. I  bought,  and  built,  and  planted,  and  was  con- 
sidered by  myself,  as  by  the  rest  of  the  world,  in  the  safe 
possession  of  an  easy  fortime.  My  riches,  however,  like 
the  other  riches  of  this  world,  were  liable  to  accidents, 
under  which  they  were  ultimately  destined  to  make  xmto 
themselves  wings  and  fly  away.  The  year  1825,  so  dis- 
astrous to  many  branches  of  industry  and  commerce, 
did  not  spare  the  market  of  literature;  and  the  sudden 
ruin  that  fell  on  so  many  of  the  booksellers  could  scarcely 
have  been  expected  to  leave  unscathed  one  whose  ca- 
reer had  of  necessity  connected  him  deeply  and  exten- 
sively with  the  pecuniary  transactions  of  that  profession. 
In  a  word,  almost  without  one  note  of  premonition, 
I  found  myself  involved  in  the  sweeping  catastrophe  of 
the  unhappy  time,  and  called  on  to  meet  the  demands 
of  creditors  upon  commercial  establishments  with  which 
my  fortunes  had  long  been  bound  up,  to  the  extent  of  no 
less  a  stun  than  one  himdred  and  twenty  thousand 
pounds. 
The  Author  having,  however  rashly,  committed  his 
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pledges  thus  largely  to  the  hazards  of  trading  companies, 
it  behoved  him,  of  course,  to  abide  the  consequences  of 
his  conduct,  and,  with  whatever  feelings,  he  surrendered 
on  the  instant  every  shred  of  property  which  he  had  been 
accustomed  to  call  his  own.  It  became  vested  in  the  hands 
of  gentlemen  whose  integrity,  prudence,  and  intelligence 
were  combined  with  all  possible  liberality  and  kindness 
of  disposition,  and  who  readily  afforded  every  assistance 
towards  the  execution  of  plans  in  the  success  of  which 
the  Author  contemplated  the  possibility  of  his  ultimate 
extrication,  and  which  were  of  such  a  nature  that,  had 
assistance  of  this  sort  been  withheld,  he  could  have  had 
little  prospect  of  carrying  them  into  effect.  Among  other 
resources  which  occurred  was  the  project  of  that  com- 
plete and  corrected  edition  of  his  novels  and  romances 
(whose  real  parentage  had  of  necessity  been  disclosed 
at  the  moment  of  the  commercial  convtdsions  alluded 
to),  which  has  now  advanced  with  imprecedented  fa- 
vour nearly  to  its  close;  but  as  he  purposed  also  to  con- 
tinue, for  the  behoof  of  those  to  whom  he  was  indebted, 
the  exercise  of  his  pen  in  the  same  path  of  literature,  so 
long  as  the  taste  of  his  countrymen  should  seem  to  ap- 
prove of  his  efforts,  it  appeared  to  him  that  it  would 
have  been  an  idle  piece  of  affectation  to  attempt  getting 
up  a  new  incognito,  after  his  original  visor  had  been  thus 
dashed  from  his  brow.  Hence  the  personal  narrative 
prefixed  to  the  first  work  of  fiction  which  he  put  forth 
after  the  paternity  of  the  Waverley  Novels  had  come  to 
be  publicly  ascertained;  and  though  many  of  the  particu- 
lars originally  avowed  in  that  notice  have  been  unavoid- 
ably adverted  to  in  the  prefaces  and  notes  to  some  of  the 
preceding  volumes  of  the  present  collection,  it  is  now 
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reprinted  as  it  stood  at  the  time,  because  some  interest 
is  generally  attached  to  a  coin  or  medal  struck  on  a  spe- 
cial occasion,  as  expressing,  perhaps,  more  faithfully  than 
the  same  artist  could  have  afterwards  conveyed  the 
feelings  of  the  moment  that  gave  it  birth.  The  Intro- 
duction to  the  First  Series  of  Chronicles  of  the  Canongate 
ran,  then,  in  these  words:  — 

All  who  are  acquainted  with  the  early  history  of  the 
Italian  stage  are  aware  that  arlechmo  is  not,  in  his  origi- 
nal conception,  a  mere  worker  of  marvels  with  his  wooden 
sword,  a  jumper  in  and  out  of  windows,  as  upon  our 
theatre,  but,  as  his  parti-coloured  jacket  implies,  a  buf- 
foon or  clown,  whose  mouth,  far  from  being  eternally 
closed,  as  amongst  us,  is  filled,  like  that  of  Touchstone, 
with  quips,  and  cranks,  and  witty  devices,  very  often  de- 
livered extempore.  It  is  not  easy  to  trace  how  he  became 
possessed  of  his  black  vizard,  which  was  anciently  made 
in  the  resemblance  of  the  face  of  a  cat;  but  it  seems  that 
the  mask  was  essential  to  the  performance  of  the  char- 
acter, as  wiU  appear  from  the  following  theatrical  anec- 
dote: — 

An  actor  on  the  Italian  stage  permitted  at  the  foire 
du  St.  Germain,  in  Paris,  was  renowned  for  the  wild, 
venturous,  and  extravagant  wit,  the  brilliant  sallies  and 
fortunate  repartees,  with  which  he  prodigally  seasoned 
the  character  of  the  parti-coloured  jester.  Some  crit- 
ics, whose  good-will  towards  a  favourite  performer  was 
stronger  than  their  judgment,  took  occasion  to  remon- 
strate with  the  successful  actor  on  the  subject  of  the 
grotesque  vizard.  They  went  wilily  to  their  purpose, 
observing,  that  his  classical  and  Attic  wit,  his  delicate 
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vein  of  humour,  his  happy  turn  for  dialogue,  were 
rendered  burlesque  and  ludicrous  by  this  unmeaning 
and  bizarre  disguise,  and  that  those  attributes  would 
become  far  more  impressive  if  aided  by  the  spirit  of  his 
eye  and  the  expression  of  his  natural  features.  The  ac- 
tor's vanity  was  easily  so  far  engaged  as  to  induce  him 
to  make  the  experiment.  He  played  harlequin  barefaced, 
but  was  considered  on  all  hands  as  having  made  a  total 
failure.  He  had  lost  the  audacity  which  a  sense  of  m- 
cognito  bestowed,  and  with  it  all  the  reckless  play  of 
raillery  which  gave  vivacity  to  his  original  acting.  He 
cursed  his  advisers,  and  resumed  his  grotesque  vizard; 
but,  it  is  said,  without  ever  being  able  to  regain  the  care- 
less and  successful  levity  which  the  consciousness  of  the 
disguise  had  formerly  bestowed. 

Perhaps  the  Author  of  Waverley  is  now  about  to  in- 
cur a  risk  of  the  same  kind,  and  endanger  his  popularity 
by  having  laid  aside  his  incognito.  It  is  certainly  not  a 
voluntary  experiment,  Uke  that  of  harlequin;  for  it  was 
my  original  intention  never  to  have  avowed  these  works 
during  my  lifetime,  and  the  original  manuscripts  were 
carefully  preserved,  though  by  the  care  of  others  rather 
than  mine,  with  the  purpose  of  supplying  the  necessary 
evidence  of  the  truth  when  the  period  of  annoimcing  it 
should  arrive.^  But  the  affairs  of  my  pubhshers  having 
unfortunately  passed  into  a  management  different  from 
their  own,  I  had  no  right  any  longer  to  rely  upon  secrecy 
in  that  quarter;  and  thus  my  mask,  likemy  Aimt  Dinah's 
in  Tristram  Shandy,  having  begim  to  wax  a  little  thread- 

*  These  manuscripts  are  at  present  (August,  1831)  advertised  for 
public  sale,  which  is  an  addition,  though  a  small  one,  to  other  annoy- 
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bare  about  the  chin,  it  became  time  to  lay  it  aside  with 
a  good  grace,  xmless  I  desired  it  should  fall  in  pieces  from 
my  face,  which  was  now  become  likely. 

Yet  I  had  not  the  slightest  intention  of  selecting  the 
time  and  place  in  which  the  disclosiire  was  finally  made; 
nor  was  there  any  concert  betwixt  my  learned  and  re- 
spected friend  Lord  Meadowbank,^  and  myself  upon 
that  occasion.  It  was,  as  the  reader  is  probably  aware, 
upon  the  23d  February  last,  at  a  public  meeting,  called 
for  establishing  a  professional  Theatrical  F\md  in  Edin- 
burgh, that  the  communication  took  place.^  Just  before 
we  sat  down  to  table.  Lord  Meadowbank  asked  me  pri- 
vately whether  I  was  still  anxious  to  preserve  my  in- 
cognito on  the  subject  of  what  were  called  the  Waverley 
Novels?  I  did  not  immediately  see  the  purpose  of  his 
lordship's  question,  although  I  certainly  might  have 
been  led  to  infer  it,  and  replied  that  the  secret  had  now 
of  necessity  become  known  to  so  many  people  that  I  was 
indifferent  on  the  subject.  Lord  Meadowbank  was  thus 
induced,  while  doing  me  the  great  honour  of  proposing 
my  health  to  the  meeting,  to  say  something  on  the  sub- 
ject of  these  Novels,  so  strongly  connecting  them  with 
me  as  the  author,  that,  by  remaining  silent,  I  must  have 
stood  convicted,  either  of  the  actual  paternity,  or  of  the 
still  greater  crime  of  being  supposed  willing  to  receive 
indirectly  praise  to  which  I  had  not  just  title.  I  thus 
found  myself  suddenly  and  unexpectedly  placed  in  the 
confessional,  and  had  only  time  to  recollect  that  I  had 
been  guided  thither  by  a  most  friendly  hand,  and  could 

'  One  of  the  Supreme  Judges  of  Scotland,  termed  Lords  of  Coimcil 
and  Session. 
'  See  Appendix. 
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not,  perhaps,  find  a  better  public  opportunity  to  lay 
down  a  disguise  which  began  to  resemble  that  of  a  de- 
tected masquerader.  I  had  therefore  the  task  of  avowing 
myself,  to  the  numerous  and  respectable  company  as- 
sembled, as  the  sole  and  unaided  author  of  these  Novels 
of  Waverley,  the  paternity  of  which  was  likely  at  one 
time  to  have  formed  a  controversy  of  some  celebrity,  for 
the  ingenuity  with  which  some  instructors  of  the  public 
gave  their  assurance  on  the  subject  was  extremely  per- 
severing. 

I  now  think  it  further  necessary  to  say,  that,  while  I 
take  on  myself  all  the  merits  and  demerits  attending  these 
compositions,  I  am  bound  to  acknowledge  with  gratitude 
hints  of  subjects  and  legends  which  I  have  received  from 
various  quarters,  and  have  occasionally  used  as  a  founda- 
tion of  my  fictitious  compositions,  or  woven  up  with 
them  in  the  shape  of  episodes.  I  am  bound,  in  particular, 
to  acknowledge  the  unremitting  kindness  of  Mr.  Joseph 
Train,  supervisor  of  excise  at  Dumfries,  to  whose  un- 
wearied industry  I  have  been  indebted  for  many  curious 
traditions  and  points  of  antiquarian  interest.  It  was 
Mr.  Train  who  brought  to  my  recollection  the  history  of 
Old  Mortality,  although  I  myself  had  had  a  personal 
interview  with  that  celebrated  wanderer  so  far  back  as 
about  1792,  when  I  foimd  him  on  his  usual  task.  He  was 
then  engaged  in  repairing  the  gravestones  of  the  Cove- 
nanters who  had  died  while  imprisoned  in  the  Castle  of 
Dunnottar,  to  which  many  of  them  were  committed 
prisoners  at  the  period  of  Argyle's  rising;  their  place  of 
confinement  is  still  called  the  Whigs'  Vault.  Mr.  Train, 
however,  procured  for  me  far  more  extensive  information 
concerning  this  singular  person,  whose  name  was  Pater- 
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son,  than  I  had  been  able  to  acquire  during  my  own  short 
conversation  with  him.^  He  was,  as  I  think  I  have  some- 
where already  stated,  a  native  of  the  parish  of  Close- 
burn,  in  Dumfriesshire,  and  it  is  beKeved  that  domestic 
affiction,  as  well  as  devotional  feeling,  induced  him  to 
commence  the  wandering  mode  of  hfe  which  he  pur- 
sued for  a  very  long  period.  It  is  more  than  twenty  years 
since  Robert  Paterson's  death,  which  took  place  on  the 
highroad  near  Lockerby,  where  he  was  fovmd  exhausted 
and  expiring.  The  white  pony,  the  companion  of  his  pil- 
grimage, was  standing  by  the  side  of  its  dying  master, 
the  whole  furnishing  a  scene  not  unfitted  for  the  pencil. 
These  particulars  I  had  from  Mr.  Train. 

Another  debt,  which  I  pay  most  willingly,  I  owe  to  an 
imknown  correspondent,  a  lady,^  who  favoured  me  with 
the  history  of  the  upright  and  high-principled  female 
whom,  in  The  Heart  of  Midlothian,  I  have  termed  Jeanie 
Deans.  The  circumstance  of  her  refusing  to  save  her 
sister's  life  by  an  act  of  perjury,  and  vindertaking  a  pil- 
grimage to  London  to  obtain  her  pardon,  are  both  re- 
presented as  true  by  my  fair  and  obliging  correspondent; 
and  they  led  me  to  consider  the  possibility  of  rendering 
a  fictitious  personage  interesting  by  mere  dignity  of  mind 
and  rectitude  of  principle,  assisted  by  unpretending  good 
sense  and  temper,  without  any  of  the  beauty,  grace,  tal- 
ent, accomplishment,  and  wit  to  which  a  heroine  of 
romance  is  supposed  to  have  a  prescriptive  right.  If  the 
portrait  was  received  with  interest  by  the  public,  I  am 
conscious  how  much  it  was  owing  to  the  truth  and  force 
of  the  original  sketch,  which  I  regret  that  I  am  unable 

*  See,  for  some  further  particulars,  the  notes  to  Old  Mortality  in  the 
present  collective  edition. 
2  The  late  Mrs.  Goldie. 
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to  present  to  the  public,  as  it  was  written  with  much 
feeling  and  spirit. 

Old  and  odd  books,  and  a  considerable  collection  of 
family  legends,  formed  another  quarry,  so  ample,  that 
it  was  much  more  likely  that  the  strength  of  the  la- 
bourer should  be  exhausted  than  that  materials  should 
fail.  I  may  mention,  for  example's  sake,  that  the  terrible 
catastrophe  of  The  Bride  of  Lammermoor  actually  oc- 
curred in  a  Scottish  family  of  rank.  The  female  relative, 
by  whom  the  melancholy  tale  was  communicated  to  me 
many  years  since,  was  a  near  connexion  of  the  family  in 
which  the  event  happened,  and  always  told  it  with  an 
appearance  of  melancholy  mystery,  which  enhanced  the 
interest.  She  had  known,  in  her  youth,  the  brother  who 
rode  before  the  unliappy  victim  to  the  fatal  altar,  who, 
though  then  a  mere  boy,  and  occupied  almost  entirely 
with  the  gaiety  of  his  own  appearance  in  the  bridal  pro- 
cession, could  not  but  remark  that  the  hand  of  his  sister 
was  moist,  and  cold  as  that  of  a  statue.  It  is  unnecessary 
further  to  withdraw  the  veil  from  this  scene  of  family  dis- 
tress, nor,  although  it  occurred  more  than  a  hundred 
years  since,  might  it  be  altogether  agreeable  to  the  re- 
presentatives of  the  families  concerned  in  the  narrative. 
It  may  be  proper  to  say,  that  the  events  alone  are  imi- 
tated ;  but  I  had  neither  the  means  nor  intention  of  copy- 
ing the  manners,  or  tracing  the  characters,  of  the  per- 
sons concerned  in  the  real  story. 

Indeed,  I  may  here  state  generally,  that,  although  I 
have  deemed  historical  personages  free  subjects  of  de- 
lineation, I  have  never  on  any  occasion  violated  the  re- 
spect due  to  private  life.  It  was  indeed  impossible  that 
traits  proper  to  persons,  both  living  and  dead,  with  whom 
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I  have  had  interco\irse  in  society,  should  not  have  risen 
to  my  pen  in  such  works  as  Waverky  and  those  which 
followed  it.  But  I  have  always  studied  to  generalise  the 
portraits,  so  that  they  should  still  seem,  on  the  whole, 
the  productions  of  fancy,  though  possessing  some  re- 
semblance to  real  individuals.  Yet  I  must  own  my  at- 
tempts have  not  in  this  last  particular  been  uniformly 
successful.  There  are  men  whose  characters  are  so  pe- 
culiarly marked,  that  the  delineation  of  some  leading 
and  principal  feature  inevitably  places  the  whole  per- 
son before  you  in  his  individuality.  Thus,  the  char- 
acter of  Jonathan  Oldbuck,  in  The  Antiquary,  was  partly 
founded  on  that  of  an  old  friend  of  my  youth,  to  whom 
I  am  indebted  for  introducing  me  to  Shakespeare,  and 
other  invaluable  favours;  but  I  thought  I  had  so  com- 
pletely disguised  the  likeness  that  his  features  could  not 
be  recognised  by  any  one  now  alive.  I  was  mistaken, 
however,  and  indeed  had  endangered  what  I  desired 
should  be  considered  as  a  secret;  for  I  afterwards  learned 
that  a  highly  respectable  gentleman,  one  of  the  few  sur- 
viving friends  of  my  father,^  and  an  acute  critic,  had  said 
upon  the  appearance  of  the  work,  that  he  was  now  con- 
vinced who  was  the  author  of  it,  as  he  recognised,  in  the 
Antiquary  of  Monkbams,  traces  of  the  character  of  a 
very  intimate  friend  of  my  father's  family. 

I  may  here  also  notice,  that  the  sort  of  exchange  of 
gallantry  which  is  represented  as  taking  place  betwixt 
the  Baron  of  Bradwardine  and  Colonel  Talbot  is  a  lit- 
eral fact.  The  real  circumstances  of  the  anecdote,  alike 
honourable  to  Whig  and  Tory,  are  these:  — 

'  James  Chalmers,  Esq.,  solidtor-at-Iaw,  London,  who  died  during  the 
publication  of  the  present  edition  of  these  novels.  (Aug.  183 1.) 
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Alexander  Stewart  of  Invernahyle  —  a  name  which  I 
cannot  write  without  the  warmest  recollections  of  grati- 
tude to  the  friend  of  my  childhood,  who  first  introduced 
me  to  the  Highlands,  their  traditions  and  their  manners 
—  had  been  engaged  actively  in  the  troubles  of  1745. 
As  he  charged  at  the  battle  of  Preston  with  his  clan,  the 
Stewarts  of  Appine,  he  saw  an  officer  of  the  opposite 
army  standing  alone  by  a  battery  of  four  cannon,  of 
which  he  discharged  three  on  the  advancing  Highland- 
ers, and  then  drew  his  sword.  Invernahyle  rushed  on 
him,  and  required  him  to  surrender.  'Never  to  rebels!' 
was  the  undaimted  reply,  accompanied  with  a  lounge, 
which  the  Highlander  received  on  his  target;  but  instead 
of  using  his  sword  in  cutting  down  his  now  defenceless 
antagonist,  he  employed  it  in  parrying  the  blow  of  a 
Lochaber  axe,  aimed  at  the  officer  by  the  miller,  one  of 
his  own  followers,  a  grim-looking  old  Highlander,  whom  I 
remember  to  have  seen.  Thus  overpowered,  Lieutenant- 
Colonel  Allan  Whitefoord,  a  gentleman  of  rank  and  con- 
sequence, as  well  as  a  brave  officer,  gave  up  his  sword, 
and  with  it  his  purseand  watch,  which  Invernahyle  ac- 
cepted, to  save  them  from  his  followers.  After  the  affair 
was  over,  Mr.  Stewart  sought  out  his  prisoner,  and  they 
were  introduced  to  each  other  by  the  celebrated  John 
Roy  Stewart,  who  acquainted  Colonel  Whitefoord  with 
the  quality  of  his  captor,  and  made  him  aware  of  the 
necessity  of  receiving  back  his  property,  which  he  was 
inclined  to  leave  in  the  hands  into  which  it  had  fallen. 
So  great  became  the  confidence  established  betwixt 
them,  that  Invernahyle  obtained  from  the  Chevalier  his 
prisoner's  freedom  upon  parole;  and  soon  afterwards, 
having  been  sent  back  to  the  Highlands  to  raise  men,  he 
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visited  Colonel  Whitefoord  at  his  own  house,  and  spent 
two  happy  days  with  him  and  his  Whig  friends,  with- 
out thinking,  on  either  side,  of  the  civil  war  which  was 
then  raging. 

When  the  battle  of  Culloden  put  an  end  to  the  hopes 
of  Charles  Edward,  Invemahyle,  wounded  and  unable  to 
move,  was  borne  from  the  field  by  the  faithful  zeal  of  his 
retainers.  But,  as  he  had  been  a  distinguished  Jacobite, 
his  family  and  property  were  exposed  to  the  system  of 
vindictive  destruction  too  generally  carried  into  execu- 
tion through  the  country  of  the  insurgents.  It  was  now 
Colonel  Whitef oord's  turn  to  exert  himself,  and  he  wear- 
ied all  the  authorities,  civil  and  military,  with  his  solici- 
tations for  pardon  to  the  saver  of  his  life,  or  at  least  for  a 
protection  for  his  wife  and  family.  His  applications  were 
for  a  long  time  unsuccessful.  'I  was  found  with  the 
mark  of  the  beast  upon  me  in  every  list'  was  Inverna- 
hyle's  expression.  At  length  Colonel  Whitefoord  applied 
to  the  Duke  of  Cumberland,  and  urged  his  suit  with 
every  argument  which  he  could  think  of.  Being  still 
repulsed,  he  took  his  commission  from  his  bosom,  and, 
having  said  something  of  his  own  and  his  family's  exer- 
tions in  the  cause  of  the  house  of  Hanover,  begged  to 
resign  his  situation  in  their  service,  since  he  could  not 
be  permitted  to  show  his  gratitude  to  the  person  to 
whom  he  owed  his  life.  The  Duke,  struck  with  his 
earnestness,  desired  him  to  take  up  his  commission,  and 
granted  the  protection  required  for  the  family  of  Inver- 
nahyle. 

The  chieftain  himself  lay  concealed  in  a  cave  near  his 
own  house,  before  which  a  small  body  of  regular  soldiers 
were  encamped.   He  could  hear  their  muster-roll  called 
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every  morning,  and  their  drums  beat  to  quarters  at 
night,  and  not  a  change  of  the  sentinels  escaped  him.  As 
it  was  suspected  that  he  was  lurking  somewhere  on  the 
property,  his  family  were  closely  watched,  and  com- 
pelled to  use  the  utmost  precaution  in  supplying  him 
with  food.  One  of  his  daughters,  a  child  of  eight  or  ten 
years  old,  was  employed  as  the  agent  least  likely  to  be 
suspected.  She  was  an  instance  among  others,  that  a 
time  of  danger  and  di£&cxilty  creates  a  premature  sharp- 
ness of  intellect.  She  made  herself  acquainted  among  the 
soldiers,  till  she  became  so  familiar  to  them  that  her 
motions  escaped  their  notice;  and  her  practice  was  to 
stroUaway  into  the  neighbourhood  of  the  cave,  and  leave 
what  slender  supply  of  food  she  carried  for  that  purpose 
imder  some  remarkable  stone,  or  the  root  of  some  tree, 
where  her  father  might  find  it  as  he  crept  by  night  from 
his  lurking-place.  Times  became  milder,  and  my  excel- 
lent friend  was  relieved  from  proscription  by  the  Act  of 
Imdemnity.  Such  is  the  interesting  story  which  I  have 
rather  injured  than  improved  by  the  manner  in  which  it 
is  told  in  Waverley. 

This  incident,  with  several  other  circumstances  illus- 
trating the  Tales  in  question,  was  communicated  by  me 
to  my  late  lamented  friend,  William  Erskine,  a  Scottish 
judge,  by  the  title  of  Lord  Kinedder,  who  afterwards 
reviewed  with  far  too  much  partiality  the  Tales  of  my 
Landlord  for  the  Quarterly  Review  of  January  1817.^  In 
the  same  article  are  contained  other  illustrations  of  the 
Novels,  with  which  I  supplied  my  accomplished  friend, 
who  took  the  trouble  to  write  the  review.  The  reader 
who  is  desirous  of  such  information  will  find  the  original 
1  Lord  Kinedder  died  in  August,  1822.  Eheu!  (Aug.  1831.) 
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of  Meg  Merrilies,  and  I  beKeve  of  one  or  two  other  per- 
sonages of  the  same  cast  of  character,  in  the  article 
referred  to. 

I  may  also  mention,  that  the  tragic  and  savage  cir- 
cumstances which  are  represented  as  preceding  the  birth 
of  Allan  M'Aulay,  in  The  Legend  of  Montrose,  really 
happened  in  the  family  of  Stewart  of  Ardvoirlich.  The 
wager  about  the  candlesticks,  whose  place  was  supplied 
by  Highland  torch-bearers,  was  laid  and  won  by  one  of 
the  MacDonalds  of  Keppoch. 

There  can  be  but  little  amusement  in  wiimowing  out 
the  few  grains  of  truth  which  are  contained  in  this  mass 
of  empty  fiction.  I  may,  however,  before  dismissing  the 
subject,  allude  to  the  various  localities  which  have  been 
aflixed  to  some  of  the  scenery  introduced  into  these 
novels,  by  which,  for  example.  Wolf's  Hope  is  identified 
with  Fast  Castle  in  Berwickshire,  TilHetudlem  with 
Draphane  in  Clydesdale,  and  the  valley  in  The  Monas- 
tery, called  Glendearg,  with  the  dale  of  the  river  Allan, 
above  Lord  SomerviUe's  villa,  near  Melrose.  I  can  only 
say  that,  in  these  and  other  instances,  I  had  no  purpose 
of  describing  any  particular  local  spot;  and  the  resem- 
blance must  therefore  be  of  that  general  kind  which 
necessarily  exists  between  scenes  of  the  same  charac- 
ter. The  iron-boimd  coast  of  Scotland  affords  upon 
its  headlands  and  promontories  fifty  such  castles  as 
Wolf's  Hope;  every  county  has  a  valley  more  or  less 
resembling  Glendearg;  and  if  castles  like  Tillietud- 
lem,  or  mansions  like  the  Baron  of  Bradwardine's,  are 
now  less  frequently  to  be  met  with,  it  is  owing  to  the 
rage  of  indiscriminate  destruction,  which  has  removed 
or  ruined  so  many  monuments  of  antiquity,  when 
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they  were  not  protected  by  their  inaccessible  situa- 
tion.^ 

The  scraps  of  poetry  which  have  been  in  most  cases 
tacked  to  the  beginning  of  chapters  in  these  novels  are 
sometimes  quoted  either  from  reading  or  from  memory, 
but,  in  the  general  case,  are  pure  invention.  I  found  it 
too  troublesome  to  turn  to  the  collection  of  the  British 
poets  to  discover  apposite  mottoes,  and,  in  the  situation 
of  the  theatrical  mechanist,  who,  when  the  white  paper 
which  represented  his  shower  of  snow  was  exhausted, 
continued  the  storm  by  snowing  brown,  I  drew  on  my 
memory  as  long  as  I  could,  and,  when  that  failed,  eked 
it  out  with  invention.  I  beheve  that,  in  some  cases,  where 
actual  names  are  aflSxed  to  the  supposed  quotations,  it 
would  be  to  httle  purpose  to  seek  them  in  the  works  of 
the  authors  referred  to.  In  some  cases  I  have  been  en- 
tertained when  Dr.  Watts  and  other  graver!  authors 
have  been  ransacked  in  vain  for  stanzas  for  which  the 
novelist  alone  was  responsible. 

And  now  the  reader  may  expect  me,  while  in  the 
confessional,  to  explain  the  motives  why  I  have  so  long 
persisted  in  disclaiming  the  works  of  which  I  am  now 
writing.  To  this  it  would  be  difficult  to  give  any  other 
reply  save  that  of  Corporal  Nym:  it  was  the  Author's 
humour  or  caprice  for  the  time.  I  hope  it  will  not  be 
construed  into  ingratitude  to  the  pubhc,  to  whose  indul- 
gence I  have  owed  my  sangfroid  much  more  than  to  any 
merit  of  my  own,  if  I  confess  that  I  am,  and  have  been, 
more  indifferent  to  success,  or  to  failure,  as  an  author 

■  I  would  particularly  intimate  the  Kaim  of  Uric,  on  the  eastern  coast 
of  Scotland,  as  having  suggested  an  idea  for  the  tower  called  Wolf's  Crag, 
which  the  public  more  generally  identified  with  the  ancient  tower  of 
Fast  Castle. 
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than  may  be  the  case  with  others,  who  feel  more  strongly 
the  passion  for  literary  fame,  probably  because  they  are 
justly  conscious  of  a  better  title  to  it.  It  was  not  imtil 
I  had  attained  the  age  of  thirty  years  that  I  made  any 
serious  attempt  at  distinguishing  myself  as  an  author; 
and  at  that  period  men's  hopes,  desires,  and  wishes 
have  usually  acquired  something  of  a  decisive  character, 
and  are  not  eagerly  and  easily  diverted  into  a  new  chan- 
nel. When  I  made  the  discovery  —  for  to  me  it  was  one 
—  that  by  amusing  myself  with  composition,  which  I 
felt  a  delightful  occupation,  I  could  also  give  pleasure  to 
others,  and  became  aware  that  literary  pursuits  were 
likely  to  engage  in  future  a  considerable  portion  of  my 
time,  I  felt  some  alarm  that  I  might  acquire  those  habits 
of  jealousy  and  fretfulness  which  have  lessened,  and 
even  degraded,  the  character  even  of  great  authors,  and 
rendered  them,  by  their  petty  squabbles  and  mutual 
irritability,  the  laughing-stock  of  the  people  of  the  world. 
I  resolved,  therefore,  in  this  respect  to  guard  my  breast, 
perhaps  an  unfriendly  critic  may  add,  my  brow,  with 
triple  brass,^  and  as  much  as  possible  to  avoid  resting 
my  thoughts  and  wishes  upon  literary  success,  lest  I 
should  endanger  my  own  peace  of  mind  and  tranquillity 
by  literary  failure.  It  would  argue  either  stupid  apathy 
or  ridiculous  affectation  to  say  that  I  have  been  insen- 
sible to  the  public  applause,  when  I  have  been  honoured 
with  its  testimonies;  and  still  more  highly  do  I  prize  the 
invaluable  friendships  which  some  temporary  popularity 
has  enabled  me  to  form  among  those  of  my  contempo- 
raries most  distinguished  by  talents  and  genius,  and 

'  Not  altogether  impossible  when  it  is  considered  that  I  have  been  at 
the  bar  since  1792.  (Aug.  1831.) 
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which  I  venture  to  hope  now  rest  upon  a  basis  more 
firm  than  the  circumstances  which  gave  rise  to  them. 
Yet  feeling  all  these  advantages  as  a  man  ought  to  do,  and 
must  do,  I  may  say,  with  truth  and  confidence,  that  I 
have,  I  think,  tasted  of  the  intoxicating  cup  with  moder- 
ation, and  that  I  have  never,  either  in  conversation  or 
correspondence,  encouraged  discussions  respecting  my 
own  literary  pursuits.  On  the  contrary,  I  have  usually 
found  such  topics,  even  when  introduced  from  motives 
most  flattering  to  myself,  rather  embarrassing  and  dis- 
agreeable. 

I  have  now  frankly  told  my  motives  for  concealment, 
so  far  as  I  am  conscious  of  having  any,  and  the  public 
will  forgive  the  egotism  of  the  detail  as  what  is  neces- 
sarily connected  with  it.  The  author,  so  long  and  loudly 
called  for,  has  appeared  on  the  stage  and  made  his 
obeisance  to  the  audience.  Thus  far  his  conduct  is  a 
mark  of  respect.  To  linger  in  their  presence  would 
be  intrusion. 

I  have  only  to  repeat  that  I  avow  myself  in  print,  as 
formerly  in  words,  the  sole  and  unassisted  author  of 
all  the  novels  published  as  works  of  the  'Author  of 
WC'^erley.'  1  do  this  without  shame,  for  I  amimconscious 
that  there  is  anything  in  their  composition  which  de- 
serves reproach,  either  on  the  score  of  religion  or  mor- 
ality, and  without  any  feeling  of  exultation,  because, 
whatever  may  have  been  their  temporary  success,  I  am 
well  aware  how  much  their  reputation  depends  upon  the 
caprice  of  fashion;  and  I  have  already  mentioned  the 
precarious  tenure  by  which  it  is  held  as  a  reason  for 
displaying  no  great  avidity  in  grasping  at  the  posses- 
sion. 
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I  ought  to  mention^  before  concluding,  that  twenty 
persons,  at  least,  were,  either  from  intimacy  or  from 
the  confidence  which  circumstances  rendered  necessary, 
participant  of  this  secret;  and  as  there  was  no  instance, 
to  my  knowledge,  of  any  one  of  the  number  breaking 
faith,  I  am  the  more  obUged  to  them,  because  the  slight 
and  trivial  character  of  the  mystery  was  not  qualified 
to  inspire  much  respect  in  those  entrusted  with  it. 
Nevertheless,  like  Jack  the  Giant-Killer,  I  was  fully 
confident  in  the  advantage  of  my  'coat  of  darkness,' 
and  had  it  not  been  from  compulsory  circumstances,  I 
would  have  indeed  been  very  cautious  how  I  parted 
with  it. 

As  for  the  work  which  follows,  it  was  meditated,  and 
in  part  printed,  long  before  the  avowal  of  the  novels 
took  place,  and  originally  commenced  with  a  declaration 
that  it  was  neither  to  have  introduction  nor  preface  of 
any  kind.  This  long  proem,  prefixed  to  a  work  intended 
not  to  have  any,  may,  however,  serve  to'show  how  human 
purposes,  in  the  most  trifling  as  well  as  the  most  impor- 
tant affairs,  are  liable  to  be  controlled  by  the  course  of 
events.  Thus,  we  begin  to  cross  a  strong  river  with  our 
eyes  and  our  resolution  fixed  on  that  point  of  the  oppo- 
site shore  on  which  we  purpose  to  land;  but,  gradually 
giving  way  to  the  torrent,  are  glad,  by  the  aid  perhaps 
of  branch  or  bush,  to  extricate  ourselves  at  some  distant, 
and  perhaps  dangerous,  landing-place,  much  farther 
down  the  stream  than  that  on  which  we  had  fixed  our 
intentions. 

Hoping  that  the  courteous  reader  will  afford  to  a 
known  and  familiar  acquaintance  some  portion  of  the 
favour  which  he  extended  to  a  disguised  candidate  for 
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his  applause,  I  beg  leave  to  subscribe  myself  his  obliged 
hvtmble  servant, 

Walter  Scott. 
Abbotsford,  October  i,  1827. 

Such  was  the  little  narrative  which  I  thought  proper 
to  put  forth  in  October  1827,  nor  have  I  much  to  add  to 
it  now.  About  to  appear  for  the  first  time  in  my  own 
name  in  this  department  of  letters,  it  occurred  to  me 
that  something  in  the  shape  of  a  periodical  publication 
might  carry  with  it  a  certain  air  of  novelty,  and  I  was 
willing  to  break,  if  I  may  so  express  it,  the  abruptness 
of  my  personal  forthcoming  by  investing  an  imaginary 
coadjutor  with  at  least  as  much  distinctness  of  individual 
existence  as  I  had  ever  previously  thought  it  worth 
while  to  bestow  on  shadows  of  the  same  convenient 
tribe.  Of  course,  it  had  never  been  in  my  contemplation 
to  invite  the  assistance  of  any  real  person  in  the  sustain- 
ing of  my  quasi-editorial  character  and  labours.  It  had 
long  been  my  opinion  that  anything  like  a  literary  picnic 
is  likely  to  end  in  suggesting  comparisons,  justly  termed 
odious,  and  therefore  to  be  avoided;  and,  indeed,  I  had 
also  had  some  occasion  to  know  that  promises  of  assist- 
ance, in  efforts  of  that  order,  are  apt  to  be  more  magnifi- 
cent than  the  subsequent  performance.  I  therefore 
planned  a  miscellany,  to  be  dependent,  after  the  old 
fashion,  on  my  own  resources  alone,  and  although  con- 
scious enough  that  the  moment  which  assigned  to  the 
Author  of  Waverley  '  a  local  habitation  and  a  name '  had 
seriously  endangered  his  spell,  I  felt  inclined  to  adopt  the 
sentiment  of  my  old  hero  Montrose,  and  to  say  to  myself, 
that  in  literature,  as  in  war, 
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He  either  fears  his  fate  too  much, 

Or  his  deserts  are  small, 
Who  dares  not  put  it  to  the  touch, 

To  win  or  lose  it  all. 

To  the  particulars  explanatory  of  the  plan  of  these 
Chronicles,  which  the  reader  is  presented  with  in  chapter 
II  by  the  imaginary  editor,  Mr.  Crof tangry,  I  have  now 
to  add,  that  the  lady,  termed  in  his  narrative  Mrs. 
Bethune  Baliol,  was  designed  to  shadow  out  in  its  leading 
points  the  interesting  character  of  a  dear  friend  of  mine, 
Mrs.  Murray  Keith,^  whose  death  occurring  shortly 
before  had  saddened  a  wide  circle  much  attached  to  her, 
as  well  for  her  genuine  virtue  and  amiable  qualities  of 
disposition  as  for  the  extent  of  information  which  she 
possessed,  and  the  delightful  manner  in  which  she  was 
used  to  communicate  it.  In  truth,  the  Author  had,  on 
many  occasions,  been  indebted  to  her  vivid  memory  for 
the  substratum  of  his  Scottish  fictions;  and  she  accord- 
ingly had  been,  from  an  early  period,  at  no  loss  to  fix 
the  Waverley  Novels  on  the  right  culprit. 

In  the  sketch  of  Chrystal  Croftangry's  own  history, 
the  Author  has  been  accused  of  introducing  some  not 
polite  allusions  to  respectable  living  individuals;  but  he 
may  saf  etyj  he  presumes,  pass  over  such  an  insinuation. 
The  first  of  the  narratives  which  Mr.  Croftangry  pro- 
ceeds to  lay  before  the  public.  The  Highland  Widow,  was 
derived  from  Mrs.  Murray  Keith,  and  is  given,  with 
the  exception  of  a  few  additional  circumstances  —  the 
introduction  of  which  I  am  rather  inclined  to  regret  — 
very  much  as  the  excellent  old  lady  used  to  tell  the  story. 
Neither  the  Highland  cicerone  MacTurk  nor  the  demure 
'  See  Note  17. 
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waiting-woman  were  drawn  from  imagination;  and  on  re- 
reading my  tale,  after  the  lapse  of  a  few  years,  and  com- 
paring its  effect  with  my  remembrance  of  my  worthy 
friend's  oral  narration,  which  was  certainly  extremely 
affecting,  I  cannot  but  suspect  myself  of  having  marred 
its  simplicity  by  some  of  those  interpolations  which,  at 
the  time  when  I  penned  them,  no  doubt  passed  with 
myself  for  embeUishments. 

The  next  tale,  entitled  The  Two  Drovers,  I  learned 
from  another  old  friend,  the  late  George  Constable,  Esq., 
of  Wallace-Craigie,  near  Dundee,  whom  I  have  already 
introduced  to  my  reader  as  the  original  Antiquary  of 
Monkbams.  He  had  been  present,  I  think,  at  the  trial 
at  Carlisle,  and  seldom  mentioned  the  venerable  judge's 
charge  to  the  jury  without  shedding  tears,  which  had 
peculiar  pathos,  as  flowing  down  features  carrying  rather 
a  sarcastic  or  almost  a  cynical  expression. 

This  worthy  gentleman's  reputation  for  shrewd  Scot- 
tish sense,  knowledge  of  our  national  antiquities,  and  a 
racy  humour  pecuUar  to  himself,  must  be  still  remem- 
bered. For  myself,  I  have  pride  in  recording  that  for 
many  years  we  were,  in  Wordsworth's  language, 

A  pair  of  friends,  though  I  was  young, 
And  'George'  was  seventy-two. 

w.  s. 

Abbotsfoed,  Aug.  IS,  1831. 
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CHAPTER  I 

MR.  CHRYSTAL  CROFTANGRY'S  ACCOUNT  OF  HIMSELF 
Sic  itui  ad  astra 

'This  is  the  path  to  heaven.'  Such  is  the  ancient  motto 
attached  to  the  armorial  bearings  of  the  Canongate, 
and  which  is  inscribed,  with  greater  or  less  propriety, 
upon  all  the  public  buildings,  from  the  church  to  the  pil- 
lory, in  the  ancient  quarter  of  Edinb\irgh  which  bears, 
or  rather  once  bore,  the  same  relation  to  the  Good  Town 
that  Westminster  does  to  London,  being  still  possessed 
of  the  palace  of  the  sovereign,  as  it  formerly  was  digni- 
fied by  the  residence  of  the  principal  nobility  and  gentry. 
I  may,  therefore,  with  some  propriety,  put  the  same 
motto  at  the  head  of  the  literary  undertaking  by  which 
I  hope  to  illustrate  the  hitherto  undistinguished  name 
of  Chrystal  Croftangry. 

The  public  may  desire  to  know  something  of  an  author 
who  pitches  at  such  height  his  ambitious  expectations. 
The  gentle  reader,  therefore  —  for  I  am  much  of  Cap- 
tain Bobadil's  humour,  and  could  to  no  other  extend 
myself  so  far  —  the  gentle  reader,  then,  will  be  pleased 
to  understand,  that  I  am  a  Scottish  gentleman  of  the 
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old  school,  with  a  fortune,  temper,  and  person  rather 
the  worse  for  wear.  I  have  known  the  world  for  these 
forty  years,  having  written  myself  man  nearly  since  that 
period,  and  I  do  not  think  it  is  much  mended.  But  this 
is  an  opinion  which  I  keep  to  myself  when  I  am  among 
yotmger  folk,  for  I  recollect,  in  my  youth,  quizzing  the 
sexagenarians  who  carried  back  their  ideas  of  a  perfect 
state  of  society  to  the  days  of  laced  coats  and  triple 
ruffles,  and  some  of  them  to  the  blood  and  blows  of  the 
Forty-five.  Therefore  I  am  cautious  in  exercising  the 
right  of  censorship,  which  is  supposed  to  be  acquired  by 
men  arrived  at,  or  approaching,  the  mysterious  period  of 
life  when  the  numbers  of  seven  and  nine  multiplied  into 
each  other  form  what  sages  have  termed  the  grand  cli- 
macteric. 

Of  the  earlier  part  of  my  life  it  is  only  necessary  to  say, 
that  I  swept  the  boards  of  the  Parliament  House  with 
the  skirts  of  my  gown  for  the  usual  number  of  years 
during  which  young  lairds  were  in  my  time  expected  to 
keep  term,  got  no  fees,  laughed  and  made  others  laugh, 
drank  claret  at  Bayle's,  Fortune's,  and  Walker's,  and 
eat  oysters  in  the  Covenant  Close. 

Becoming  my  own  master,  I  flimg  my  gown  at  the  bar- 
keeper, and  commenced  gay  man  on  my  own  account. 
In  Edinburgh,  I  ran  into  all  the  expensive  society  which 
the  place  then  afforded.  When  I  went  to  my  house  in 
the  shire  of  Lanark,  I  emtdated  to  the  utmost  the  ex- 
penses of  men  of  large  fortime,  and  had  my  hunters, 
my  first-rate  pointers,  my  gamecocks,  and  feeders.  I  can 
more  easily  forgive  myself  for  these  follies  than  for  others 
of  a  still  more  blamable  kind,  so  indifferently  cloaked 
over,  that  my  poor  mother  thought  herself  obliged  to 
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leave  my  habitation,  and  betake  herself  to  a  small, 
inconvenient  Jointure-house,  which  she  occupied  till  her 
death.  I  think,  however,  I  was  not  exclusively  to  blame 
in  this  separation,  and  I  believe  my  mother  afterwards 
condemned  herself  for  being  too  hasty.  Thank  God,  the 
adversity  which  destroyed  the  means  of  continmng  my 
dissipation  restored  me  to  the  affections  of  my  surviving 
parent! 

My  course  of  life  could  not  last.  I  ran  too  fast  to  run 
long;  and  when  I  would  have  checked  my  career,  I  was 
perhaps  too  near  the  brink  of  the  precipice.  Some  mis- 
haps I  prepared  by  my  own  folly,  others  came  upon  me 
unawares.  I  put  my  estate  out  to  nurse  to  a  fat  man  of 
business,  who  smothered  the  babe  he  should  have  brought 
back  to  me  in  health  and  strength,  and,  in  dispute  with 
this  honest  gentleman,  I  foimd,  hke  a  skilful  general, 
that  my  position  would  be  most  judiciously  assumed  by 
taking  it  up  near  the  Abbey  of  Holyrood.^  It  was  then  I 
first  became  acquainted  with  the  quarter,  which  my  little 
work  will,  I  hope,  render  immortal,  and  grew  familiar 
with  those  magnificent  wilds,  through  which  the  kings  of 
Scotland  once  chased  the  dark-brown  deer,  but  which 
were  chiefly  recommended  to  me  in  those  days  by  their 
being  inaccessible  to  those  metaphysical  persons  whom 
the  law  of  the  neighbouring  country  terms  John  Doe 
and  Richard  Roe.  In  short,  the  precincts  of  the  palace 
are  now  best  known  as  being  a  place  of  refuge  at  any 
time  from  all  pursuit  for  civil  debt. 

Dire  was  the  strife  betwixt  my  quondam  doer  and 

myself;  during  which  my  motions  were  circumscribed, 

like  those  of  some  conjured  demon,  within  a  circle, 

1  See  Note  i8. 
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which,  beginning  'at  the  northern  gate  of  the  King's 
Park,  thence  nmning  northways,  is  bounded  on  the  left 
by  the  king's  garden-wall,  and  the  gutter,  or  kennel,  in  a 
line  wherewith  it  crosses  the  High  Street  to  the  Water- 
gate, and  passing  through  the  sewer,  is  bounded  by  the 
walls  of  the  tennis-court  and  physic-garden,  etc.  It  then 
follows  the  wall  of  the  churchyard,  joins  the  north-west 
wall  of  St.  Ann's  yards,  and  going  east  to  the  clack  mill- 
house,  turns  southward  to  the  turnstile  in  the  king's 
park-wall,  and  includes  the  whole  Eong's  Park  within 
the  sanctuary.' 

These  limits,  which  I  abridge  from  the  accurate  Mait- 
land,  once  marked  the  girth,  or  asylum,  belonging  to  the 
Abbey  of  Holyrood,  and  which,  being  still  an  appendage 
to  the  royal  palace,  has  retained  the  privilege  of  an  asy- 
lum for  civil  debt.  One  would  think  the  space  sufficiently 
extensive  for  a  man  to  stretch  his  limbs  in,  as,  besides  a 
reasonable  proportion  of  level  ground,  considering  that 
the  scene  lies  in  Scotland,  it  includes  within  its  precincts 
the  mountain  of  Arthur's  Seat,  and  the  rocks  and  pas- 
ture land  called  Salisbury  Crags.  But  yet  it  is  inexpres- 
sible how,  after  a  certain  time  had  elapsed,  I  used  to 
long  for  Sunday,  which  permitted  me  to  extend  my  walk 
without  limitation.  During  the  other  six  days  of  the 
week  I  felt  a  sickness  of  heart  which,  but  for  the  speedy 
approach  of  the  hebdomadal  day  of  liberty,  I  could 
hardly  have  endured.  I  experienced  the  impatience  of  a 
mastiff,  who  tugs  in  vain  to  extend  the  limits  which  his 
chain  permits. 

Day  after  day  I  walked  by  the  side  of  the  kennel  which 
divides  the  sanctuary  from  the  imprivileged  part  of  the 
Canongate;  and  though  the  month  was  July,  and  the 
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scene  the  old  town  of  Edinburgh,  I  preferred  it  to  the 
fresh  air  and  verdant  turf  which  I  naight  have  enjoyed 
in  the  King's  Park,  or  to  the  cool  and  solemn  gloom  of 
the  portico  which  surrounds  the  palace.  To  an  indifferent 
person  either  side  of  the  gutter  would  have  seemed  much 
the  same  —  the  houses  equally  mean,  the  children  as 
ragged  and  dirty,  the  carmen  as  brutal,  the  whole  form- 
ing the  same  picture  of  low  life  in  a  deserted  and  impov- 
erished quarter  of  a  large  city.  But  to  me  the  gutter,  or 
kennel,  was  what  the  brook  Kedron  was  to  Shimei: 
death  was  denounced  against  him  should  he  cross  it, 
doubtless  because  it  was  known  to  his  wisdom  who  pro- 
nounced the  doom,  that,  from  the  time  the  crossing  the 
stream  was  debarred,  the  devoted  man's  desire  to  trans- 
gress the  precept  would  become  irresistible,  and  he 
would  be  sure  to  draw  down  on  his  head  the  penalty 
which  he  had  already  justly  incurred  by  cursing  the 
anointed  of  God.  For  my  part,  all  Elysiimi  seemed 
opening  on  the  other  side  of  the  kennel,  and  I  envied  the 
little  blackguards  who,  stopping  the  current  with  their 
little  dam-dikes  of  mud,  had  a  right  to  stand  on  either 
side  of  the  nasty  puddle  which  best  pleased  them.  I  was 
so  childish  as  even  to  make  an  occasional  excursion 
across,  were  it  only  for  a  few  yards,  and  felt  the  triumph 
of  a  schoolboy,  who,  trespassing  in  an  orchard,  hurries 
back  again  with  a  fluttering  sensation  of  joy  and  terror, 
betwixt  the  pleasure  of  having  executed  his  purpose  and 
the  fear  of  being  taken  or  discovered. 

I  have  sometimes  asked  myself,  what  I  should  have 
done  in  case  of  actual  imprisonment,  since  I  could  not 
bear  without  impatience  a  restriction  which  is  compara- 
tively a  mere  trifle;  but  I  really  could  never  answer  the 
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question  to  my  own  satisfaction.  I  have  all  my  life 
hated  those  treacherous  expedients  called  mezzo  termini, 
and  it  is  possible  with  this  disposition  I  might  have  en- 
dured more  patiently  an  absolute  privation  of  liberty 
than  the  more  modified  restrictions  to  which  my  resi- 
dence in  the  sanctuary  at  this  period  subjected  me.  If, 
however,  the  f  eehngs  I  then  experienced  were  to  increase 
in  intensity  according  to  the  difference  between  a  jail 
and  my  actual  condition,  I  must  have  hanged  myself,  or 
pined  to  death;  there  could  have  been  no  other  alterna- 
tive. 

Amongst  many  companions  who  forgot  and  neglected 
me  of  course,  when  my  difficulties  seemed  to  be  inextric- 
able, I  had  one  true  friend;  and  that  friend  was  a  barris- 
ter, who  knew  the  laws  of  his  country  well,  and,  tracing 
them  up  to  the  spirit  of  equity  and  justice  in  which  they 
originate,  had  repeatedly  prevented,  by  his  benevolent 
and  manly  exertions,  the  triumphs  of  selfish  cunning 
over  simplicity  and  folly.  He  undertook  my  cause,  with 
the  assistance  of  a  solicitor  of  a  character  similar  to  his 
own.  My  quondam  doer  had  ensconced  himself  chin- 
deep  among  legal  trenches,  homworks,  and  covered 
ways;  but  my  two  protectors  shelled  him  out  of  his  de- 
fences, and  I  was  at  length  a  free  man,  at  liberty  to  go  or 
stay  wheresoever  my  mind  hsted. 

I  left  my  lodgings  as  hastily  as  if  it  had  been  a  pest- 
house;  I  did  not  even  stop  to  receive  some  change  that 
was  due  to  me  on  settling  with  my  landlady,  and  I  saw 
the  poor  woman  stand  at  her  door  looking  after  my  pre- 
cipitate ffight,  and  shaking  her  head  as  she  wrapped  the 
silver  which  she  was  counting  for  me  in  a  separate  piece 
of  paper,  apart  from  the  store  in  her  own  moleskin 
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purse.  An  honest  Highlandwoman  was  Janet  MacEvoy, 
and  deserved  a  greater  remuneration,  had  I  possessed 
the  power  of  bestowing  it.  But  my  eagerness  of  delight 
was  too  extreme  to  pause  for  explanation  with  Janet. 
On  I  pushed  through  the  groups  of  children,  of  whose 
sports  I  had  been  so  often  a  lazy,  lounging  spectator.  I 
sprung  over  the  gutter  as  if  it  had  been  the  fatal  Styx, 
and  I  a  ghost,  which,  eluding  Pluto's  authority,  was 
making  its  escape  from  Limbo  Lake.  My  friend  had 
difficulty  to  restrain  me  from  running  Hke  a  madman  up 
the  street;  and  in  spite  of  his  kindness  and  hospitality, 
which  soothed  me  for  a  day  or  two,  I  was  not  quite 
happy  until  I  found  myself  aboard  of  a  Leith  smack, 
and,  standing  down  the  firth  with  a  fair  wind,  might 
snap  my  fingers  at  the  retreating  outline  of  Arthur's 
Seat,  to  the  vicinity  of  which  I  had  been  so  long  confined. 
It  is  not  my  purpose  to  trace  my  future  progress 
through  fife.  I  had  extricated  myself,  or  rather  had  been 
freed  by  my  friends,  from  the  brambles  and  thickets  of 
the  law,  but,  as  befell  the  sheep  in  the  fable,  a  great  part 
of  my  fleece  was  left  behind  me.  Something  remained, 
however:  I  was  in  the  season  for  exertion,  and,  as  my 
good  mother  used  to  say,  there  was  always  hf e  for  living 
folk.  Stern  necessity  gave  my  manhood  that  prudence 
which  my  youth  was  a  stranger  to.  I  faced  danger,  I 
endured  fatigue,  I  sought  foreign  climates,  and  proved 
that  I  belonged  to  the  nation  which  is  proverbially 
patient  of  labour  and  prodigal  of  hfe.  Independence, 
hke  hberty  to  Virgil's  shepherd,  came  late,  but  came  at 
last,  with  no  great  affluence  in  its  train,  but  bringing 
enough  to  support  a  decent  appearance  for  the  rest  of 
my  life,  and  to  induce  cousins  to  be  civil,  and  gossips  to 
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say,  'I  wonder  who  old  Croft  will  make  his  heir?  He 
must  have  picked  up  something,  and  I  should  not  be 
surprised  if  it  prove  more  than  folk  think  of.' 

My  first  impulse  when  I  returned  home  was  to  rush  to 
the  house  of  my  benefactor,  the  only  man  who  had  in 
my  distress  interested  himself  in  my  behalf.  He  was  a 
snuff-taker,  and  it  had  been  the  pride  of  my  heart  to 
save  the  ipsa  corpora  of  the  first  score  of  guineas  I  could 
hoard,,  and  to  have  them  converted  into  as  tasteful  a 
snuff-box  as  Rundell  and  Bridge  could  devise.  This  I 
had  thrust  for  security  into  the  breast  of  my  waistcoat, 
while,  impatient  to  transfer  it  to  the  person  for  whom  it 
was  destined,  I  hastened  to  his  house  in  Brown's  Square. 
When  the  front  of  the  house  became  visible,  a  feeling  of 
alarm  checked  me.  I  had  been  long  absent  from  Scot- 
land, my  friend  was  some  years  older  than  I;  he  might 
have  been  called  to  the  congregation  of  the  just.  I 
paused,  and  gazed  on  the  house,  as  if  I  had  hoped  to  form 
some  conjecture  from  the  outward  appearance  concern- 
ing the  state  of  the  family  within.  I  know  not  how  it 
was,  but  the  lower  windows  being  all  closed  and  no  one 
stirring,  my  sinister  forebodings  were  rather  strength- 
ened. I  regretted  now  that  I  had  not  made  inquiry 
before  I  left  the  inn  where  I  alighted  from  the  mail- 
coach.  But  it  was  too  late;  so  I  hurried  on,  eager  to 
know  the  best  or  the  worst  which  I  could  learn. 

The  brass-plate  bearing  my  friend's  name  and  desig- 
nation was  still  on  the  door,  and,  when  it  was  opened,  the 
old  domestic  appeared  a  good  deal  older,  I  thought, 
than  he  ought  naturally  to  have  looked,  considering  the 
period  of  my  absence.  'Is  Mr.  Sommerville  at  home  ?  ' 
said  I,  pressing  forward. 
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'Yes,  sir,'  said  John,  placing  himself  in  opposition  t 
my  entrance,  'he  is  at  home,  but  — ' 

'But  he  is  not  in,'  said  I.  'I  remember  your  phrase  o 
old,  John.  Come,  I  will  step  into  his  room,  and  leave  i 
line  for  him.' 

John  was  obviously  embarrassed  by  my  familiaritj 
I  was  some  one,  he  saw,  whom  he  ought  to  recollect,  a 
the  same  time  it  was  evident  he  remembered  nothin: 
about  me. 

'Ay,  sir,  my  master  is  in,  and  in  his  own  room 
but—' 

I  would  not  hear  him  out,  but  passed  before  hin 
towards  the  well-known  apartment. 

A  yotmg  lady  came  out  of  the  room  a  little  disturbed 
as  it  seemed,  and  said,  'John,  what  is  the  matter?' 

'A  gentleman,  Miss  Nelly,  that  insists  on  seeing  m; 
master.' 

'A  very  old  and  deeply  indebted  friend,'  said  I,  'tha 
ventures  to  press  myself  on  my  mudi-respected  benef  ac 
tor  on  my  return  from  abroad.' 

'Alas,  sir,'  replied  she,  'my  uncle  would  be  happy  t 
see  you,  but — ' 

At  this  moment,  something  was  heard  within  th 
apartment  like  the  falling  of  a  plate,  or  glass,  and  imme 
diately  after  my  friend's  voice  called  angrily  and  eagerl; 
for  his  niece.  She  entered  the  room  hastily,  and  so  did  I 
But  it  was  to  see  a  spectacle  compared  with  which  tha 
of  my  benefactor  stretched  on  his  bier  would  have  bee: 
a  happy  one. 

The  easy-chair  filled  with  cushions,  the  extend© 
limbs  swathed  in  flannel,  the  wide  wrapping-gown  an( 
nightcap,  showed  illness;  but  the  dimmed  eye,  once  s 
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replete  with  living  fire;  the  blabber  lip,  whose  dilation 
and  compression  used  to  give  such  character  to  his  ani- 
mated coimtenance;  the  stammering  tongue,  that  once 
poured  forth  such  floods  of  masculine  eloquence,  and 
had  often  swayed  the  opinion  of  the  sages  whom  he 
addressed  —  all  these  sad  s3Tnptoms  evinced  that  my 
friend  was  in  the  melancholy  condition  of  those  in  whom 
the  principle  of  animal  life  has  imfortimately  survived 
that  of  mental  intelligence.  He  gazed  a  moment  at  me, 
but  then  seemed  insensible  of  my  presence,  and  went 
on  —  he,  once  the  most  courteous  and  well-bred  —  to 
babble  unintelligible  but  violent  reproaches  against  his 
niece  and  servant,  because  he  himself  had  dropped  a  tea- 
cup in  attempting  to  place  it  on  a  table  at  his  elbow. 
His  eyes  caught  a  momentary  fire  from  his  irritation; 
but  he  struggled  in  vain  for  words  to  express  himself 
adequately,  as,  looking  from  his  servant  to  his  niece,  and 
then  to  the  table,  he  laboured  to  explain  that  they  had 
placed  it,  though  it  touched  his  chair,  at  too  great  a  dis- 
tance from  him. 

The  yoimg  person,  who  had  naturally  a  resigned. 
Madonna-like  expression  of  coimtenance,  listened  to  his 
impatient  chiding  with  the  most  humble  submission, 
checked  the  servant,  whose  less  delicate  feelings  would 
have  entered  on  his  justification,  and  gradually,  by  the 
sweet  and  soft  tone  of  her  voice,  soothed  to  rest  the 
spirit  of  causeless  irritation. 

She  then  cast  a  look  towards  me,  which  expressed, 
'You  see  all  that  remains  of  him  whom  you  call  friend.' 
It  seemed  also  to  say,  'Your  longer  presence  here  can 
only  be  distressing  to  us  all.' 

'  Forgive  me,  yoimg  lady,'  I  said,  as  well  as  tears  would 
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permit;  'I  am  a  person  deeply  obliged  to  your  imcle. 
My  name  is  Croftangry.' 

'Lord!  and  that  I  should  not  hae  minded  ye,  Maister 
Croftangry,'  said  the  servant,  'Ay,  I  mind  toy  master 
had  muckle  fash  about  your  job.  I  hae  heard  him  order 
in  fresh  candles  as  midnight  chappit,  and  till't  again. 
Indeed,  ye  had  aye  his  gude  word,  Mr.  Croftangry,  for 
a'  that  folks  said  about  you.' 

'Hold  your  tongue,  John,'  said  the  lady,  somewhat 
angrily;  and  then  continued,  addressing  herself  to  me,  'I 
am  sure,  sir,  you  must  be  sorry  to  see  my  tmcle  in  this 
state.  I  know  you  are  his  friend.  I  have  heard  him 
mention  your  name,  and  wonder  he  never  heard  from 
you.'  A  new  cut  this,  and  it  went  to  my  heart.  But  she 
continued,  'I  really  do  not  know  if  it  is  right  that  any 
should  —  If  my  uncle  should  know  you,  which  I  scarce 
think  possible,  he  would  be  much  affected,  and  the  doc- 
tor says  that  any  agitation  —  But  here  comes  Dr. 

to  give  his  own  opinion.' 

Dr. entered.  I  had  left  him  a  middle-aged  man; 

he  was  now  an  elderly  one,  but  still  the  same  benevolent 
Samaritan,  who  went  about  doing  good,  and  thought  the 
blessings  of  the  poor  as  good  a  recompense  of  his  profes- 
sional skill  as  the  gold  of  the  rich. 

He  looked  at  me  with  surprise,  but  the  young  lady 
said  a  word  of  introduction,  and  I,  who  was  known  to  the 
doctor  formerly,  hastened  to  complete  it.  He  recollected 
me  perfectly,  and  intimated  that  he  was  well  acquainted 
with  the  reasons  I  had  for  being  deeply  interested  in  the 
fate  of  his  patient.  He  gave  me  a  very  melancholy  ac- 
count of  my  poor  friend,  drawing  me  for  that  purpose  a 
little  apart  from  the  lady.   'The  light  of  life,'  he  said, 
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'was  trembling  in  the  socket;  he  scarcely  expected  it 
would  ever  leap  up  even  into  a  momentary  flash,  but 
more  was  impossible.'  He  then  stepped  towards  his 
patient,  and  put  some  questions,  to  which  the  poor 
invalid,  though  he  seemed  to  recognise  the  friendly  and 
familiar  voice,  answered  only  in  a  faltering  and  un- 
certain manner. 

The  young  lady,  in  her  turn,  had  drawn  back  when 
the  doctor  approached  his  patient.  'You  see  how  it  is 
with  him,'  said  the  doctor,  addressing  me;  'I  have  heard 
our  poor  friend,  in  one  of  the  most  eloquent  of  his  plead- 
ings, give  a  description  of  this  very  disease,  which  he 
compared  to  the  tortures  inflicted  by  Mezentius,  when 
he  chained  the  dead  to  the  living.  "The  soul,"  he  said, 
"is  imprisoned  in  its  dungeon  of  flesh,  and,  though 
retaining  its  natural  and  unalienable  properties,  can  no 
more  exert  them  than  the  captive  inclosed  within  a  prison 
house  can  act  as  a  free  agent."  Alas!  to  see  him,  who 
could  so  well  describe  what  this  malady  was  in  others, 
a  prey  himself  to  its  infirmities!  I  shall  never  forget  the 
solemn  tone  of  expression  with  which  he  summed  up 
the  incapacities  of  the  paralytic  —  the  deafened  ear,  the 
dimmed  eye,  the  crippled  limbs  —  in  the  noble  words  of 

Juvenal:  — 

Omni 
Membrorum  damno,  major  dementia,  quas  nee 
Nomina  servonmi  nee  vultum  agnoscit  amici.' 

As  the  physician  repeated  these  lines,  a  flash  of  intelli- 
gence seemed  to  revive  in  the  invalid's  eye  —  sunk 
again  —  again  struggled,  and  he  spoke  more  intelligibly 
than  before,  and  in  the  tone  of  one  eager  to  say  some- 
thing which  he  felt  would  escape  him  unless  said  in- 
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stantly.  'A  question  of  death-bed  —  a  question  of 
death-bed,  doctor  —  a  reduction  ex  capite  lecti  — 
Withering  against  Wilibus  —  about  the  morbus  sonticus. 
I  pleaded  the  cause  for  the  pursuer  —  I,  and  —  and  — 
why,  I  shall  forget  my  own  name  —  I^  and  —  he  that 
was  the  wittiest  and  the  best-hvmioured  man  living  — ' 

The  description  enabled  the  doctor  to  fill  up  the  blank, 
and  the  patient  joyfully  repeated  the  name  suggested. 
'Ay  —  ay,'  he  said,  'just  he  —  Harry  —  poor  Harry 

'  The  light  in  his  eye  died  away,  and  he  sunk  back 

in  his  easy-chair. 

'You  have  now  seen  more  of  our  poor  friend,  Mr. 
Crof tangry,'  said  the  physician,  '  than  I  dared  venture 
to  promise  you;  and  now  I  must  take  my  professional 
authority  on  me,  and  ask  you  to  retire.  Miss  Sommer- 
ville  will,  I  am  sure,  let  you  know  if  a  moment  should  by 
any  chance  occur  when  her  \mcle  can  see  you.' 

What  could  I  do?  I  gave  my  card  to  the  young  lady, 
and,  taking  my  offering  from  my  bosom  —  'If  my  poor 
friend,'  I  said,  with  accents  as  broken  almost  as  his  own, 
'should  ask  where  this  came  from,  name  me;  and  say 
from  the  most  obliged  and  most  grateful  man  alive. 
Say,  the  gold  of  which  it  is  composed  was  saved  by 
grains  at  a  time,  and  was  hoarded  with  as  much  avarice 
as  ever  was  a  miser's.  To  bring  it  here  I  have  come  a 
thousand  miles,  and  now,  alas,  I  find  him  thus!' 

I  laid  the  box  on  the  table  and  was  retiring  with  a 
hngering  step.  The  eye  of  the  invaUd  was  caught  by  it, 
as  that  of  a  child  by  a  ghttering  toy,  and  with  infantine 
impatience  he  faltered  out  inquiries  of  his  niece.  With 
gentle  mildness  she  repeated  again  and  again  who  I  was, 
and  why  I  came,  etc.  I  was  about  to  turn  and  hasten 

246 


CHRONICLES  OF  THE  CANONGATE 

from  a  scene  so  painful,  when  the  physician  laid  his 
hand  on  my  sleeve.  'Stop,'  he  said,  'there  is  a  change.' 

There  was,  indeed,  and  a  marked  one.  A  faint  glow 
spread  over  his  pallid  features  —  they  seemed  to  gain 
the  look  of  intelKgence  which  belongs  to  vitaHty  —  his 
eye  once  more  kindled,  his  lip  coloured,  and,  drawing 
himself  up  out  of  the  listless  posture  he  had  hitherto 
maintained,  he  rose  without  assistance.  The  doctor  and 
the  servant  ran  to  give  him  their  support.  He  waved 
them  aside,  and  they  were  contented  to  place  themselves 
in  such  a  position  behind  as  might  ensure  against  acci- 
dent, should  his  newly-acquired  strength  decay  as  sud- 
denly as  it  had  revived. 

'My  dear  Croftangry,'  he  said,  in  the  tone  of  kindness 
of  other  days,  'I  am  glad  to  see  you  returned.  You  find 

me  but  poorly;  but  my  little  niece  here  and  Dr. are 

very  kind.  God  bless  you,  my  dear  friend!  we  shall  not 
meet  again  till  we  meet  in  a  better  world.' 

I  pressed  his  extended  hand  to  my  lips,  I  pressed  it  to 
my  bosom,  I  would  fain  have  flung  myself  on  my  knees; 
but  the  doctor,  leaving  the  patient  to  the  yoimg  lady 
and  the  servant,  who  wheeled  forward  his  chair,  and 
were  replacing  him  in  it,  hurried  me  out  of  the  room. 
'My  dear  sir,'  he  said,  'you  ought  to  be  satisfied;  you 
have  seen  our  poor  invalid  more  like  his  former  self  than 
he  has  been  for  months,  or  than  he  may  be  perhaps  again 
imtil  all  is  over.  The  whole  faculty  could  not  have 
assured  such  an  interval;  I  must  see  whether  anything 
can  be  derived  from  it  to  improve  the  general  health. 
Pray,  begone.'  The  last  argument  hurried  me  from  the 
spot,  agitated  by  a  crowd  of  feelings,  all  of  them  painful. 

When  I  had  overcome  the  shock  of  this  great  disap- 
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pointment,  I  renewed  gradually  my  acquaintance  with 
one  or  two  old  companions,  who,  though  of  infinitely 
less  interest  to  my  feelings  than  my  unfortunate  friend, 
served  to.  relieve  the  pressure  of  actual  soUtude,  and 
who  were  not  perhaps  the  less  open  to  my  advances, 
that  I  was  a  bachelor  somewhat  stricken  in  years, 
newly  arrived  from  foreign  parts,  and  certainly  inde- 
pendent, if  not  wealthy. 

I  was  considered  as  a  tolerable  subject  of  speculation 
by  some,  and  I  could  not  be  burdensome  to  any;  I  was, 
therefore,  according  to  the  ordinary  rule  of  Edinburgh 
hospitaUty,  a  welcome  guest  in  several  respectable 
families;  but  I  found  no  one  who  could  replace  the  loss 
I  had  sustained  in  my  best  friend  and  benefactor.  I 
wanted  something  more  than  mere  companionship  could 
give  me,  and  where  was  I  to  look  for  it?  Among  the  scat- 
tered remnants  of  those  that  had  been  my  gay  friends  of 
yore?  Alas, 

Many  a  lad  I  loved  was  dead, 

And  many  a  lass  grown  old. 

Besides,  all  community  of  ties  between  us  had  ceased  to 
exist,  and  such  of  former  friends  as  were  still  in  the 
world  held  their  life  in  a  different  tenor  from  what  I 
did. 

Some  had  become  misers,  and  were  as  eager  in  sav- 
ing sixpence  as  ever  they  had  been  in  spending  a  guinea. 
Some  had  turned  agriculturists:  their  talk  was  of  oxen, 
and  they  were  only  fit  companions  for  graziers.  Some 
stuck  to  cards,  and  though  no  longer  deep  gamblers, 
rather  played  small  game  than  sat  out.  This  I  particu- 
larly despised.  The  strong  impulse  of  gaming,  alas!  I 
had  felt  in  my  time ;  it  is  as  intense  as  it  is  criminal,  but  it 
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produces  excitation  and  interest,  and  I  can  conceive  how 
it  should  become  a  passion  with  strong  and  powerful 
minds.  But  to  dribble  away  life  in  exchanging  bits  of 
painted  pasteboard  round  a  green  table,  for  the  piddling 
concern  of  a  few  shillings,  can  only  be  excused  in  folly 
or  superannuation.  It  is  like  riding  on  a  rocking-horse, 
where  your  utmost  exertion  never  carries  you  a  foot 
forward;  it  is  a  kind  of  mental  tread-mill,  where  you  are 
perpetually  climbing,  but  can  never  rise  an  inch.  From 
these  hints,  my  readers  will  perceive  I  am  incapacitated 
for  one  of  the  pleasures  of  old  age,  which,  though  not 
mentioned  by  Cicero,  is  not  the  least  frequent  resource 
in  the  present  day  —  the  club-room  and  the  snug  hand 
at  whist. 

To  return  to  my  old  companions.  Some  frequented 
public  assemblies,  like  the  ghost  of  Beau  Nash,  or  any 
other  beau  of  half  a  century  back,  thrust  aside  by  titter- 
ing youth,  and  pitied  by  those  of  their  own  age.  In  fine, 
some  went  into  devotion,  as  the  French  term  it,  and 
others,  I  fear,  went  to  the  devil;  a  few  found  resources 
in  science  and  letters;  one  or  two  turned  philosophers 
in  a  small  way,  peeped  into  microscopes,  and  became 
famiUar  with  the  fashionable  experiments  of  the  day. 
Some  took  to  reading,  and  I  was  one  of  them. 

Some  grains  of  repulsion  towards  the  society  around 
me,  some  painful  recollections  of  early  faults  and  follies, 
some  touch  of  displeasure  with  living  mankind,  incUned 
me  rather  to  a  study  of  antiquities,  and  particularly 
those  of  my  own  country.  The  reader,  if  I  can  prevail 
on  myself  to  continue  the  present  work,  will  probably  be 
able  to  judge,  in  the  course  of  it,  whether  I  have  made 
any  useful  progress  in  the  study  of  the  olden  times. 
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I  owed  this  turn  to  study,  in  part,  to  the  conversation 
of  my  kind  man  of  business,  Mr.  Fairscribe,  whom  I 
mentioned  as  having  seconded  the  efforts  of  my  invalu- 
able friend,  in  bringing  the  cause  on  which  my  liberty 
and  the  remnant  of  my  property  depended  to  a  favour- 
able decision.  He  had  given  me  a  most  kind  reception 
on  my  return.  He  was  too  much  engaged  in  his  profes- 
sion for  me  to  intrude  on  him  often,  and  perhaps  his 
mind  was  too  much  trammelled  with  its  details  to  per- 
mit his  being  willingly  withdrawn  from  them.  In  short, 
he  was  not  a  person  of  my  poor  friend  Sommerville's 
expanded  spirit,  and  rather  a  lawyer  of  the  ordinary  class 
of  formalists,  but  a  most  able  and  excellent  man.  When 
my  estate  was  sold,  he  retained  some  of  the  older  title- 
deeds,  arguing,  from  his  own  feelings,  that  they  would 
be  of  more  consequence  to  the  heir  of  the  old  family 
than  to  the  new  purchaser.  And  when  I  returned  to 
Edinburgh,  and  foimd  him  still  in  the  exercise  of  the 
profession  to  which  he  was  an  honour,  he  sent  to  my 
lodgings  the  old  family  Bible,  which  lay  always  on  my 
father's  table,  two  or  three  other  mouldy  voltunes,  and  a 
couple  of  sheepskin  bags,  full  of  parchments  and  papers, 
whose  appearance  was  by  no  means  inviting. 

The  next  time  I  shared  Mr.  Fairscribe's  hospitable 
dinner,  I  failed  not  to  return  him  due  thanks  for  his 
kindness,  which  acknowledgment,  indeed,  I  proportioned 
rather  to  the  idea  which  I  knew  he  entertained  of  the 
value  of  such  things  than  to  the  interest  with  which  I 
myself  regarded  them.  But  the  conversation  turning  on 
my  family,  who  were  old  proprietors  in  the  Upper  Ward 
of  Clydesdale,  gradually  excited  some  interest  in  my 
mind;  and  when  I  retired  to  my  solitary  parlour,  the 
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first  thing  I  did  was  to  look  for  a  pedigree,  or  sort  of 
history  of  the  family,  or  house  of  Croftangry,  once  of 
that  Ilk,  latterly  of  Glentanner.  The  discoveries  which 
I  made  shall  enrich  the  next  chapter. 


CHAPTER  II 

IN  WHICH  MR.   CROFTANGRY  CONTINUES  HIS   STORY 

What 's  property,  dear  Swilt?  I  see  it  alter 
From  you  to  me,  bom  me  to  Peter  Walter. 

Pope. 

'  Croftangry  —  Crof  tandrew  —  Crof  tanridge  —  Croft- 
andgrey  —  for  sa  mony  wise  hath  the  name  been 
spelUt  —  is  weel  known  to  be  ane  house  of  grit  antiquity; 
and  it  is  said  that  King  Milcolumb,  or  Malcolm,  being 
the  first  of  our  Scottish  princes  quha  removit  across 
the  Firth  of  Forth,  did  reside  and  occupy  ane  palace  at 
Edinburgh,  and  had  there  ane  valziant  man,  who  did 
him  man-service,  by  keeping  the  croft,  or  corn-land, 
which  was  tilled  for  the  convenience  of  the  King's  house- 
hold, and  was  thence  callit  Croft-an-ri,  that  is  to  say,  the 
King  his  croft;  quhilk  place,  though  now  coverit  with 
biggings,  is  to  this  day  called  Croftangry,  and  lyeth  near . 
to  the  royal  palace.  And  whereas  that  some  of  those  who 
bear  this  auld  and  honourable  name  may  take  scorn  that 
it  ariseth  from  the  tilling  of  the  ground,  quhilk  men  ac- 
count a  slavish  occupation,  yet  we  ought  to  honour  the 
pleugh  and  spade,  seeing  we  all  derive  our  being  from 
our  father  Adam,  whose  lot  it  became  to  cultivate  the 
earth,  in  respect  of  his  fall  and  transgression. 

'Also  we  have  witness,  as  weel  in  holy  writt  as  in 
profane  history,  of  the  honour  in  quhilk  husbandrie  was 
held  of  old,  and  how  prophets  have  been  taken  from  the 
pleugh,  and  great  captains  raised  up  to  defend  their  ain 
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countries,  sic  as  Cincinnatus,  and  the  like,  who  fought 
not  the  common  enemy  with  the  less  valiancy  that  their 
arms  had  been  exercised  in  halding  the  stilts  of  the 
pleugh,  and  their  bellicose  skill  in  driving  of  yauds  and 
owsen. 

'Likewise  there  are  sindry  honorable  families,  quhilk 
are  now  of  our  native  Scottish  nobility,  and  have 
clombe  higher  up  the  brae  of  preferment  than  what  this 
house  of  Croftangry  hath  done,  quhilk  shame  not  to 
carry  in  their  warhke  shield  and  insignia  of  dignity  the 
tools  and  implements  the  quhilk  their  first  forefathers 
exercised  in  labouring  the  croft-rig,  or,  as  the  poet  Vir- 
gilius  calleth  it  eloquently,  in  subduing  the  soil.  And 
no  doubt  this  ancient  house  of  Croftangry,  while  it  con- 
tinued to  be  called  of  that  Ilk,  produced  many  worship- 
ful and  famous  patriots,  of  quhom  I  now  prsetermit  the 
names ;  it  being  my  purpose,  if  God  shall  spare  me  life  for 
sic  ane  pious  officium,  or  duty,  to  resume  the  first  part 
of  my  narrative  touching  the  house  of  Croftangry,  when 
I  can  set  down  at  length  the  evidents  and  historical  wit- 
ness anent  the  facts  which  I  shall  allege,  seeing  that 
words,  when  they  are  imsupported  by  proofs,  are  Hke 
seed  sown  on  the  naked  rocks,  or  like  an  house  biggit  on 
the  flitting  and  faithless  sands.' 

Here  I  stopped  to  draw  breath;  for  the  style  of  my 
grandsire,  the  inditer  of  this  goodly  matter,  was  rather 
lengthy,  as  our  American  friends  say.  Indeed,  I  reserve 
the  rest  of  the  piece  until  I  can  obtain  admission  to  the 
Bannatyne  Club,^  when  I  propose  to  throw  off  an  edi- 
tion, limited  according  to  the  rules  of  that  erudite 
society,  with  a  facsimile  of  the  manuscript,  emblazonry 

1  See  Note  19. 
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of  the  family  arms,  surroimded  by  their  quartering,  and 
a  handsome  disclamation  of  family  pride,  with  Ecbc  nos 
novimus  esse  nihil,  or  Vix  ea  nostra  voco. 

In  the  meantime,  to  speak  truth,  I  cannot  but  suspect 
that,  though  my  worthy  ancestor  puffed  vigorously 
to  swell  up  the  dignity  of  his  family,  we  had  never,  in 
fact,  risen  above  the  rank  of  middling  proprietors.  The 
estate  of  Glentanner  came  to  us  by  the  intermarriage  of 
my  ancestor  with  Tib  Sommeril,  termed  by  the  south- 
rons Sommerville,^  a  daughter  of  that  noble  house,  but 
I  fear  on  what  my  great-grandsire  calls  '  the  wrong  side 
of  the  blanket.'  Her  husband,  Gilbert,  was  killed  fight- 
ing, as  the  inquisitio  post  mortem  has  it,  'sub  vexUlo  regis, 
apud  prcdium  juxta  Branxton,  lie  Flodderir-field.' 

We  had  our  share  in  other  national  misfortunes:  were 
forfeited,  Uke  Sir  John  Colville  of  the  Dale,  for  following 
our  betters  to  the  field  of  Langside;  and,  in  the  conten- 
tious times  of  the  last  Stuarts,  we  were  severely  fined  for 
harbouring  and  resetting  intercommuned  ministers;  and 
narrowly  escaped  giving  a  martyr  to  the  calendar  of  the 
Covenant,  in  the  person  of  the  father  of  our  family 
historian.  He  '  took  the  sheaf  from  the  mare,'  however, 
as  the  MS.  expresses  it,  and  agreed  to  accept  of  the 
terms  of  pardon  offered  by  government,  and  sign  the 
bond,  in  evidence  he  would  give  no  farther  ground  of 
offence.  My  grandsire  glosses  over  his  father's  back- 
sliding as  smoothly  as  he  can,  and  comforts  himself  with 
ascribing  his  want  of  resolution  to  his  unwillingness  to 
wreck  the  ancient  name  and  family,  and  to  permit  his 
lands  and  Kneage  to  fall  under  a  doom  of  forfeiture. 

'And  indeed,'  said  the  venerable  compiler,  'as,  praised 
'  See  Note  20. 
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be  God,  we  seldom  meet  in  Scotland  with  these  belly- 
gods  and  voluptuaries,  whilk  are  imnatural  enough  to 
devour  their  patrimony  bequeathed  to  them  by  their 
forbears  in  chambering  and  wantonness,  so  that  they 
come,  with  the  prodigal  son,  to  the  husks  and  the  swine- 
trough;  and  as  I  have  the  less  to  dreid  the  existence  of 
such  unnatural  Neroes  in  mine  own  family  to  devour 
the  substance  of  their  own  house  like  brute  beasts  out 
of  mere  gluttonie  and  epicurishnesse,  so  I  need  only 
warn  mine  descendants  against  over-hastily  meddling 
with  the  mutations  in  state  and  in  religion,  which  have 
been  near-hand  to  the  bringing  this  poor  house  of  Croft- 
angry  to  perdition,  as  we  have  shown  more  than  once. 
And  albeit  I  would  not  that  my  successors  sat  still  al- 
together when  called  on  by  their  duty  to  kirk  and  king; 
yet  I  would  have  them  wait  till  stronger  and  walthier 
men  than  themselves  were  up,  so  that  either  they  may 
have  the  better  chance  of  getting  through  the  day;  or, 
failing  of  that,  the  conquering  party  having  some  fatter 
quarry  to  live  upon,  may,  like  gorged  hawks,  spare  the 
smaller  game.' 

There  was  something  in  this  conclusion  which  at  first 
reading  piqued  me  extremely,  and  I  was  so  unnatural  as 
to  curse  the  whole  concern,  as  poor,  bald,  pitifiil  trash, 
in  which  a  silly  old  man  was  sajdng  a  great  deal  about 
nothing  at  all.  Nay,  my  first  impression  was  to  thrust 
it  into  the  fire,  the  rather  that  it  reminded  me,  in  no  very 
flattering  maimer,  of  the  loss  of  the  family  property,  to 
which  the  compiler  of  the  history  was  so  much  attached, 
in  the  very  manner  which  he  most  severely  reprobated. 
It  even  seemed  to  my  aggrieved  feelings  that  his  unpre- 
scient  gaze  on  futurity,  in  which  he  could  not  anticipate 
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the  folly  of  one  of  his  descendants,  who  should  throw 
away  the  whole  inheritance  in  a  few  years  of  idle  ex- 
pense and  folly,  was  meant  as  a  personal  incivility  to 
myself,  though  written  fifty  or  sixty  years  before  I  was 
born. 

A  little  reflection  made  me  ashamed  of  this  feeling 
of  impatience,  and  as  I  looked  at  the  even,  concise,  yet 
tremulous,  hand  in  which  the  manuscript  was  written, 
I  could  not  help  thinking,  according  to  an  opinion  I 
hav£  heard  seriously  maintained,  that  something  of  a 
man's  character  may  be  conjectured  from  his  handwrit- 
ing. That  neat,  but  crowded  and  constrained,  small  hand 
argued  a  man  of  good  conscience,  well  regulated  pas- 
sions, and,  to  use  his  own  phrase,  an  upright  walk  in  life; 
but  it  also  indicated  narrowness  of  spirit,  inveterate 
prejudice,  and  hinted  at  some  degree  of  intolerance, 
which,  though  not  natural  to  the  disposition,  had  arisen 
out  of  a  limited  education.  The  passages  from  Scripture 
and  the  classics,  rather  profusely  than  happily  intro- 
duced, and  written  in  a  half- text  character  to  mark  their 
importance,  illustrated  that  peculiar  sort  of  pedantry 
which  always  considers  the  argument  as  gained  if  se- 
cured by  a  quotation.  Then  the  flourished  capital  let- 
ters, which  ornamented  the  commencement  of  each  para- 
graph, and  the  name  of  his  famUy  and  of  his  ancestors, 
whenever  these  occurred  in  the  page,  do  they  not  ex- 
press forcibly  the  pride  and  sense  of  importance  with 
which  the  author  undertook  and  accomplished  his  task? 
I  persuaded  myself,  the  whole  was  so  complete  a  portrait 
of  the  man,  that  it  would  not  have  been  a  more  unduti- 
ful  act  to  have  defaced  his  picture,  or  even  to  have  dis- 
turbed his  bones  in  his  coffin,  than  to  destroy  his  manu- 
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script.  I  thought,  for  a  moment,  of  presenting  it  to  Mr. 
Fairscribe;  but  that  confounded  passage  about  the  prodi- 
gal and  swine-trough  —  I  settled  at  last  it  was  as  well  to 
lock  it  up  in  my  own  bureau,  with  the  intention  to  look 
at  it  no  more. 

But  I  do  not  know  how  it  was  that  the  subject  began 
to  sit  nearer  my  heart  than  I  was  aware  of,  and  I  found 
myself  repeatedly  engaged  in  reading  descriptions  of 
farms  which  were  no  longer  mine,  and  boundaries  which 
marked  the  property  of  others.  A  love  of  the  natale 
solum,  if  Swift  be  right  in  translating  these  words '  fam- 
ily estate,'  began  to  awaken  in  my  bosom;  the  recollec- 
tions of  my  own  youth  adding  httle  to  it,  save  what  was 
connected  with  field-sports.  A  career  of  pleasure  is  un- 
favourable for  acquiring  a  taste  for  natural  beauty,  and 
still  more  so  for  forming  associations  of  a  sentimental 
kind,  connecting  us  with  the  inanimate  objects  around 
us. 

I  had  thought  little  about  my  estate  while  I  possessed 
and  was  wasting  it,  unless  as  affording  the  rude  materials 
out  of  which  a  certain  inferior  race  of  creatures,  called 
tenants,  were  bound  to  produce,  in  a  greater  quantity 
than  they  actually  did,  a  certain  return  called  rent,  which 
was  destined  to  supply  my  expenses.  This  was  my  gen- 
eral view  of  the  matter.  Of  particular  places,  I  recol- 
lected that  Garval  Hill  was  a  famous  piece  of  rough  up- 
land pasture  for  rearing  young  colts  and  teaching  them 
to  throw  their  feet;  that  Minion  Burn  had  the  finest 
yellow  trout  in  the  country;  that  Seggy  Cleugh  was  un- 
equalled for  woodcocks;  that  Bengibbert  Moors  afforded 
excellent  moorf  owl-shoo  ting;  and  that  the  clear  bubbling 
fountain  called  the  Harper's  Well  was  the  best  recipe 

40  257 


WAVERLEY  NOVELS 

in  the  world  on  the  morning  after  a  'hard-go'  with  m; 
neighbour  fox-hunters.  Still  these  ideas  recalled,  b; 
degrees,  pictures  of  which  I  had  since  learned  to  appre 
ciate  the  merit  —  scenes  of  silent  loneliness,  where  ex 
tensive  moors,  undulating  into  wild  hiUs,  were  only  dis 
turbed  by  the  whistle  of  the  plover  or  the  crow  of  th( 
heath-cock;  wild  ravines  creeping  up  into  moimtains 
filled  with  natural  wood,  and  which,  when  traced  down 
wards  along  the  path  formed  by  shepherds  and  nutters 
were  fo\md  gradually  to  enlarge  and  deepen,  as  eacl 
formed  a  channel  to  its  own  brook,  sometimes  borderec 
by  steep  banks  of  earth,  often  with  the  more  romantic 
boundary  of  naked  rocks  or  cliffs,  crested  with  oak 
moimtain-ash,  and  hazel  —  all  gratifying  the  eye  th( 
more  that  the  scenery  was,  from  the  bare  nature  of  th( 
country  aro\md,  totally  unexpected. 

I  had  recollections,  too,  of  fair  and  fertile  holms,  oi 
level  plains,  extending  between  the  wooded  banks  and 
the  bold  stream  of  the  Clyde,  which,  coloured  like  pur( 
amber,  or  rather  having  the  hue  of  the  pebbles  called 
cairngorm,  rushes  over  sheets  of  rock  and  beds  of  gravel 
inspiring  a  species  of  awe  from  the  few  and  faithless 
fords  which  it  presents,  and  the  frequency  of  fatal  acci 
dents,  now  diminished  by  the  number  of  bridges.  These 
alluvial  holms  were  frequently  bordered  by  triple  anc 
quadruple  rows  of  large  trees,  which  gracefully  markec 
their  boundary,  and  dipped  their  long  arms  into  tin 
foaming  stream  of  the  river.  Other  places  I  remembered 
which  had  been  described  by  the  old  huntsman  as  th( 
lodge  of  tremendous  wildcats,  or  the  spot  where  tradi 
tion  stated  the  mighty  stag  to  have  been  brought  to  bay 
or  where  heroes,  whose  might  was  now  as  much  forgot 
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ten,  were  said  to  have  been  slain  by  surprise,  or  in 
battle. 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  these  finished  landscapes 
became  visible  before  the  eyes  of  my  imagination,  as  the 
scenery  of  the  stage  is  disclosed  by  the  rising  of  the  cur- 
tain. I  have  said,  that  I  had  looked  upon  the  country 
around  me,  during  the  hurried  and  dissipated  period  of 
my  life,  with  the  eyes  indeed  of  my  body,  but  without 
those  of  my  understanding.  It  was  piece  by  piece,  as  a 
child  picks  out  its  lesson,  that  I  began  to  recollect  the 
beauties  of  nature  which  had  once  surrotmded  me  in  the 
home  of  my  forefathers.  A  natural  taste  for  them  must 
have  lurked  at  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  which  awakened 
when  I  was  in  foreign  coimtries,  and  becoming  by  de- 
grees a  favourite  passion,  gradually  turned  its  eyes  in- 
wards, and  -ransacked  the  neglected  stores  which  my 
memory  had  involuntarily  recorded,  and  when  excited, 
exerted  herself  to  collect  and  to  complete. 

I  began  now  to  regret  more  bitterly  than  ever  the 
having  fooled  away  my  family  property,  the  care  and 
improvement  of  which  I  saw  might  have  afiforded  an 
agreeable  emplo3anent  for  my  leisure,  which  only  went 
to  brood  on  past  misfortunes,  and  increase  useless  re- 
pining. 'Had  but  a  single  farm  been  reserved,  however 
small,'  said  I  one  day  to  Mr.  Fairscribe,  'I  should  have 
had  a  place  I  could  call  my  home,  and  something  that 
I  could  call  business.' 

'It  might  have  been  managed,'  answered  Fairscribe; 
'and  for  my  part,  I  inclined  to  keep  the  mansion-house, 
mains,  and  some  of  the  old  family  acres  together;  but 

both  Mr. and  you  were  of  opinion  that  the  money 

would  be  more  useful.' 
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'True  —  true,  my  good  friend,'  said  I;  'I  was  a  fool 
then,  and  did  not  think  I  could  incline  to  be  Glentan- 
ner  with  £200  or  £300  a  year,  instead  of  Glentanner  with 
as  many  thousands.  I  was  then  a  haughty,  pettish, 
ignorant,  dissipated,  broken-down  Scottish  laird;  and 
thinking  my  imaginary  consequence  altogether  ruined, 
I  cared  not  how  soon,  or  how  absolutely,  I  was  rid  of 
everything  that  recalled  it  to  my  own  memory  or  that 
of  others.' 

'And  now  it  is  Uke  you  have  changed  your  mind?' 
said  Fairscribe.  'Well,  fortime  is  apt  to  circumduce  the 
term  upon  us;  but  I  think  she  may  allow  you  to  revise 
your  condescendence.' 

'How  do  you  mean,  my  good  friend?' 

'Nay,'  said  Fairscribe,  'there  is  ill  luck  in  averring 
till  one  is  sure  of  his  facts.  I  will  look  back*  on  a  file  of 
newspapers,  and  to-morrow  you  shall  hear  from  me; 
come,  help  yourself  —  I  have  seen  you  fill  your  glass 
higher.' 

'And  shall  see  it  again,'  said  I,  pouring  out  what  re- 
mained of  our  bottle  of  claret;  'the  wine  is  capital,  and 
so  shall  our  toast  be.  To  your  fireside,  my  good  friend. 
And  now  we  shall  go  beg  a  Scots  song  without  foreign 
graces  from  my  little  siren  Miss  Katie.' 

The  next  day  accordingly  I  received  a  parcel  from 
Mr.  Fairscribe  with  a  newspaper  inclosed,  among  the 
advertisements  of  which  was  one  marked  with  a  cross 
as  requiring  my  attention.  I  read  to  my  surprise  — 

'desirable  estate  for  sale 

'By  order  of  the  Lords  of  Council  and  Session,  will  be 
exposed  to  sale  in  the  New  Sessions  House  of  Edinburgh, 
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on  Wednesday  the  25th  November  18—,  all  and  whole 
the  lands  and  barony  of  Glentanner,  now  called  Castle 
Treddles,  lying  in  the  Middle  Ward  of  Clydesdale  and 
shire  of  Lanark,  with  the  teinds,  parsonage  and  vicar- 
age, fishings  in  the  Clyde,  woods,  mosses,  moors,  and 
pasturages,'  etc.,  etc. 

The  advertisement  went  on  to  set  forth  the  advan- 
tages of  the  soil,  situation,  natural  beauties,  and  capa- 
bilities of  improvement,  not  forgetting  its  being  a  free- 
hold estate,  with  the  particular  polypus  capacity  of 
being  sliced  up  into  two,  three,  or,  with  a  httle  assist- 
ance, four  freehold  qualifications,  and  a  hint  that  the 
county  was  likely  to  be  eagerly  contested  between  two 
great  families.  The  upset  price  at  which  'the  said  lands 
and  barony  and  others'  were  to  be  exposed  was  thirty 
years'  purchase  of  the  proven  rental,  which  was  about 
a  fourth  more  than  the  property  had  fetched  at  the  last 
sale.  This,  which  was  mentioned,  I  suppose,  to  show 
the  improvable  character  of  the  land,  would  have  given 
another  some  pain;  but  let  me  speak  truth  of  myself  in 
good  as  in  evil  —  it  pained  not  me.  I  was  only  angry 
that  Fairscribe,  who  knew  something  generally  of  the 
extent  of  my  funds,  should  have  tantalised  me  by  send- 
ing me  information  that  my  family  property  was  in  the 
market,  since  he  must  have  known  that  the  price  was  far 
out  of  my  reach. 

But  a  letter  dropped  from  the  parcel  on  the  floor, 
which  attracted  my  eye,  and  explained  the  riddle.  A 
client  of  Mr.  Fairscribe's,  a  monied  man,  thought  of 
buying  Glentanner,  merely  as  an  investment  of  money 
—  it  was  even  unlikely  he  would  ever  see  it;  and  so  the 
price  of  the  whole  being  some  thousand  pounds  beyond 
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what  cash  he  had  on  hand,  this  accommodating  Dives 
would  gladly  take  a  partner  in  the  sale  for  any  detached 
farm,  and  would  make  no  objection  to  its  including  the 
most  desirable  part  of  the  estate  in  point  of  beauty,  pro- 
vided the  price  was  made  adequate.  Mr.  Fairscribe 
would  take  care  I  was  not  imposed  on  in  the  matter,  and 
said  in  his  card,  he  believed,  if  I  reaUy  wished  to  make 
such  a  purchase,  I  had  better  go  out  and  look  at  the 
premises,  advising  me,  at  the  same  time,  to  keep  a  strict 
incognito  —  an  advice  somewhat  superfluous,  since  I 
am  naturally  of  a  retired  and  reserved  disposition. 


CHAPTER  m 

MR.    CROFTANGRY,   INTER  ALIA,    REVISITS   GLENTANNER 

Then  sing  of  stage-coaches. 
And  fear  no  reproaches 

For  riding  in  one; 
But  daily  be  jogging, 
Whilst,  whistling  and  flogging. 
Whilst,  whistling  and  flogging, 
The  coachman  drives  on. 

Fasquhar. 

DiSGTJiSED  in  a  grey  surtout  which  had  seen  service,  a 
white  castor  on  my  head,  and  a  stout  Indian  cane  in  my 
hand,  the  next  week  saw  me  on  the  top  of  a  mail-coach 
driving  to  the  westward. 

I  like  mail-coaches,  and  I  hate  them.  I  hke  them  for 
my  convenience,  but  I  detest  them  for  setting  the  whole 
world  a-gadding,  instead  of  sitting  qiiietly  still  minding 
their  own  business,  and  preserving  the  stamp  of  origi- 
nality of  character  which  nature  or  education  may  have 
impressed  on  them.  Ofif  they  go,  jingling  against  each 
other  in  the  rattling  vehicle  till  they  have  no  more  va- 
riety of  stamp  in  them  than  so  many  smooth  shillings 
—  the  same  even  in  their  Welsh  wigs  and  great-coats, 
each  without  more  individuality  than  belongs  to  a  part- 
ner of  the  company,  as  the  waiter  calls  them,  of  the 
North  coach. 

Worthy  Mr.  Piper,  best  of  contractors  who  ever  fur- 
nished four  frampal  jades  for  pubUc  use,  I  bless  you 
when  I  set  out  on  a  journey  myself;  the  neat  coaches 
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under  your  contract  render  the  intercourse,  from  Johnnie 
Groat's  House  to  Ladykirk  and  Cornhill  bridge,  safe, 
pleasant,  and  cheap.  But,  Mr.  Piper,  you,  who  are  a 
shrewd  arithmetician,  did  it  never  occur  to  you  to  cal- 
culate how  many  fools'  heads,  which  might  have  pro- 
duced an  idea  or  two  in  the  year,  if  suffered  to  remain 
in  quiet,  get  effectually  addled  by  jolting  to  and  fro  in 
these  flying  chariots  of  yours;  how  many  decent  country- 
men become  conceited  bumpkins  after  a  cattle-show 
dinner  in  the  capital,  which  they  could  not  have  at- 
tended save  for  your  means;  how  many  decent  coimtry 
parsons  return  critics  and  spouters,  by  way  of  importing 
the  newest  taste  from  Edinburgh?  And  how  will  your 
conscience  answer  one  day  for  carrjdng  so  many  bonny 
lasses  to  barter  modesty  for  conceit  and  levity  at  the 
metropolitan  Vanity  Fair? 

Consider,  too,  the  low  rate  to  which  you  reduce  hu- 
man intellect.  I  do  not  believe  your  habitual  customers 
have  their  ideas  more  enlarged  than  one  of  your  coach- 
horses.  They  knows  the  road,  like  the  English  postilion, 
and  they  know  nothing  beside.  They  date,  like  the  car- 
riers at  Gadshill,  from  the  death  of  John  Ostler;  ^  the 
succession  of  guards  forms  a  dynasty  in  their  eyes ;  coach- 
men are  their  ministers  of  state,  and  an  upset  is  to  them 
a  greater  incident  than  a  change  of  administration.  Their 
only  point  of  interest  on  the  road  is  to  save  the  time, 
and  see  whether  the  coach  keeps  the  hour.  This  is  surely 
a  miserable  degradation  of  human  intellect.  Take  my 
advice,  my  good  sir,  and  disinterestedly  contrive  that 
once  or  twice  a  quarter  your  most  dexterous  whip  shall 
overturn  a  coachful  of  those  superfluous  travellers,  in 

'  See  the  opening  scene  of  the  First  Part  of  Shakespeare's  Henry  IV. 
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terror  em  to  those  who,  as  Horace  says,  'delight  in  the 
dust  raised  by  your  chariots.' 

Your  current  and  customary  mail-coach  passenger, 
too,  gets  abominably  sel&sh,  schemes  successfully  for 
the  best  seat,  the  freshest  egg,  the  right  cut  of  the  sir- 
loin. The  mode  of  travelling  is  death  to  all  the  courtesies 
and  kindnesses  of  life,  and  goes  a  great  way  to  demoralise 
the  character,  and  cause  it  to  retrograde  to  barbarism. 
You  allow  us  excellent  dinners,  but  only  twenty  minutes 
to  eat  them;  and  what  is  the  consequence?  Bashful 
beauty  sits  on  the  one  side  of  us,  timid  childhood  on  the 
other ;  respectable,  yet  somewhat  feeble,  old  age  is  placed 
on  our  front;  and  all  require  those  acts  of  politeness 
which  ought  to  put  every  degree  upon  a  level  at  the  con- 
vivial board.  But  have  we  time  —  we  the  strong  and 
active  of  the  party  —  to  perform  the  duties  of  the  table 
to  the  more  retired  and  bashful,  to  whom  these  little 
attentions  are  due?  The  lady  should  be  pressed  to  her 
chicken,  the  old  man  helped  to  his  favourite  and  tender 
slice,  the  child  to  his  tart.  But  not  a  fraction  of  a  minute 
have  we  to  bestow  on  any  other  person  than  ourselves; 
and  the  prut-prut  —  tut-tut  of  the  guard's  discordant 
note  summons  us  to  the  coach,  the  weaker  party  having 
gone  without  their  dinner,  and  the  able-bodied  and  ac- 
tive threatened  with  indigestion,  from  having  swallowed 
victuals  like  a  Lei'stershire  clown  bolting  bacon. 

On  the  memorable  occasion  I  am  speaking  of,  I  lost 
my  breakfast,  sheerly  from  obeying  the  commands  of 
a  respectable-looking  old  lady,  who  once  required  me  to 
ring  the  bell,  and  another  time  to  help  the  tea-kettle.  I 
have  some  reason  to  think  she  was  literally  an  'old 
stager,'  who  laughed  in  her  sleeve  at  my  complaisance; 
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so  that  I  have  sworn  in  my  secret  soul  revenge  upon  her 
sex,  and  all  such  errant  damsels,  of  whatever  age  and 
degree,  whom  I  may  encounter  in  my  travels.  I  mean 
all  this  without  the  least  ill-wiU  to  my  friend  the  con- 
tractor, who,  I  think,  has  approached  as  near  as  any 
one  is  like  to  do  towards  accomplishing  the  modest  wish 
of  the  amatus  and  amata  of  the  Peri  Bathous, 

Ye  gods,  annihilate  but  time  and  space. 
And  make  two  lovers  happy. 

I  intend  to  give  Mr.  P.  his  full  revenge  when  I  come 
to  discuss  the  more  recent  enormity  of  steamboats; 
meanwhile,  I  shall  only  say  of  both  these  modes  of  con- 
veyance, that 

There  is  no  living  with  them  or  without  them. 

I  am  perhaps  more  critical  on  the mail-coach 

on  this  particular  occasion,  that  I  did  not  meet  all  the 
respect  from  the  worshipful  company  in  his  Majesty's 
carriage  that  I  think  I  was  entitled  to.  I  must  say  it  for 
myself,  that  I  bear,  in  my  own  opinion  at  least,  not  a 
vulgar  point  about  me.  My  face  has  seen  service,  but 
there  is  still  a  good  set  of  teeth,  an  aquiline  nose,  and  a 
quick  grey  eye,  set  a  little  too  deep  under  the  eyebrow; 
and  a  cue  of  the  kind  once  called  military  may  serve  to 
show  that  my  dvil  occupations  have  been  sometimes 
mixed  with  those  of  war.  Nevertheless,  two  idle  young 
fellows  in  the  vehicle,  or  rather  on  the  top  of  it,  were  so 
much  amused  with  the  deliberation  which  I  used  in 
ascending  to  the  same  place  of  eminence,  that  I  thought  I 
should  have  been  obKged  to  pull  them  up  a  little.  And 
I  was  in  no  good-humour,  at  an  unsuppressed  laugh 
following  my  descent,  when  set  down  at  the  angle  where 
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a  cross-road,  striking  off  from  the  main  one,  led  me 
towards  Glentanner,  from  which  I  was  still  nearly  five 
miles  distant. 

It  was  an  old-fashioned  road,  which,  preferring  ascents 
to  sloughs,  was  led  in  a  straight  line  over  height  and  hol- 
low, through  moor  and  dale.  Every  object  around  me, 
as  I  passed  them  in  succession,  reminded  me  of  old  days, 
and  at  the  same  time  formed  the  strongest  contrast  with 
them  possible.  Unattended,  on  foot,  with  a  small  bundle 
in  my  hand,  deemed  scarce  sufficient  good  company  for 
the  two  shabby  ^enteels  with  whom  I  had  been  lately 
perched  on  the  top  of  a  mail-coach,  I  did  not  seem  to 
be  the  same  person  with  the  young  prodigal  who  lived 
with  the  noblest  and  gayest  in  the  land,  and  who,  thirty 
years  before,  would,  in  the  same  coimtry,  have  been  on 
the  back  of  a  horse  that  had  been  victor  for  a  plate,  or 
smoking  along  in  his  travelling  chaise-and-four.  My 
sentiments  were  not  less  changed  than  my  condition.  I 
could  quite  well  remember  that  my  ruling  sensation  in 
the  days  of  heady  youth  was  a  mere  schoolboy's  eager- 
ness to  get  farthest  forward  in  the  race  in  which  I  had 

engaged,  to  drink  as  many  bottles  as ,  to  be  thought 

as  good  a  judge  of  a  horse  as ,  to  have  the  knowing 

cut  of 's  jacket.  These  were  thy  gods,  0  Israel! 

Now  I  was  a  mere  looker-on,  seldom  an  unmoved,  and 
sometimes  an  angry,  spectator,  but  still  a  spectator  only, 
of  the  pursuits  of  mankind.  I  felt  how  httle  my  opinion 
was  valued  by  those  engaged  in  the  busy  turmoil,  yet 
I  exercised  it  with  the  profusion  of  an  old  lawyer  retired 
from  his  profession,  who  thrusts  himself  into  his  neigh- 
bour's affairs,  and  gives  advice  where  it  is  not  wanted, 
merely  under  pretence  of  loving  the  crack  of  the  whip. 
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I  came  amid  these  reflections  to  the  brow  of  a  hill, 
from  which  I  expected  to  see  Glentanner  —  a  modest- 
looking,  yet  comfortable,  house,  its  walls  covered  with 
the  most  productive  fruit-trees  in  that  part  of  the  coun- 
try, and  screened  from  the  most  stormy  quarters  of  the 
horizon  by  a  deep  and  ancient  wood  which  overhung  the 
neighbouring  hill.  The  house  was  gone;  a  great  part  of 
the  wood  was  felled;  and  instead  of  the  gentlemanlike 
mansion,  shrouded  and  embosomed  among  its  old  heredi- 
tary trees,  stood  Castle  Treddles,  a  huge  lumping  four- 
square pile  of  freestone,  as  bare  as  my  nail,  except  for 
a  paltry  edging  of  decayed  and  lingering  exotics,  with 
an  impoverished  lawn  stretched  before  it,  which,  in- 
stead of  boasting  deep  green  tapestry,  enamelled  with 
daisies  and  with  crowsfoot  and  cowslips,  showed  an  ex- 
tent of  nakedness,  raked,  indeed,  and  levelled,  but  where 
the  sown  grasses  had  failed  with  drought,  and  the  earth, 
retaining  its  natural  complexion,  seemed  nearly  as  brown 
and  bare  as  when  it  was  newly  dug  up. 

The  house  was  a  large  fabric,  which  pretended  to  its 
name  of  castle  only  from  the  front  windows  being  fin- 
ished in  acute  Gothic  arches  (being,  by  the  way,  the 
very  reverse  of  the  castellated  style),  and  each  angle 
graced  with  a  turret  about  the  size  of  a  pepper-box.  In 
every  other  respect  it  resembled  a  large  town-house, 
which,  like  a  fat  burgess,  had  taken  a  walk  to  the  coun- 
try on  a  holiday,  and  climbed  to  the  top  of  an  eminence 
to  look  around  it.  The  bright  red  colour  of  the  free- 
stone, the  size  of  the  building,  the  formality  of  its 
shape,  and  awkwardness  of  its  position,  harmonised  as 
ill  with  the  sweeping  Clyde  in  front,  and  the  bubbling 
brook  which  danced  down  on  the  right,  as  the  fat  civic 

268 


CHRONICLES  OF  THE  CANONGATE 

form,  with  bushy  wig,  goldheaded  cane,  maroon-coloured 
coat,  and  mottled  silk  stockings,  would  have  accorded 
with  the  wild  and  magnificent  scenery  of  Corehouse 
Linn. 

I  went  up  to"the  house.  It  was  in  that  state  of  deser- 
tion which  is  perhaps  the  most  unpleasant  to  look  on, 
for  the  place  was  going  to  decay,  without  having  been 
inhabited.  There  were  about  the  mansion,  though  de- 
serted, none  of  the  slow  mouldering  touches  of  time, 
which  commimicate  to  buildings,  as  to  the  human  frame, 
a  sort  of  reverence,  while  depriving  them  of  beauty  and 
of  strength.  The  disconcerted  schemes  of  the  laird  of 
Castle  Treddles  had  resembled  fruit  that  becomes  de- 
cayed without  ever  having  ripened.  Some  windows 
broken,  others  patched,  others  blocked  up  with  deals, 
gave  a  disconsolate  air  to  all  around,  and  seemed  to 
say,  'There  vanity  had  purposed  to  fix  her  seat,  but 
was  anticipated  by  poverty.' 

To  the  inside,  after  many  a  vain  summons,  I  was  at 
length  admitted  by  an  old  labourer.  The  house  con- 
tained every  contrivance  for  luxury  and  accommodation : 
the  kitchens  were  a  model,  and  there  were  hot  closets 
on  the  office  staircase,  that  the  dishes  might  not  cool, 
as  our  Scottish  phrase  goes,  between  the  kitchen  and  the 
hall.  But  instead  of  the  genial  smell  of  good  cheer,  these 
temples  of  Comus  emitted  the  damp  odour  of  sepulchral 
vaults,  and  the  large  cabinets  of  cast-iron  looked  like  the 
cages  of  some  feudal  bastille.  The  eating-room  and  draw- 
ing-room, with  an  interior  boudoir,  were  magnificent 
apartments,  the  ceilings  fretted  and  adorned  with  stucco- 
work,  which  already  was  broken  in  many  places,  and 
looked  in  others  damp  and  mouldering;  the  wood  panel- 
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ling  was  shrunk,  and  warped,  and  cracked;  the  doors, 
which  had  not  been  hvmg  for  more  than  two  years,  were, 
nevertheless,  already  swinging  loose  from  their  hinges. 
Desolation,  in  short,  was  where  enJojTnent  had  never 
been;  and  the  want  of  all  the  usual  means  to  preserve 
was  fast  performing  the  work  of  decay. 

The  story  was  a  common  one,  and  told  in  a  few  words. 
Mr.  Treddles,  senior,  who  bought  the  estate,  was  a  cau- 
tious, money-making  person;  his  son,  still  embarked  in 
commercial  speculations,  desired  at  the  same  time  to 
enjoy  his  opulence  and  to  increase  it.  He  incurred  great 
expenses,  amongst  which  this  edifice  was  to  be  numbered. 
To  support  these  he  speculated  boldly  and  vmf  ortunately ; 
and  thus  the  whole  history  is  told,  which  may  serve  for 
more  places  than  Glentanner. 

Strange  and  various  feelings  ran  through  my  bosom 
as  I  loitered  in  these  deserted  apartments,  scarce  hear- 
ing what  my  guide  said  to  me  about  the  size  and  destina- 
tion of  each  room.  The  first  sentiment,  I  am  ashamed  to 
say,  was  one  of  gratified  spite.  My  patrician  pride  was 
pleased  that  the  mechanic,  who  had  not  thought  the 
house  of  the  Croftangrys  sxxfficiently  good  for  him,  had 
now  experienced  a  fall  in  his  turn.  My  next  thought  was 
as  mean,  though  not  so  malicious.  '  I  have  had  the  better 
of  this  fellow,'  thought  I:  'if  I  lost  the  estate,  I  at  least 
spent  the  price;  and  Mr.  Treddles  has  lost  his  among 
paltry  commercial  engagements.' 

'Wretch!'  said  the  secret  voice  within,  'darest  thou 
exult  in  thy  shame?  Recollect  how  thy  youth  and  for- 
tune were  wasted  in  those  years,  and  triumph  not  in  the 
enjoyment  of  an  existence  which  levelled  thee  with  the 
beasts  that  perish.   Bethink  thee,  how  this  poor  man's 
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vanity  gave  at  least  bread  to  the  labourer,  peasant,  and 
citizen;  and  his  profuse  expenditure,  like  water  spilt  on 
the  ground,  refreshed  the  lowly  herbs  and  plants  where 
it  fell.  But  thou  —  whom  hast  thou  enriched,  during 
thy  career  of  extravagance,  save  those  brokers  of  the 
devil — vintners,  panders,  gamblers,  and  horse- jockeys? ' 
The  anguish  produced  by  this  self -reproof  was  so  strong, 
that  I  put  my  hand  suddenly  to  my  forehead,  and  was 
obliged  to  allege  a  sudden  megrim  to  my  attendant,  in 
apology  for  the  action,  and  a  slight  groan  with  which  it 
was  accompanied. 

I  then  made  an  effort  to  turn  my  thoughts  into  a  more 
philosophical  current,  and  muttered  half  aloud,  as  a 
charm  to  lull  any  more  painful  thoughts  to  rest  — 

Nunc  ager  Umbreni  sub  nomine,  nuper  Ofelli 
Dictus  erat,  nulli  proprius;  sed  cedit  in  usum 
Nunc  mihi,  nunc  alii.  Quocirca  vivite  fortes, 
Fortiaque  adversis  opponite  pectora  rebus.' 

In  my  anxiety  to  fix  the  philosophical  precept  in  my  mind, 
I  recited  the  last  line  aloud,  which,  joined  to  my  previous 
agitation,  I  afterwards  found  became  the  cause  of  a 
report  that  a  mad  schoolmaster  had  come  from  Edin- 
burgh with  the  idea  itihis  head  of  buying  Castle  Treddles. 
As  I  saw  my  companion  was  desirous  of  getting  rid  of 
me,  I  asked  where  I  was  to  find  the  person  in  whose 
hands  were  left  the  map  of  the  estate  and  other  particu- 
lars connected  with  the  sale.   The  agent  who  had  this 

in  possession,  I  was  told,  lived  at  the  town  of ; 

which,  I  was  informed,  and  indeed  knew  well,  was  dis- 
tant five  miles  and  a  bittock,  which  may  pass  in  a  coun- 
try where  they  are  less  lavish  of  their  land  for  two  or 
1  See  Note  21. 
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three  more.  Being  somewhat  afraid  of  the  fatigue  of 
walking  so  far,  I  inquired  if  a  horse  or  any  sort  of  car- 
riage was  to  be  had,  and  was  answered  in  the  negative. 

'But,'  said  my  cicerone,  'you  may  halt  a  blink  till 
next  morning  at  the  Treddles  Arms,  a  very  decent 
house,  scarce  a  mile  off.' 

'A  new  house,  I  suppose?'  replied  I. 

'Na,  it's  a  new  public,  but  it's  an  auld  house:  it  was 
aye  the  leddy's  jointure-house  in  the  Croftangry  folks' 
time;  but  Mr.  Treddles  has  fitted  it  for  the  convenience 
of  the  country.  Poor  man,  he  was  a  public-spirited  man, 
when  he  had  the  means.' 

'Duntarkin  a  public-house!'  I  exclaimed. 

'Ay,'  said  the  fellow,  surprised  at  my  naming  the 
place  by  its  former  title;  'ye '11  hae  been  in  this  country 
before,  I  'm  thinking? ' 

'Long  since,'  I  replied.  'And  there  is  good  accom- 
modation at  the  what-d'ye-call-'em  arms,  and  a  civil 
landlord?'  This  I  said  by  way  of  saying  something,  for 
the  man  stared  very  hard  at  me. 

'Very  decent  accommodation.  Ye  '11  no  be  for  fashing 
wi' wine,  I'm  thinking,  and  there's  walth  o'  porter,  ale, 
and  a  drap  gude  whisky  —  (in  an  xmdertone)  Fairntosh, 
if  you  can  get  on  the  leeside  of  the  gudewif e,  for  there  is 
nae  gudeman.  They  ca'  her  Christie  Steele.' 

I  almost  started  at  the  sound.  Christie  Steele!  Christie 
Steele  was  my  mother's  body-servant,  her  very  right 
hand,  and,  between  ourselves,  something  like  a  viceroy 
over  her.  IrecoUected  her  perfectly;  and  though  she  had, 
in  former  times,  been  no  favourite  of  mine,  her  name  now 
sounded  in  my  ear  like  that  of  a  friend,  and  was  the  first 
word  I  had  heard  somewhat  in  unison  with  the  asso- 
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ciations  around  me.  I  sallied  from  Castle  Treddles, 
determined  to  make  the  best  of  my  way  to  Dmitarkin, 
and  my  cicerone  hung  by  me  for  a  little  way,  giving  loose 
to  his  love  of  talking  —  an  opportunity  which,  situated 
a,s  he  was,  the  seneschal  of  a  deserted  castle,  was  not 
likely  to  occur  frequently. 

'Some  folk  think,'  said  my  companion,  'that  Mr. 
Treddles  might  as  weel  have  put  my  wife  as  Christie 
Steele  into  the  Treddles  Arms,  for  Christie  had  been  aye 
in  service,  and  never  in  the  public  Kne,  and  so  it's  Uke 
she  is  gangmg  back  in  the  world,  as  I  hear;  now,  my 
wife  had  keepit  a  victualling  office.' 

'That  would  have  been  an  advantage,  certainly,'  I 
replied, 

'  But  I  am  no  sure  that  I  wad  ha'  looten  Eppie  take  it, 
if  they  had  put  it  in  her  offer.' 

'That's  a  different  consideration.' 

'Ony  way,  I  wadna  ha'  liked  to  have  offended  Mr. 
Treddles;  he  was  a  wee  toustie  when  you  rubbed  him 
again  the  hair,  but  a  kind,  weel-meaning  man.' 

I  wanted  to  get  rid  of  this  species  of  chat,  and  finding 
myself  near  the  entrance  of  a  footpath  which  made  a 
short  cut  to  Duntarkin,  I  put  half-a-crown  into  my 
guide's  hand,  bade  him  good-evening,  and  plunged  into 
the  woods. 

'Hout,  sir  —  fie,  sir  —  no  from  the  like  of  you.  Stay, 
sir,  ye  wunna  find  the  way  that  gate.  Odd's  mercy,  he 
maun  ken  the  gate  as  weel  as  I  do  mysell.  Weel,  I  wad 
like  to  ken  wha  the  chield  is.' 

Such  were  the  last  words  of  my  guide's  drowsy,  unin- 
teresting tone  of  voice;  and,  glad  to  be  rid  of  him,  I 
strode  out  stoutly,  in  despite  of  large  stones,  briers,  and 
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'bad  steps,'  which  abounded  in  the  road  I  had  chosen. 
In  the  interim,  I  tried  as  much  as  I  could,  with  verses 
from  Horace  and  Prior,  and  all  who  have  lauded  the 
mixture  of  literary  with  rural  life,  to  call  back  the 
visions  of  last  night  and  this  morning,  imagining  my- 
self settled  in  some  detached  farm  of  the  estate  of 
Glentanner, 

Which  sloping  hills  around  indose; 
Where  many  a  birch  and  brown  oak  grows; 

when  I  should  have  a  cottage  with  a  small  library,  a 
small  cellar,  a  spare  bed  for  a  friend,  and  live  more  happy 
and  more  honoured  than  when  I  had  the  whole  barony. 
But  the  sight  of  Castle  Treddles  had  disturbed  all  my 
own  castles  in  the  air.  The  realities  of  the  matter,  like  a 
stone  plashed  into  a  limpid  fountain,  had  destroyed  the 
reflection  of  the  objects  around,  which,  till  this  act  of 
violence,  lay  slumbering  on  the  crystal  surface,  and  I 
tried  in  vain  to  reestablish  the  picture  which  had  been 
so  rudely  broken.  Well,  then,  I  would  try  it  another  way: 
I  would  try  to  get  Christie  Steele  out  of  her  public,  since 
she  was  not  thriving  in  it,  and  she  who  had  been  my 
mother's  governante  should  be  mine.  I  knew  all  her 
faults,  and  I  told  her  history  over  to  myself. 

She  was  a  grand-daughter,  I  believe,  at  least  some 
relative,  of  the  famous  Covenanter  of  the  name,  whom 
Dean  Swift's  friend,  Captain  Creichton,  shot  on  his  own 
staircase  in  the  times  of  the  persecutions,*  and  had 
perhaps  derived  from  her  native  stock  much  both  of  its 
good  and  evil  properties.  No  one  could  say  of  her  that 
she  was  the  life  and  spirit  of  the  family,  though,  in  my 
'  See  Note  22. 
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mother's  time,  she  directed  all  family  affairs;  her  look 
was  austere  and  gloomy,  and  when  she  was  not  displeased 
with  you,  you  could  only  find  it  out  by  her  silence.  If 
there  was  cause  for  complaint,  real  or  imaginary,  Christie 
was  loud  enough.  She  loved  my  mother  with  the  devoted 
attachment  of  a  younger  sister,  but  she  was  as  jealous  of 
her  favour  to  any  one  else  as  if  she  had  been  the  aged 
husband  of  a  coquettish  wife,  and  as  severe  in  her  repre- 
hensions as  an  abbess  over  her  nuns.  The  command  which 
she  exercised  over  her  was  that,  I  fear,  of  a  strong  and 
determined  over  a  feeble  and  more  nervous  disposition; 
and  though  it  was  used  with  rigour,  yet,  to  the  best  of 
Christie  Steele's  belief,  she  was  urging  her  mistress  to 
her  best  and  most  becoming  course,  and  would  have  died 
rather  than  have  recommended  any  other.  The  attach- 
ment of  this  woman  was  limited  to  the  family  of  Croft- 
angry,  for  she  had  few  relations;  and  a  dissolute  cousin, 
whom  late  in  life  she  had  taken  as  a  husband,  had  long 
left  her  a  widow. 

To  me  she  had  ever  a  strong  dislike.  Even  from  my 
early  childhood  she  was  jealous,  strange  as  it  may  seem, 
of  my  interest  in  my  mother's  affections;  she  saw  my 
foibles  and  vices  with  abhorrence,  and  without  a  grain 
of  allowance;  nor  did  she  pardon  the  weakness  of  mater- 
nal affection,  even  when,  by  the  death  of  two  brothers, 
I  came  to  be  the  only  child  of  a  widowed  parent.  At 
the  time  my  disorderly  conduct  induced  my  mother  to 
leave  Glentanner  and  retreat  to  her  jointure-house,  I 
always  blamed  Christie  Steele  for  having  influenced 
her  resentment,  and  prevented  her  from  listening  to  my 
vows  of  amendment,  which  at  times  were  real  and  seri- 
ous, and  might,  perhaps,  have  accelerated  that  change  of 
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disposition  which  has  since,  I  trust,  taken  place.  But 
Christie  regarded  me  as  altogether  a  doomed  and  pre- 
destinated child  of  perdition,  who  was  sure  to  hold  on  my 
course,  and  drag  downwards  whosoever  might  attempt 
to  afford  me  support. 

Still,  though  I  knew  such  had  been  Christie's  preju- 
dices against  me  in  other  days,  yet  I  thought  enough  of 
time  had  since  passed  away  to  destroy  aU  of  them.  I 
knew,  that  when,  through  the  disorder  of  my  affairs, 
my  mother  underwent  some  temporary  inconvenience 
about  money  matters,  Christie,  as  a  thing  of  course, 
stood  in  the  gap,  and  having  sold  a  small  inheritance 
which  had  descended  to  her,  brought  the  purchase- 
money  to  her  mistress,  with  a  sense  of  devotion  as  deep 
as  that  which  inspired  the  Christians  of  the  first  age, 
when  they  sold  aU  they  had  and  followed  the  apostles  of 
the  church.  I  therefore  thought  that  we  might,  in  old 
Scottish  phrase,  'let  byeganes  be  byeganes,'  and  begin 
upon  a  new  account.  Yet  I  resolved,  like  a  skilful  general, 
to  reconnoitre  a  little  before  laying  down  any  precise 
scheme  of  proceeding,  and  in  the  interim  I  determined  to 
preserve  my  incognito. 


CHAPTER  IV 

MR.   CROFTANGRY  BIDS  ADIETJ  TO  CLYDESDALE 


A]as,  how  changed  from  what  it  once  had  beenl 
'T  was  now  degraded  to  a  common  mn. 


Gay. 


An  hour's  brisk  walking,  or  thereabouts,  placed  me  in 
front  of  Duntarkin,  which  had  also,  I  foiind,  undergone 
considerable  alterations,  though  it  had  not  been  alto- 
gether demolished  like  the  principal  mansion.  An  inn- 
yard  extended  before  the  door  of  the  decent  httle  join- 
ture-house, even  amidst  the  remnants  of  the  holly  hedges 
which  had  screened  the  lady's  garden.  Then  a  broad, 
raw-looking,  new-made  road  intruded  itself  up  the  little 
glen,  instead  of  the  old  horseway,  so  seldom  used  that  it 
was  almost  entirely  covered  with  grass.  It  is  a  great 
enormity  of  which  gentlemen  trustees  on  the  highways 
are  sometimes  guilty,  in  adopting  the  breadth  necessary 
for  an  avenue  to  the  metropolis,  where  all  that  is  required 
is  an  access  to  some  sequestered  and  unpopulous  district. 
I  do  not  say  anything  of  the  expense,  that  the  trustees 
and  their  constituents  may  settle  as  they  please.  But 
the  destruction  of  silvan  beauty  is  great,  when  the 
breadth  of  the  road  is  more  than  proportioned  to  the 
vale  through  which  it  runs,  and  lowers  of  course  the 
consequence  of  any  objects  of  wood  or  water,  or  broken 
and  varied  groimd,  which  might  otherwise  attract  notice 
and  give  pleasure.  A  bubbling  nmnel  by  the  side  of  one 
of  those  modern  Appian  or  Flaminian  highways  is  but 
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like  a  keimel,  the  Kttle  hill  is  diminished  to  a  hillock,  the 
romantic  hillock  to  a  mole-hill,  almost  too  small  for 
sight. 

Such  an  enormity,  however,  had  destroyed  the  quiet 
loneliness  of  Duntarkin,  and  intruded  its  breadth  of 
dust  and  gravel,  and  its  associations  of  'pochays'  and 
mail-coaches,  upon  one  of  the  most  sequestered  spots  in 
the  Middle  Ward  of  Clydesdale.  The  house  was  old  and 
dilapidated,  and  looked  sorry  for  itself,  as  if  sensible  of 
a  derogation;  but  the  sign  was  strong  and  new,  and 
brightly  painted,  displa3H[ng  a  heraldic  shield,  three 
shuttles  in  a  field  diapr6,  a  web  party  unfolded  for  crest, 
and  two  stout  giants  for  supporters,  each  one  holding  a 
weaver's  beam  proper.  To  have  displayed  this  monstrous 
emblem  on  the  front  of  the  house  might  have  hazarded 
bringing  down  the  wall,  but  for  certain  would  have 
blocked  up  one  or  two  windows.  It  was  therefore  estab- 
lished independent  of  the  mansion,  being  displayed  in  an 
iron  framework,  and  suspended  upon  two  posts,  with  as 
much  wood  and  iron  about  it  as  would  have  builded  a 
brig;  and  there  it  himg,  creaking,  groaning,  and  scream- 
ing in  every  blast  of  wind,  and  frightening  for  five  miles' 
distance,  for  aught  I  know,  the  nests  of  thrushes  and 
linnets,  the  ancient  denizens  of  the  little  glen. 

When  I  entered  the  place,  I  was  received  by  Christie 
Steele  herself,  who  seemed  imcertain  whether  to  drop  me 
in  the  kitchen  or  usher  me  into  a  separate  apartment. 
As  I  called  for  tea,  with  something  rather  more  substan- 
tial than  bread  and  butter,  and  spoke  of  supping  and 
sleeping,  Christie  at  last  inducted  me  into  the  room  where 
she  herself  had  been  sitting,  probably  the  only  one  which 
had  a  fire,  though  the  month  was  October.   This  an- 
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swered  my  plan;  and,  as  she  was  about  to  remove  her 
spinning-wheel,  I  begged  she  would  have  the  goodness 
to  remain  and  make  my  tea,  adding,  that  I  Hked  the 
soimd  of  the  wheel,  and  desired  not  to  disturb  her  house- 
wife-thrift in  the  least. 

'I  dinna  ken,  sir,'  she  replied,  in  a  dry  reveche  tone, 
which  carried  me  back  twenty  years,  'I  am  nane  of  thae 
heartsome  landleddies  that  can  tell  country  cracks,  and 
make  themsells  agreeable;  and  I  was  ganging  to  pit  on  a 
fire  for  you  in  the  Red  Room;  but  if  it  is  your  will  to 
stay  here,  he  that  pays  the  lawing  maun  choose  the 
lodging.' 

I  endeavoured  to  engage  her  in  conversation;  but, 
though  she  answered  with  a  kind  of  stiff  civility,  I  could 
get  her  into  no  freedom  of  discourse,  and  she  began  to 
look  at  her  wheel  and  at  the  door  more  than  once,  as  if 
she  meditated  a  retreat.  I  was  obliged,  therefore,  to 
proceed  to  some  special  questions  that  might  have 
interest  for  a  person  whose  ideas  were  probably  of  a  very 
bounded  description. 

I  looked  roimd  the  apartment,  being  the  same  in 
which  I  had  last  seen  my  poor  mother.  The  author  of 
the  family  history,  formerly  mentioned,  had  taken  great 
credit  to  himself  for  the  improvements  he  had  made  in 
this  same  jointure-house  of  Dimtarkin,  and  how,  upon 
his  marriage,  when  his  mother  took  possession  of  the 
same  as  her  jointure-house,  'to  his  great  charges  and 
expenses  he  caused  box  the  walls  of  the  great  parlour 
(in  which  I  was  now  sitting),  empanel  the  same,  and 
plaster  the  roof,  finishing  the  apartment  with  ane  con- 
cave chimney,  and  decorating  the  same  with  pictures, 
and  a  barometer  and  thermometer.'  And  in  particular, 
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which  his  good  mother  used  to  say  she  prized  above  all 
the  rest,  he  had  caused  his  own  portraiture  be  limned 
over  the  mantelpiece  by  a  skilful  hand.  And,  in  good 
faith,  there  he  remained  still,  having  much  the  visage 
which  I  was  disposed  to  ascribe  to  him  on  the  evidence 
of  his  handwriting  —  grim  and  austere,  yet  not  without 
a  cast  of  shrewdness  and  determination;  in  armour, 
though  he  never  wore  it,  I  fancy;  one  hand  on  an  open 
book,  and  one  resting  on  the  hilt  of  his  sword,  though  I 
dare  say  his  head  never  ached  with  reading  nor  his  limbs 
with  fencing. 

'That  picture  is  painted  on  the  wood,  madam,'  said  I. 

'Ay,  sir,  or  it's  like  it  would  not  have  been  left  there. 
They  took  a'  they  could.' 

'Mr.  Treddles's  creditors,  you  mean?'  said  I. 

'Na,'  replied  she,  drily,  'the  creditors  of  another 
family,  that  sweepit  cleaner  than  this  poor  man's,  be- 
cause I  fancy  there  was  less  to  gather.' 

'An  older  family,  perhaps,  and  probably  more  remem- 
bered and  regretted  than  later  possessors? ' 

Christie  here  settled  herself  in  her  seat,  and  pulled  her 
wheel  towards  her-.  I  had  given  her  something  interest- 
ing for  her  thoughts  to  dwell  upon,  and  her  wheel  was  a 
mechanical  accompaniment  on  such  occasions,  the  revo- 
lutions of  which  assisted  her  in  the  explanation  of  her 
ideas. 

'  Mair  regretted — mair  missed !  I  liked  ane  of  the  auld 
family  very  weel,  but  I  winna  say  that  for  them  a'.  How 
should  they  be  mair  missed  than  the  Treddleses?  The 
cotton  mill  was  such  a  thing  for  the  country!  The  mair 
bairns  a  cottar  body  had  the  better:  they  would  make 
their  awn  keep  frae  the  time  they  were  five  years  auld; 
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and  a  widow  wi'  three  or  four  bairns  was  a  wealthy 
woman  m  the  time  of  the  Treddleses.' 

'But  the  health  of  these  poor  children,  my  good  friend 
—  their  education  and  religious  instruction  — ' 

'For  health,'  said  Christie,  looking  gloomily  at  me, 
'ye  maun  ken  little  of  the  warld,  sir,  if  ye  dinna  ken  that 
the  health  of  the  poor  man's  body,  as  weel  as  his  youth 
and  his  strength,  are  all  at  the  command  of  the  rich  man's 
purse.  There  never  was  a  trade  so  imhealthy  yet,  but 
men  would  fight  to  get  wark  at  it  for  twa  pennies  a  day 
aboon  the  common  wage.  But  the  bairns  were  reason- 
ably weel  cared  for  in  the  way  of  air  and  exercise,  and  a 
very  responsible  youth  heard  them  their  carritch,  and 
gied  them  lessons  in  Reediemadeasy.^  Now,  what  did 
they  ever  get  before?  Maybe  on  a  winter  day  they  wad 
be  called  out  to  beat  the  wood  for  cocks  or  sic-like,  and 
then  the  starving  weans  would  maybe  get  a  bite  of 
broken  bread,  and  maybe  no,  just  as  the  butler  was  in 
hiunour  —  that  was  a'  they  got.' 

'They  were  not,  then,  a  very  kind  family  to  the  poor, 
these  old  possessors?'  said  I,  somewhat  bitterly;  for  I 
had  expected  to  hear  my  ancestors'  praises  recorded, 
though  I  certainly  despaired  of  being  regaled  with  my 
own. 

'  They  werena  ill  to  them,  sir,  and  that  is  aye  something. 
They  were  just  decent  bien  bodies:  ony  poor  creature 
that  had  face  to  beg  got  an  awmous  and  welcome;  they 
that  were  shamefaced  gaed  by,  and  twice  as  welcome. 
But  they  keepit  an  honest  walk  before  God  and  man,  the 
Croftangrys,  and,  as  I  said  before,  if  they  did  little  good, 
they  did  as  little  ill.  They  lifted  their  rents  and  spent 
1  'Reading  made  Easy,'  usually  so  pronounced  in  Scotland. 
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them,  called  in  their  kain  and  eat  them,  gaed  to  the  kirk 
of  a  Sunday,  bowed  civilly  if  folk  took  off  their  bannets 
as  they  gaed  by,  and  lookit  as  black  as  sin  at  them  that 
keepit  them  on.' 

'These  are  their  arms  that  you  have  on  the  sign?' 
'  What !  on  the  painted  board  that  is  skirling  and  groan- 
ing at  the  door?  Na,  these  are  Mr.  Treddles's  arms, 
though  they  look  as  like  legs  as  arms ;  ill-pleased  I  was  at 
the  f  ule  thing,  that  cost  as  muckle  as  would  hae  repaired 
the  house  from  the  wa'  stane  to  the  rigging-tree.  But  if 
I  am  to  bide  here,  I'U  hae  a  decent  board  wi'  a  punch- 
bowl on  it.' 
'Is  there  a  doubt  of  your  stajdng  here,  Mrs.  Steele?' 
'Diima  mistress  me,'  said  the  cross  old  woman,  whose 
fingers  were  now  plying  their  thrift  in  a  manner  which 
indicated  nervous  irritation:  'there  was  nae  luck  in  the 
land  since  Luckie  turned  Mistress,  and  Mistress  my 
Leddy;  and  as  for  staying  here,  if  it  concerns  you  to  ken, 
I  may  stay  if  I  can  pay  a  hundred  pund  sterling  for  the 
lease,  and  I  may  flit  if  I  canna,  and  so  gude-e'en  to 
you,  Christie,'  and  round  went  the  wheel  with  much 
activity. 
'And  you  Uke  the  trade  of  keeping  a  public-house?' 
'I  can  scarce  say  that,'  she  replied.  'But  worthy  Mr. 
Prendergast  is  clear  of  its  lawfulness,  and  I  hae  gotten 
used  to  it,  and  made  a  decent  living,  though  I  never 
make  out  a  fause  reckoning,  or  give  ony  ane  the  means 
to  disorder  reason  in  my  house.' 

'Indeed?'  said  I;  'in  that  case,  there  is  no  wonder  you 
have  not  made  up  the  himdred  pounds  to  purchase  the 
lease.' 
'How  do  you  ken,'  said  she,  sharply,  'that  I  might 
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not  have  had  a  hundred  punds  of  my  ain  fee?  If  I  have 
it  not,  I  am  sure  it  is  my  ain  faut;  and  I  wunna  ca'  it 
f aut  neither,  for  it  gaed  to  her  wha  was  weel  entitled  to  a' 
my  service.'  Again  she  pulled  stoutly  at  the  flax,  and 
the  wheel  went  smartly  round. 

'This  old  gentleman,'  said  I,  fixing  my  eye  on  the 
painted  panel,  'seems  to  have  had  Ms  arms  painted  as 
well  as  Mr.  Treddles  —  that  is,  if  that  painting  in  the 
corner  be  a  scutcheon.' 

'Ay  —  ay,  cushion,  just  sae,  they  maun  a'  hae  their 
cushions:  there's  sma'  gentry  without  that;  and  so  the 
arms,  as  they  ca'  them,  of  the  house  of  Glentanner  may 
be  seen  on  an  auld  stane  in  the  west  end  of  the  house. 
But  to  do  them  justice,  they  didna  propale  sae  muckle 
about  them  as  poor  Mr.  Treddles  did;  it's  like  they  were 
better  used  to  them.' 

'Very  Ukely.  Are  there  any  of  the  old  family  in  life, 
goodwife? ' 

'No,'  she  replied;  then  added,  after  a  moment's  hesi- 
tation —  'not  that  I  know  of,'  and  the  wheel,  which  had 
intermitted,  began  again  to  revolve. 

'Gone  abroad,  perhaps?'  I  suggested. 

She  now  looked  up  and  faced  me.  'No,  sir.  There 
were  three  sons  of  the  last  laird  of  Glentanner,  as  he 
was  then  called;  John  and  William  were  hopeful  young 
gentlemen,  but  they  died  early  —  one  of  a  decline, 
brought  on  by  the  mizzles,  the  other  lost  his  Hfe  in  a 
fever.  It  would  hae  been  lucky  for  mony  ane  that 
Chrystal  had  gane  the  same  gate.' 

'Oh!  he  must  have  been  the  yoimg  spendthrift  that 
sold  the  property?  Well,  but  you  should  not  have  such 
an  ill-will  against  him :  remember  necessity  has  no  law; 
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and  then,  goodwife,  he  was  not  more  culpable  than 
Mr.  Treddles,  whom  you  are  so  sorry  for.' 

'I  wish  I  could  think  sae,  sir,  for  his  mother's  sake; 
but  Mr.  Treddles  was  in  trade,  and  though  he  had  no 
preceese  right  to  do  so,  yet  there  was  some  warrant  for 
a  man  being  expensive  that  imagined  he  was  making  a 
mint  of  money.  But  this  imhappy  lad  devoured  his 
patrimony,  when  he  kenned  that  he  was  living  like  a 
ratten  in  a  Dunlap  cheese,  and  diminishing  his  means  at 
a'  hands.  I  caima  bide  to  think  on't.'  With  this  she 
broke  out  into  a  snatch  of  a  ballad;  but  little  of  mirth 
was  there  either  in  the  tone  or  the  expression:  — 

'For  he  did  spend,  and  make  an  end 

Of  gear  that  his  forefathers  wan; 
Of  land  and  ware  he  made  him  bare, 

So  speak  nae  mair  of  the  auld  gudeman.' 

'Come,  dame,'  said  I,  'it  is  a  long  lane  that  has  no 
turning.  I  will  not  keep  from  you  that  I  have  heard 
something  of  this  poor  fellow,  Chrystal  Crof tangry.  He 
has  sown  his  wild  oats,  as  they  say,  and  has  settled  into 
a  steady  respectable  man.' 

'And  wha  tell'd  ye  that  tidings?'  said  she,  looking 
sharply  at  me. 

'Not  perhaps  the  best  judge  in  the  world  of  his  char- 
acter, for  it  was  himself,  dame.' 

'And  if  he  tell'd  you  the  truth,  it  was  a  virtue  he  did 
not  aye  use  to  practise,'  said  Christie. 

'  The  devil ! '  said  I,  considerably  nettled ;'  all  the  world 
held  him  to  be  a  man  of  honour.' 

*Ay  —  ay!  he  would  hae  shot  onybody  wi'  his  pistols 
and  his  gaas  that  had  evened  him  to  be  a  liar.  But  if  he 
promised  to  pay  an  honest  tradesman  the  next  term- 
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day,  did  he  keep  his  word  then?  And  if  he  promised  a 
puir  silly  lass  to  make  gude  her  shame,  did  he  speak 
truth  then?  And  what  is  that  but  being  a  liar,  and  a 
black-hearted  deceitful  har  to  boot?' 

My  indignation  was  rising,  but  I  strove  to  suppress 
it;  indeed,  I  should  only  have  afforded  my  tormentor 
a  triumph  by  an  angry  reply.  I  partly  suspected  she 
began  to  recognise  me;  yet  she  testified  so  httle  emotion, 
that  I  could  not  think  my  suspicion  well  founded.  I 
went  on,  therefore,  to  say,  ia  a  tone  as  indifferent  as  I 
could  command,  'Well,  goodwife,  I  see  you  will  believe 
no  good  of  this  Chrystal  of  yours  till  he  comes  back  and 
buys  a  good  farm  on  the  estate,  and  makes  you  his  house- 
keeper.' 

The  old  woman  dropped  her  thread,  folded  her  hands, 
as  she  looked  up  to  heaven  with  a  face  of  apprehension. 
'The  Lord,'  she  exclaimed,  'forbid!  The  Lord  in  his 
mercy  forbid!  Oh,  sir!  if  you  really  know  this  unlucky 
man,  persuade  him  to  settle  where  folk  ken  the  good  that 
you  say  he  has  come  to,  and  dinna  ken  the  evil  of  his 
former  days.  He  used  to  be  proud  enough  —  O  dinna 
let  him  come  here,  even  for  his  own  sake.  He  used  ance 
to  have  some  pride.' 

Here  she  once  more  drew  the  wheel  close  to  her,  and 
began  to  pull  at  the  flax  with  both  hands.  '  Dinna  let 
him  come  here,  to  be  looked  down  upon  by  ony  that 
may  be  left  of  his  auld  reiving  companions,  and  to  see 
the  decent  folk  that  he  looked  over  his  nose  at  look 
over  their  noses  at  him,  baith  at  kirk  and  market.  Dinna 
let  him  come  to  his  aiti  country  to  be  made  a  tale  about 
when  ony  neighbour  points  him  out  to  another,  and 
tells  what  he  is,  and  what  he  was,  and  how  he  wrecked 
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a  dainty  estate,  and  brought  harlots  to  the  door-cheek 
of  his  father's  house,  till  he  made  it  nae  residence  for  his 
mother;  and  how  it  had  been  foretauld  by  a  servant  of 
his  ain  house  that  he  was  a  ne'er-do-weel,  and  a  child  of 
perdition,  and  how  her  words  were  made  good,  and  — ' 

'Stop  there,  goodwife,  if  you  please,'  said  I;  'you  have 
said  as  much  as  I  can  well  remember,  and  more  than  it 
may  be  safe  to  repeat.  I  can  use  a  great  deal  of  freedom 
with  the  gentleman  we  speak  of;  but  I  think,  were  any 
other  person  to  carry  him  half  of  your  message,  I  would 
scarce  ensure  his  personal  safety.  And  now,  as  I  see  the 

night  is  settled  to  be  a  fine  one,  I  will  walk  on  to , 

where  I  must  meet  a  coach  to-morrow,  as  it  passes  to 
Edinburgh.' 

So  saying,  I  paid  my  moderate  reckoning,  and  took 
my  leave,  without  being  able  to  discover  whether  the 
prejudiced  and  hard-hearted  old  woman  did,  or  did  not, 
suspect  the  identity  of  her  guest  with  the  Chrystal 
Croftangry  against  whom  she  harboured  so  much  dis- 
like. 

The  night  was  fine  and  frosty,  though,  when  I  pre- 
tended to  see  what  its  character  was,  it  might  have 
rained  like  the  deluge.  I  only  made  the  excuse  to  escape 
from  old  Christie  Steele.  The  horses  which  run  races  in 
the  Corso  at  Rome  without  any  riders,  in  order  to  stimu- 
late their  exertion,  carry  each  his  own  spurs,  namely, 
small  balls  of  steel,  with  sharp  projecting  spikes,  which 
are  attached  to  loose  straps  of  leather,  and,  flying  about 
in  the  violence  of  the  agitation,  keep  the  horse  to  his 
speed  by  pricking  him  as  they  strike  against  his  flanks. 
The  old  woman's  reproaches  had  the  same  effect  on  me, 
and  urged  me  to  a  rapid  pace,  as  if  it  had  been  possible 
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to  escape  from  my  own  recollections.  In  the  best  days 
of  my  life,  when  I  won  one  or  two  hard  walking-matches, 
I  doubt  if  I  ever  walked  so  fast  as  I  did  betwixt  the 
Treddles  Arms  and  the  borough  town  for  which  I  was 
bound.  Though  the  night  was  cold,  I  was  warm  enough 
by  the  time  I  got  to  my  inn;  and  it  required  a  refresh- 
ing draught  of  porter,  with  half  an  hour's  repose,  ere  I 
could  determine  to  give  no  further  thought  to  Christie 
and  her  opinions  than  those  of  any  other  vulgar,  pre- 
judiced old  woman.  I  resolved  at  last  to  treat  the  thing 
en  bagatelle,  and,  calling  for  writing-materials,  I  folded 
up  a  cheque  for  £ioo,  with  these  lines  on  the  envelope: 

'  Chrystal,  the  ne'er-do-weel, 
Child  destined  to  the  deil, 
Sends  this  to  Christie  Steele.' 

And  I  was  so  much  pleased  with  this  new  mode  of  view- 
ing the  subject,  that  I  regretted  the  lateness  of  the  hour 
prevented  my  finding  a  person  to  carry  the  letter  express 
to  its  destination. 

But  with  the  morning  cool  reflection  came. 

I  considered  that  the  money,  and  probably  more,  was 
actually  due  by  me  on  my  mother's  account  to  Christie, 
who  had  lent  it  in  a  moment  of  great  necessity,  and  that 
the  returning  it  in  a  light  or  ludicrous  manner  was  not 
unlikely  to  prevent  so  touchy  and  punctilious  a  person 
from  accepting  a  debt  which  was  most  justly  her  due, 
and  which  it  became  me  particularly  to  see  satisfied. 
Sacrificing,  then,  my  triad  with  little  regret,  for  it 
looked  better  by  candlelight,  and  through  the  medium 
of  a  pot  of  porter,  than  it  did  by  daylight,  and  with  bo- 
hea  for  a  menstruum,  I  determined  to  employ  Mr.  Fair- 
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scribe's  mediation  in  bujdng  up  the  lease  of  the  little  inn, 
and  conferring  it  upon  Christie  in  the  way  which  should 
make  it  most  acceptable  to  her  feelings.  It  is  only  neces- 
sary to  add,  that  my  plan  succeeded,  and  that  Widow 
Steele  even  yet  keeps  the  Treddles  Arms.  Do  not  say, 
therefore,  that  I  have  been  disingenuous  with  you, 
reader;  since,  if  I  have  not  told  all  the  ill  of  myself  I 
might  have  done,  I  have  indicated  to  you  a  person  able 
and  willing  to  supply  the  blank,  by  relating  all  my  de- 
linquencies, as  well  as  my  misfortunes. 

In  the  meantime,  I  totally  abandoned  the  idea  of 
redeeming  any  part  of  my  paternal  property,  and  re- 
solved to  take  Christie  Steele's  advice,  as  young  Norval 
does  Glenalvon's,  'although  it  sounded  harshly.' 


CHAPTER  V 

MR.   CROFTANGRY   SETTLES   IN  THE  CANONGATE 


If  you  will  know  my  house, 
'T  is  at  the  tuft  of  olives  here  hard  by. 


As  You  Like  II. 


By  a  revolution  of  humour  which  I  am  unable  to  account 
for,  I  changed  my  mind  entirely  on  my  plans  of  life,  in 
consequence  of  the  disappointment  the  history  of  which 
fills  the  last  chapter.  I  began  to  discover  that  the  coun- 
try would  not  at  all  suit  me;  for  I  had  relinqtiished  field- 
sports,  and  felt  no  inclination  whatever  to  farming,  the 
ordinary  vocation  of  country  gentlemen;  besides  that, 
I  had  no  talent  for  assisting  either  candidate  in  case  of 
an  expected  election,  and  saw  no  amusement  in  the  du- 
ties of  a  road  trustee,  a  commissioner  of  supply,  or  even 
in  the  magisterial  fimctions  of  the  bench.  I  had  begun 
to  take  some  taste  for  reading;  and  a  domiciliation  in 
the  country  must  remove  me  from  the  use  of  books,  ex- 
cepting the  small  subscription  library,  in  which  the  very 
book  which  you  want  is  imiformly  sure  to  be  engaged. 
I  resolved,  therefore,  to  make  the  Scottish  metropolis 
my  regular  resting-place,  reserving  to  myself  to  take  oc- 
casionally those  excursions  which,  in  spite  of  all  I  have 
said  against  mail-coaches,  Mr.  Piper  has  rendered  so 
easy.  Friend  of  our  life  and  of  our  leisure,  he  secures  by 
despatch  against  loss  of  time,  and  by  the  best  of  coaches, 
cattle,  and  steadiest  of  drivers  against  hazard  of  limb, 

40  2S9 


WAVERLEY  NOVELS 

and  wafts  us,  as  well  as  our  letters,  from  Edinburgh  to 
Cape  Wrath  in  the  penning  of  a  paragraph. 

When  my  mind  was  quite  made  up  to  make  Auld 
Reekie  my  headquarters,  reserving  the  privilege  of  ex- 
ploring in  all  directions,  I  began  to  explore  in  good  ear- 
nest for  the  purpose  of  discovering  a  suitable  habitation. 
'And  whare  trew  ye  I  gaed?'  as  Sir  Pertinax  says.  Not 
to  George's  Square,  nor  to  Charlotte  Square,  nor  to  the 
old  New  Town,  nor  to  the  new  New  Town,  nor  to  the 
Calton  Hill  —  I  went  to  the  Canongate,  and  to  the  very 
portion  of  the  Canongate  in  which  I  had  formerly  been 
immured,  like  the  errant  knight,  prisoner  in  some  en- 
chanted castle,  where  spells  have  made  the  ambient  air 
impervious  to  the  unhappy  captive,  although  the  or- 
gans of  sight  encountered  no  obstacle  to  his  free  pas- 
sage. 

Why  I  should  have  thought  of  pitching  my  tent  here 
I  cannot  tell.  Perhaps  it  was  to  enjoy  the  pleasures  of 
freedom,  where  I  had  so  long  endured  the  bitterness  of 
restraint;  on  the  principle  of  the  officer  who,  after  he 
had  retired  from  the  army,  ordered  his  servant  to  con- 
tinue to  call  him  at  the  hour  of  parade,  simply  that  he 
might  have  the  pleasure  of  saying — '  D — ^n  the  parade ! ' 
and  turning  to  the  other  side  to  enjoy  his  slmnbers.  Or 
perhaps  I  expected  to  find  in  the  vicinity  some  little 
old-fashioned  house,  having  somewhat  of  the  rus  in 
urbe  which  I  was  ambitious  of  enjoying.  Enough,  I  went, 
as  aforesaid,  to  the  Canongate. 

I  stood  by  the  kennel,  of  which  I  had  formerly  spoken, 
and,  my  mind  being  at  ease,  my  bodily  organs  were  more 
delicate.  I  was  more  sensible  than  heretofore  that,  like 
the  trade  of  Pompey  in  'Measure  for  Measure,'  it  did  in 
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some  sort  —  'pah,  an  ounce  of  civet,  good  apothecary!' 
Turning  from  thence,  my  steps  naturally  directed  them- 
selves to  my  own  humble  apartment,  where  my  little 
Highland  landlady,  as  dapper  and  as  tight  as  ever  (for 
old  women  wear  a  hundred  times  better  than  the  hard- 
wrought  seniors  of  the  masculine  sex),  stood  at  the  door, 
'teedling'  to  herself  a  Highland  song  as  she  shook  a 
table-napkin  over  the  fore-stair,  and  then  proceeded 
to  fold  it  up  neatly  for  future  service. 

'How  do  you,  Janet?' 

'Thank  ye,  good  sir,'  answered  my  old  friend,  without 
looking  at  me;  'but  ye  might  as  weel  say  Mrs.  MacEvoy, 
for  she  is  na  a'body's  Shanet  —  umph.' 

'You  must  be  my  Janet,  though,  for  all  that.  Have 
you  forgot  me?  Do  you  not  remember  Chrystal  Croft- 
angry?' 

The  light,  kind-hearted  creature  threw  her  napkin  into 
the  open  door,  skipped  down  the  stair  like  a  fairy,  three 
steps  at  once,  seized  me  by  the  hands  —  both  hands  — 
jumped  up,  and  actually  kissed  me.  I  was  a  little 
ashamed;  but  what  swain,  of  somewhere  inclining  to 
sixty,  could  resist  the  advances  of  a  fair  contemporary? 
So  we  allowed  the  full  degree  of  kindness  to  the  meeting 
—  honi  soit  qui  mal  y  pense  —  and  then  Janet  entered 
instantly  upon  business.  'An'  ye '11  gae  in,  man,  and 
see  yoxir  auld  lodgings,  nae  doubt,  and  Shanet  will  pay 
ye  the  fifteen  shillings  of  change  that  ye  ran  away  with- 
out, and  without  bidding  Shanet  good  day.  iBut  never 
mind  (nodding  good-humouredly),  Shanet  saw  you 
were  carried  for  the  time.' 

By  this  time  we  were  in  my  old  quarters,  and  Janet, 
with  her  bottle  of  cordial  in  one  hand  and  the  glass  in 
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the  other,  had  forced  on  me  a  dram  of  usquebaugh,  dis- 
tilled with  saffron  and  other  herbs,  after  some  old-fash- 
ioned Highland  receipt.  Then  was  unfolded,  out  of 
many  a  little  scrap  of  paper,  the  reserved  sum  of  fifteen 
shillings,  which  Janet  had  treasured  for  twenty  years 
and  upwards. 

'Here  they  are,'  she  said,  in  honest  triumph,  'just  the 
same  I  was  holding  out  to  ye  when  ye  ran  as  if  ye  had 
been  fey.  Shanet  has  had  siller,  and  Shanet  has  wanted 
siller,  mony  a  time  since  that;  and  the  ganger  has  come, 
and  the  factor  has  come,  and  the  butcher  and  baker  — 
Cot  bless  us!  —  just  like  to  tear  poor  auld  Shanet  to 
pieces,  but  she  took  good  care  of  Mr.  Croftangry's  fif- 
teen shillings.' 

'But  what  if  I  had  never  come  back,  Janet?' 

'Och,  if  Shanet  had  heard  you  were  dead,  she  would 
hae  gien  it  to  the  poor  of  the  chapel,  to  pray  for  Mr. 
Croftangry,'  said  Janet,  crossing  herself,  for  she  was  a 
Catholic.  'You  maybe  do  not  think  it  would  do  you 
cood,  but  the  blessing  of  the  poor  can  never  do  no 
harm.' 

I  agreed  heartily  in  Janet's  conclusion;  and,  as  to  have 
desired  her  to  consider  the  hoard  as  her  own  property 
would  have  been  an  indelicate  return  to  her  for  the  up- 
rightness of  her  conduct,  I  requested  her  to  dispose  of  it 
as  she  had  proposed  to  do  in  the  event  of  my  death  — 
that  is,  if  she  knew  any  poor  people  of  merit  to  whom 
it  might  be  useful. 

'Ower  mony  of  them,'  raising  the  corner  of  her 
checked  apron  to  her  eyes  —  'e'en  ower  mony  of  them, 
Mr.  Croftangry.  Och,  ay,  there  is  the  puir  Highland 
creatures  frae  Glenshee,  that  cam  down  for  the  harvest, 
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and  are  lying  wi'  the  fever  —  five  shillings  to  them;  and 
half-a-crown  to  Bessie  MacEvoy,  whose  coodman,  puir 
creature,  died  of  the  frost,  being  a  shairman,  for  a'  the 
whisky  he  could  drink  to  keep  it  out  o'  his  stamoch; 
and — ' 

But  she  suddenly  interrupted  the  bead-roll  of  her  pro- 
posed charities,  and  assuming  a  very  sage  look,  and  prim- 
ming up  her  little  chattering  mouth,  she  went  on  in  a 
different  tone  —  'But,  och,  Mr.  Croftangry,  bethink  ye 
whether  ye  will  not  need  a'  this  siller  yoursell,  and  maybe 
lookback  and  think  lang  for  ha'en  kiven  it  away,  whilk 
is  a  creat  sin  to  forthink  a  wark  o'  charity,  and  also  is 
unlucky,  and  moreover  is  not  the  thought  of  a  shentle- 
man's  son  like  yoursell,  dear.  And  I  say  this,  that  ye 
may  think  a  bit,  for  your  mother's  son  kens  that  ye  are 
no  so  careful  as  you  should  be  of  the  gear,  and  I  hae 
tauld  ye  of  it  before,  jewel.' 

I  assured  her  I  could  easily  spare  the  money,  without 
risk  of  future  repentance;  and  she  went  on  to  infer  that, 
in  such  a  case,  'Mr.  Croftangry  had  grown  a  rich  man  in 
foreign  parts,  and  was  free  of  his  troubles  with  messen- 
gers and  sheriff-officers,  and  sic-hke  scum  of  the  earth; 
and  Shanet  MacEvoy's  mother's  daughter  be  a  blythe 
woman  to  hear  it.  But  if  Mr.  Croftangry  was  in  trouble, 
there  was  his  room,  and  his  ped,  and  Shanet  to  wait  on 
him,  and  tak  pajonent  when  it  was  quite  convenient.' 

I  explained  to  Janet  my  situation,  in  which  she  ex- 
pressed unqualified  delight.  I  then  proceeded  to  inquire 
into  her  own  circtunstances,  and,  though  she  spoke 
cheerfully  and  contentedly,  I  could  see  they  were  pre- 
carious. I  had  paid  more  than  was  due;  other  lodgers  fell 
into  an  opposite  error,  and  forgot  to  pay  Janet  at  all. 
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Then,  Janet  being  ignorant  of  all  indirect  modes  of 
screwing  money  out  of  her  lodgers,  others  in  the  same 
line  of  life,  who  were  sharper  than  the  poor  simple 
Highlandwoman,  were  enabled  to  let  their  apartments 
cheaper  in  appearance,  though  the  inmates  usually 
found  them  twice  as  dear  in  the  long-run. 

As  I  had  already  destined  my  old  landlady  to  be  my 
housekeeper  and  governante,  knowing  her  honesty, 
good-nature,  and,  although  a  Scotchwoman,  her  cleanli- 
ness and  excellent  temper,  saving  the  short  and  hasty 
expressions  of  anger  which  Highlanders  call  a  'fuff,'  I 
now  proposed  the  plan  to  her  in  such  a  way  as  was  likely 
to  make  it  most  acceptable.  Very  acceptable  as  the 
proposal  was,  as  I  could  plainly  see,  Janet,  however,  took 
a  day  to  consider  upon  it;  and  her  reflections  against  our 
next  meeting  had  suggested  only  one  objection,  which 
was  singular  enough. 

'My  honour,'  so  she  now  termed  me,  'would  pe  for 
biding  in  some  fine  street  apout  the  town;  now  Shanet 
wad  ill  like  to  live  in  a  place  where  polish,  and  sheriffs, 
and  bailiffs,  and  sic  thieves  and  trash  of  the  world,  could 
tak  puir  shentlemen  by  the  throat,  just  because  they 
wanted  a  wheen  dollars  in  the  sporran.  She  had  lived 
in  the  bonny  glen  of  Tomanthoulick  —  Cot,  an  ony  of 
the  vermint  had  come  there,  her  father  wad  hae  wared  a 
shot  on  them,  and  he  could  hit  a  buck  within  as  mony 
measured  yards  as  e'er  a  man  of  his  clan.  And  the  place 
here  was  so  quiet  frae  them,  they  durst  na  put  their 
nose  ower  the  gutter.  Shanet  owed  nobody  a  boddle, 
put  she  couldna  pide  to  see  honest  folk  and  pretty  shen- 
tlemen forced  away  to  prison  whether  they  would  or  no; 
and  then  if  Shanet  was  to  lay  her  tangs  ower  ane  of  the 
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ragamuffins'  heads,  it  would  be,  maybe,  that  the  law 
would  gie  't  a  hard  name.' 

One  thing  I  have  learned  in  life — never  to  speak  sense 
when  nonsense  will  answer  the  purpose  as  well.  I  should 
have  had  great  difficulty  to  convince  this  practical  and 
disinterested  admirer  and  vindicator  of  liberty  that  ar- 
rests seldom  or  never  were  to  be  seen  in  the  streets  of 
Edinburgh,  and  to  satisfy  her  of  their  justice  and  neces- 
sity would  have  been  as  difficult  as  to  convert  her  to  the 
Protestant  faith.  I  therefore  assured  her  my  intention, 
if  I  could  get  a  suitable  habitation,  was  to  remain  in  the 
quarter  where  she  at  present  dwelt.  Janet  gave  three 
skips  on  the  floor,  and  uttered  as  many  short,  shrill  yells 
of  joy;  yet  doubt  almost  instantly  returned,  and  she  in- 
sisted on  knowing  what  possible  reason  I  could  have  for 
making  my  residence  where  few  lived,  save  those  whose 
misfortunes  drove  them  thither.  It  occurred  to  me  to 
answer  her  by  recoimting  the  legend  of  the  rise  of  my 
family,  and  of  our  deriving  our  name  from  a  particular 
place  near  Holyrood  Palace.  This,  which  would  have 
appeared  to  most  people  a  very  absurd  reason  for  choos- 
ing a  residence,  was  entirely  satisfactory  to  Janet  Mac- 
Evoy. 

'  Och,  nae  doubt !  if  it  was  the  land  of  her  fathers,  there 
was  nae  mair  to  be  said.  Put  it  was  queer  that  her  family 
estate  should  just  lie  at  the  town  tail,  and  covered  with 
houses,  where  the  king's  cows,  Cot  bless  them  hide  and 
horn!  used  to  craze  upon.  It  was  strange  changes.'  She 
mused  a  little,  and  then  added,  'Put  it  is  something 
better  wi'  Crof tangry  when  the  changes  is  frae  the  field 
to  the  habited  place,  and  not  from  the  place  of  habita- 
tion to  the  desert;  for  Shanet,  her  nainsell,  kent  a  glen 
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where  there  were  men  as  weel  as  there  may  be  in  Croft- 
angry,  and  if  there  werena  altogether  sae  mony  of  them, 
they  were  as  good  men  in  their  tartan  as  the  others  in 
their  broadcloth.  And  there  were  houses  too,  and  if  they 
were  not  biggit  with  stane  and  lime,  and  lofted  like  the 
houses  at  Croftangry,  yet  they  served  the  purpose  of 
them  that  lived  there;  and  mony  a  braw  bonnet,  and 
mony  a  silk,  snood,  and  comely  white  curch  would  come 
out  to  gang  to  kirk  or  chapel  on  the  Lord's  day,  and  little 
bairns  toddling  after;  and  now  —  och,  och,  ohellany, 
ohonari!  the  glen  is  desolate,  and  the  braw  snoods  and 
bonnets  are  gane,  and  the  Saxon's  house  stands  dull  and 
lonely,  like  the  single  bare-breasted  rock  that  the  falcon 
builds  on  —  the  falcon  that  drives  the  heath-bird  f rae 
the  glen.' 

Janet,  like  many  EQghlanders,  was  full  of  imagina- 
tion; and,  when  melancholy  themes  came  upon  her, 
expressed  herself  almost  poetically,  owing  to  the  genius 
of  the  Celtic  language  in  which  she  thought,  and  in 
which,  doubtless,  she  would  have  spoken,  had  I  under- 
stood Gaelic.  In  two  minutes  the  shade  of  gloom  and 
regret  had  passed  from  her  good-humoured  features,  and 
she  was  again  the  little  busy,  prating,  important  old 
woman,  undisputed  owner  of  one  flat  of  a  small  tenement 
in  the  Abbey  Yard,  and  about  to  be  promoted  to  be 
housekeeper  to  an  elderly  bachelor  gentleman,  Chrystal 
Croftangry,  Esq. 

It  was  not  long  before  Janet's  local  researches  foimd 
out  exactly  the  sort  of  place  I  wanted,  and  there  we 
settled.  Janet  was  afraid  I  would  not  be  satisfied,  be- 
cause it  is  not  exactly  part  of  Croftangry;  but  I  stopped 
her  doubts,  by  assuring  her  it  had  been  part  and  pendi- 
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cle  thereof  in  my  forefathers'  time,  which  passed  very 
well. 

I  do  not  intend  to  possess  any  one  with  an  exact  knowl- 
edge of  my  lodging;  though,  as  Bobadil  says,  'I  care  not 
who  knows  it,  since  the  cabin  is  convenient.'  But  I  may 
state  in  general,  that  it  is  a  house  'within  itself,'  or, 
according  to  a  newer  phraseology  in  advertisements, 
'self-contained,'  has  a  garden  of  near  half  an  acre,  and  a 
patch  of  ground  with  trees  in  front.  It  boasts  five  rooms 
and  servants'  apartments,  looks  in  front  upon  the  palace, 
and  from  behind  towards  the  hill  and  crags  of  the  King's 
Park.  Fortunately  the  place  had  a  name,  which,  with  a 
little  improvement,  served  to  countenance  the  legend 
which  I  had  imposed  on  Janet,  and  would  not  perhaps 
have  been  sorry  if  I  had  been  able  to  impose  on  myself. 
It  was  called  Littlecroft;  we  have  dubbed  it  Little  Croft- 
angry,  and  the  men  of  letters  belonging  to  the  Post- 
OflSce  have  sanctioned  the  change,  and  deliver  letters 
so  addressed.  Thus  I  am  to  all  intents  and  purposes 
Chrystal  Croftangry  of  that  Ilk. 

My  establishment  consists  of  Janet,  an  vmder  maid- 
servant, and  a  Highland  wench  for  Janet  to  exercise  her 
Gaelic  upon,  with  a  handy  lad  who  can  lay  the  cloth, 
and  take  care  besides  of  a  pony,  on  which  I  find  my  way 
to  Portobello  sands,  especially  when  the  cavalry  have  a 
drill;  for,  like  an  old  fool  as  I  am,  I  have  not  altogether 
become  indifferent  to  the  tramp  of  horses  and  the  flash  of 
weapons,  of  which,  though  no  professional  soldier,  it  has 
been  my  fate  to  see  something  in  my  youth.  For  wet 
mornings,  I  have  my  book;  is  it  fine  weather,  I  visit,  or  I 
wander  on  the  Crags,  as  the  hxunour  dictates.  My  dinner 
is  indeed  soUtary,  yet  not  quite  so  neither;  for,  though 
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Andrew  waits,  Janet,  or — as  she  is  to  all  the  world  but 
her  master  and  certain  old  Highland  gossips  —  Mrs. 
MacEvoy,  attends,  bustles  iabout,  and  desires  to  see 
everything  is  in  first-rate  order,  and  to  tell  me,  Cot  pless 
us,  the  wonderful  news  of  the  palace  for  the  day.  When 
the  cloth  is  removed,  and  I  light  my  cigar,  and  begin  to 
husband  a  pint  of  port,  or  a  glass  of  old  whisky  and 
water,  it  is  the  rule  of  the  house  that  Janet  takes  a  chair 
at  some  distance,  and  nods  or  works  her  stocking,  as  she 
may  be  disposed;  ready  to  speak  if  I  am  in  the  talking 
humour,  and  sitting  quiet  as  a  mouse  if  I  am  rather 
inclined  to  study  a  book  or  the  newspaper.  At  six  pre- 
cisely she  makes  my  tea,  and  leaves  me  to  drink  it;  and 
then  occurs  an  interval  of  time  which  most  old  bachelors 
find  heavy  on  their  hands.  The  theatre  is  a  good  occa- 
sional resource,  especially  if  Will  Murray  acts,  or  a 
bright  star  of  eminence  shines  forth;  but  it  is  distant,  and 
so  are  one  or  two  public  societies  to  which  I  belong; 
besides,  these  evening  walks  are  all  incompatible  with 
the  elbow-chair  feeling,  which  desires  some  employment 
that  may  divert  the  mind  without  fatiguing  the  body. 

Under  the  influence  of  these  impressions,  I  have  some- 
times thought  of  this  literary  tmdertaking.  I  must  have 
been  the  Bonassus  himself  to  have  mistaken  myself  for  a 
genius,  yet  I  have  leisure  and  reflections  like  my  neigh- 
bours. I  am  a  borderer  also  between  two  generations, 
and  can  point  out  more  perhaps  than  others  of  those  fad- 
ing traces  of  antiquity  which  are  daily  vanishing;  and  I 
know  many  a  modern  instance  and  many  an  old  tradi- 
tion, and  therefore  I  ask — 

What  afls  me,  I  may  not,  as  well  as  they, 

Rake  up  some  threadbare  tales,  that  mouldering  lay 
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In  chimney  comers,  wont  by  Christmas  fires 
To  read  and  rock  to  sleep  our  ancient  sires? 
No  man  his  threshold  better  knows  than  I 
Brute 's  first  arrival  and  first  victory, 
St.  George's  sorrel  and  his  cross  of  blood, 
Arthur's  round  board  and  Caledonian  wood. 

No  shop  is  so  easily  set  up  as  an  antiquary's.  Like 
those  of  the  lowest  order  of  pawnbrokers,  a  commodity 
of  rusty  iron,  a  bag  or  two  of  hobnails,  a  few  odd  shoe- 
buckles,  cashiered  kailpots,  and  fire-irons  declared  in- 
capable of  service  are  quite  sufl&cient  to  set  him  up.  If 
he  add  a  sheaf  or  two  of  penny  ballads  and  broadsides, 
he  is  a  great  man  —  an  extensive  trader.  And  then,  like 
the  pawnbrokers  aforesaid,  if  the  author  imderstands  a 
little  legerdemain,  he  may,  by  dint  of  a  little  picking  and 
stealing,  make  the  inside  of  his  shop  a  great  deal  richer 
than  the  out,  and  be  able  to  show  you  things  which 
cause  those  who  do  not  understand  the  antiquarian  trick 
of  clean  conveyance  to  wonder  how  the  devil  he  came  by 
them. 

It  may  be  said,  that  antiquarian  articles  interest  but 
few  customers,  and  that  we  may  bawl  ourselves  as  rusty 
as  the  wares  we  deal  in  without  any  one  asking  the  price 
of  our  merchandise.  But  I  do  not  rest  my  hopes  upon 
this  department  of  my  labours  only.  I  propose  also  to 
have  a  corresponding  shop  for  sentiment,  and  dialogues, 
and  disquisition,  which  may  captivate  the  fancy  of  those 
who  have  no  relish,  as  the  established  phrase  goes,  for 
pure  antiquity  —  a  sort  of  greengrocer's  stall  erected  in 
front  of  my  iroimaongery  wares,  garlanding  the  rusty 
memorials  of  ancient  times  with  cresses,  cabbages,  leeks, 
and  water-purpie. 

As  I  have  some  idea  that  I  am  writing  too  well  to  be 
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understood,  I  hvimble  myself  to  ordinary  language,  and 
aver,  with  becoming  modesty,  that  I  do  think  myself 
capable  of  sustaining  a  publication  of  a  miscellaneous 
nature,  as  like  to  'The  Spectator'  or  'The  Guardian,' 
'The  Mirror'  or  'The  LoTinger,'  as  my  poor  abilities 
may  be  able  to  accomplish.  Not  that  I  have  any  purpose 
of  imitating  Johnson,  whose  general  learning  and  power 
of  expression  I  do  not  deny,  but  many  of  whose  'Ram- 
blers' are  little  better  than  a  sort  of  pageant,  where 
trite  and  obvious  maxims  are  made  to  swagger  in  lofty 
and  mystic  language,  and  get  some  credit  only  because 
they  are  not  easily  understood.  There  are  some  of  the 
great  moralist's  papers  which  I  cannot  peruse  without 
thinking  on  a  second-rate  masquerade,  where  the  best- 
known  and  least-esteemed  characters  in  town  march  in 
as  heroes,  and  sultans,  and  so  forth,  and,  by  dint  of  taw- 
dry dresses,  get  some  consideration  until  they  are  foxmd 
out.  It  is  not,  however,  prudent  to  commence  with 
throwing  stones,  just  when  I  am  striking  out  windows  of 
my  own. 

I  think  even  the  local  situation  of  Little  Croftangry 
may  be  considered  as  favourable  to  my  undertaking.  A 
nobler  contrast  there  can  hardly  exist  than  that  of  the 
huge  city,  dark  with  the  smoke  of  ages,  and  groaning 
with  the  various  sounds  of  active  industry  or  idle  revel, 
and  the  lofty  and  craggy  hill,  silent  and  solitary  as  the 
grave;  one  exhibiting  the  full  tide  of  existence,  pressing 
and  precipitating  itself  forward  with  the  force  of  an  inun- 
dation; the  other  resembling  some  time-worn  anchorite, 
whose  life  passes  as  silent  and  imobserved  as  the  slender 
rill  which  escapes  unheard,  and  scarce  seen,  from  the 
fountain  of  his  patron  saint.  The  city  resembles  the 
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busy  temple,  where  the  modem  Comus  and  Mammon 
hold  their  court,  and  thousands  sacrifice  ease,  indepen- 
dence, and  virtue  itself  at  their  shrine;  the  misty  and 
lonely  mountain  seems  as  a  throne  to  the  majestic  but 
terrible  genius  of  feudal  times,  when  the  same  divinities 
dispensed  coronets  and  domains  to  those  who  had  heads 
to  devise  and  arms  to  execute  bold  enterprises. 

I  have,  as  it  were,  the  two  extremities  of  the  moral 
world  at  my  threshold.  From  the  front  door,  a  few 
minutes'  walk  brings  me  into  the  heart  of  a  wealthy  and 
populous  city;  as  many  paces  from  my  opposite  entrance 
place  me  in  a  solitude  as  complete  as  Zimmermann 
could  have  desired.  Surely,  with  such  aids  to  my  imagi- 
nation, I  may  write  better  than  if  I  were  in  a  lodging  in 
the  New  Town  or  a  garret  in  the  old.  As  the  Spaniard 
says,  '  Viamos,  caracco  I ' 

I  have  not  chosen  to  publish  periodically,  my  reason 
for  which  was  twofold.  In  the  first  place,  I  don't  like 
to  be  hurried,  and  have  had  enough  of  duns  in  an  early 
part  of  my  life  to  make  me  reluctant  to  hear  of  or  see 
one,  even  in  the  less  awful  shape  of  a  printer's  devil. 
But,  secondly,  a  periodical  paper  is  not  easily  extended 
in  circulation  beyond  the  quarter  in  which  it  is  pub- 
lished. This  work,  if  published  in  fugitive  numbers, 
would  scarce,  without  a  high  pressure  on  the  part  of  the 
bookseller,  be  raised  above  the  Netherbow,  and  never 
could  be  expected  to  ascend  to  the  level  of  Princes  Street. 
Now  I  am  ambitious  that  my  compositions,  though  hav- 
ing their  origin  in  this  valley  of  Holyrood,  should  not  only 
be  extended  into  those  exalted  regions  I  have  mentioned, 
but  also  that  they  should  cross  the  Forth,  astonish  the 
long  town  of  Kirkcaldy,  enchant  the  skippers  and  colliers 
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of  the  east  of  Fife,  ventvire  even  into  the  classic  arcades 
of  St.  Andrews,  and  travel  as  much  farther  to  the  north 
as  the  breadth  of  applause  will  carry  their  sails.  As  for  a 
southward  direction,  it  is  not  to  be  hoped  for  in  my 
fondest  dreams.  I  am  informed  that  Scottish  literature, 
like  Scottish  whisky,  wiU  be  presently  laid  imder  a  pro- 
hibitory duty.  But  enough  of  this.  If  any  reader  is  dull 
enough  not  to  comprehend  the  advantages  which,  in 
point  of  circulation,  a  compact  book  has  over  a  collection 
of  fugitive  numbers,  let  him  try  the  range  of  a  gim  loaded 
with  hail-shot,  against  that  of  the  same  piece  charged 
with  an  equal  weight  of  lead  consolidated  in  a  single 
bullet. 

Besides,  it  was  of  less  consequence  that  I  should  have 
published  periodically,  since  I  did  not  mean  to  solicit  or 
accept  of  the  contributions  of  friends,  or  the  criticisms 
of  those  who  may  be  less  kindly  disposed.  Notwith- 
standing the  excellent  examples  which  might^be  quoted, 
I  wiU  establish  no  begging-box,  either  vmder  the  name  of 
a  lion's-head  or  an  ass's.  What  is  good  or  ill  shall  be 
mine  own,  or  the  contribution  of  friends  to  whom  I  may 
have  private  access.  Many  of  my  voluntary  assistants 
might  be  cleverer  than  myself,  and  then  I  should  have  a 
brilliant  article  aippear  among  my  chiller  effusions,  like  a 
patch  of  lace  on  a  Scottish  cloak  of  Galashiels  grey.  Some 
might  be  worse,  and  then  I  must  reject  them,  to  the 
injury  of  the  feelings  of  the  writer,  or  else  insert  them,  to 
make  my  own  darkness  yet  more  opaque  and  palpable. 
'Let  every  herring,'  says  our  old-fashioned  proverb, 
'hang  by  his  own  head.' 

One  person,  however,  I  may  distinguish,  as  she  is  now 
no  more,  who,  living  to  the  utmost  term  of  human  life, 
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honoured  me  with  a  great  share  of  her  friendship,  as 
indeed  we  were  blood-relatives  in  the  Scottish  sense 
—  Heaven  knows  how  many  degrees  removed  —  and 
friends  in  the  sense  of  Old  England.  I  mean  the  late 
excellent  and  regretted  Mrs.  Bethune  Baliol.  But  as  I 
design  this  admirable  picture  of  the  olden  time  for  a 
principal  character  in  my  work,  I  will  only  say  here,  that 
she  knew  and  approved  of  my  present  purpose;  and 
though  she  dechned  to  contribute  to  it  while  she  lived, 
from  a  sense  of  digni&ed  retirement,  which  she  thought 
became  her  age,  sex,  and  condition  in  Ufe,  she  left  me 
some  materials  for  carrying  on  my  proposed  work,  which 
I  coveted  when  I  heard  her  detail  them  in  conversation, 
and  which  now,  when  I  have  their  substance  in  her  own 
handwriting,  I  account  far  more  valuable  than  anything 
I  have  myself  to  offer.  I  hope  the  mentioning  her  name 
in  conjunction  with  my  own  will  give  no  offence  to  any 
of  her  numerous  friends,  as  it  was  her  own  express  pleas- 
ure that  I  should  employ  the  manuscripts,  which  she 
did  me  the  honour  to  bequeath  me,  in  the  manner  in 
which  I  have  now  used  them.  It  must  be  added,  how- 
ever, that  in  most  cases  I  have  disguised  names,  and  in 
some  have  added  shading  and  colouring  to  bring  out  the 
narrative. 

Much  of  my  materials,  besides  these,  are  derived  from 
friends,  living  or  dead.  The  accuracy  of  some  of  these 
may  be  doubtful,  in  which  case  I  shall  be  happy  to  re- 
ceive, from  sufficient  authority,  the  correction  of  the 
errors  which  must  creep  into  traditional  documents. 
The  object  of  the  whole  publication  is,  to  throw  some 
light  on  the  manners  of  Scotland  as  they  were,  and  to 
contrast  them,  occasionally,  with  those  of  the  present 
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day.  My  own  opinions  are  in  favour  of  our  own  times 
in  many  respects,  but  not  in  so  far  as  affords  means  for 
exercising  the  imagination,  or  exciting  the  interest  which 
attaches  to  other  times.  I  am  glad  to  be  a  writer  or  a 
reader  in  1826,  but  I  would  be  most  interested  in  reading 
or  relating  what  happened  from  half  a  century  to  a  cen- 
tury before.  We  have  the  best  of  it.  Scenes  in  which  our 
ancestors  thought  deeply,  acted  fiercely,  and  died  des- 
perately are  to  us  tales  to  divert  the  tedium  of  a  winter's 
evening,  when  we  are  engaged  to  no  party,  or  beguile 
a  summer's  morning,  when  it  is  too  scorching  to  ride 
or  walk. 

Yet  I  do  not  mean  that  my  essays  and  narratives 
should  be  limited  to  Scotland.  I  pledge  myself  to  no 
partictdar  hne  of  subjects;  but,  on  the  contrary,  say 
with  Burns, 

Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  a  sang, 
Perhaps  turn  out  a  sermon. 

I  have  only  to  add,  by  way  of  postscript  to  these  pre- 
liminary chapters,  that  I  have  had  recourse  to  MoUere's 
recipe,  and  read  my  manuscript  over  to  my  old  woman, 
Janet  MacEvoy. 

The  dignity  of  being  consulted  delighted  Janet;  and 
Wilkie  or  Allan  would  have  made  a  capital  sketch  of  her, 
as  she  sat  upright  in  her  chair,  instead  of  her  ordinary 
lounging  posture,  knitting  her  stocking  systematically, 
as  if  she  meant  every  twist  of  her  thread  and  inclination 
of  the  wires  to  bear  burden  to  the  cadence  of  my  voice. 
I  am  afraid,  too,  that  I  myself  felt  more  delight  than  I 
ought  to  have  done  in  my  own  composition,  and  read  a 
little  more  oratoricaUy  than  I  should  have  ventured  to 
do  before  an  auditor  of  whose  applause  I  was  not  so  se- 
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cure.  And  the  result  did  not  entirely  encourage  my  plan 
of  censorship.  Janet  did  indeed  seriously  incline  to  the 
account  of  my  previous  life,  and  bestowed  some  High- 
land maledictions  more  emphatic  than  courteous  on 
Christie  Steel's  reception  of  a  'shentlemans  in  distress,' 
and  of  her  own  mistress's  house  too.  I  omitted  for  cer- 
tain reasons,  or  greatly  abridged,  what  related  to  her- 
self. But  when  I  came  to  treat  of  my  general  views  in 
publication,  I  saw  poor  Janet  was  entirely  thrown  out, 
though,  like  a  jaded  hunter,  panting,  pufl&ng,  and  short 
of  wind,  she  endeavoured  at  least  to  keep  up  with  the 
chase.  Or  rather  her  perplexity  made  her  look  all  the 
while  Uke  a  deaf  person  ashamed  of  his  infirmity,  who 
does  not  understand  a  word  you  are  saying,  yet  desires 
you  to  believe  that  he  does  understand  you,  and  who  is 
extremely  jealous  that  you  suspect  his  incapacity.  When 
she  saw  that  some  remark  was  necessary,  she  resembled 
exactly  in  her  criticism  the  devotee  who  pitched  on  the 
'sweet  word  Mesopotamia'  as  the  most  edifying  note 
which  she  could  bring  away  from  a  sermon.  She  indeed 
hastened  to  bestow  general  praise  on  what  she  said  was 
all  'very  fine';  but  chiefly  dwelt  on  what  I  had  said 
about  Mr.  Timmerman,  as  she  was  pleased  to  call  the 
German  philosopher,  and  supposed  he  must  be  of  the 
same  descent  with  the  Highland  clan  of  M'Intyre,  which 
signifies  Son  of  the  Carpenter.  'And  a  fery  honourable 
name  too  —  Shanet's  own  mither  was  a  M'Intyre.' 

In  short,  it  was  plain  the  latter  part  of  my  introduction 
was  altogether  lost  on  poor  Janet;  and  so,  to  have  acted 
up  to  Moliere's  system,  I  should  have  cancelled  the 
whole,  and  written  it  anew.  But  I  do  not  know  how  it  is; 
I  retained,  I  suppose,  some  tolerable  opinion  of  my  own 
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composition,  though  Janet  did  not  comprehend  it,  and 
felt  loth  to  retrench  those  dehlahs  of  the  imagination, 
as  Dryden  calls  them,  the  tropes  and  figures  of  which 
are  caviar  to  the  multitude.  Besides,  I  hate  rewriting 
as  much  as  Falstaff  did  paying  back :  it  is  a  double  labour. 
So  I  determined  with  myself  to  consult  Janet,  in  future, 
only  on  such  things  as  were  within  the  limits  of  her  com- 
prehension, and  hazard  my  arguments  and  my  rhetoric 
on  the  public  without  her  imprimatur.  I  am  pretty  sure 
she  will  'applaud  it  done.'  And  in  such  narratives  as 
come  within  her  range  of  thought  and  feeling,  I  shall,  as 
I  first  intended,  take  the  benefit  of  her  unsophisticated 
judgment,  and  attend  to  it  deferentially  —  that  is, 
when  it  happens  not  to  be  in  peculiar  opposition  to  my 
own;  for,  after  all,  I  say  with  Almanzor  — 

Know  that  I  alone  am  king  of  me. 

The  reader  has  now  my  who  and  my  whereabout, 
the  purpose  of  the  work,  and  the  circumstances  under 
which  it  is  undertaken.  He  has  also  a  specimen  of  the 
author's  talents,  and  may  judge  for  himself,  and  proceed 
or  send  back  the  volume  to  the  bookseller,  as  his  own 
taste  shall  determine. 


CHAPTER  VI 

MR.  CROFTANGRY'S  ACCOUNT  OF  MRS.  BETHUNE 
BALIOL 

The  moon,  were  she  earthly,  no  nobler. 

Coriolanus, 

When  we  set  out  on  the  jolly  voyage  of  life,  what  a 
brave  fleet  there  is  aroxind  us,  as,  stretching  our  fresh 
canvas  to  the  breeze  all  'shipshape  and  Bristol  fashion,' 
pennons  flying,  music  playing,  cheering  each  other  as  we 
pass,  we  are  rather  amused  than  alarmed  when  some 
awkward  comrade  goes  right  ashore  for  want  of  pilot- 
age! Alas!  when  the  voyage  is  well  spent,  and  we  look 
about  us,  toil-worn  mariners,  how  few  of  our  ancient 
consorts  still  remain  in  sight,  and  they,  how  torn  and 
wasted,  and,  like  ourselves,  struggling  to  keep  as  long 
as  possible  off  the  fatal  shore  against  which  we  are  all 
finally  drifting! 

I  felt  this  very  trite  but  melancholy  truth  in  all  its 
force  the  other  day,  when  a  packet  with  a  black  seal  ar- 
rived, containing  a  letter  addressed  to  me  by  my  late 
excellent  friend  Mrs.  Martha  Bethune  Baliol,  and 
marked  with  the  fatal  indorsation,  'To  be  delivered  ac- 
cording to  address,  after  I  shall  be  no  more.'  A  letter 
from  her  executors  accompanied  the  packet,  mentioning 
that  they  had  found  in  her  will  a  bequest  to  me  of  a 
painting  of  some  value,  which  she  stated  would  just 
fit  the  space  above  my  cupboard,  and  fifty  guineas  to 
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buy  a  ring.  And  thus  I  separated,  with  all  the  kindness 
which  we  had  maintained  for  many  years,  from  a  friend 
who,  though  old  enough  to  have  been  the  companion  of 
my  mother,  was  yet,  in  gaiety  of  spirits  and  admirable 
sweetness  of  temper,  capable  of  being  agreeable,  and 
even  animating,  society  for  those  who  write  themselves 
in  the  vaward  of  youth  —  an  advantage  which  I  have 
lost  for  these  five-and-thirty  years.  The  contents  of  the 
packet  I  had  no  difl&culty  in  guessing,  and  have  partly 
hinted  at  them  in  the  last  chapter.  But  to  instruct  the 
reader  in  the  particulars,  and  at  the  same  time  to  in- 
dulge myself  with  recalling  the  virtues  and  agreeable 
qualities  of  my  late  friend,  I  will  give  a  short  sketch  of 
her  manners  and  habits. 

Mrs.  Martha  Bethune  Baliol  was  a  person  of  quality 
and  fortune,  as  these  are  esteemed  in  Scotland.  Her 
family  was  ancient,  and  her  connexions  honourable. 
She  was  not  fond  of  specially  indicating  her  exact  age, 
but  her  juvenile  recollections  stretched  backwards  till 
before  the  eventful  year  1745;  and  she  remembered  the 
Highland  clans  being  in  possession  of  the  Scottish  capi- 
tal, though  probably  only  as  an  indistinct  vision.  Her 
fortune,  independent  by  her  father's  bequest,  was  ren- 
dered opulent  by  the  death  of  more  than  one  brave 
brother,  who  fell  successively  in  the  service  of  their 
country;  so  that  the  family  estates  became  vested  in  the 
only  surviving  child  of  the  ancient  house  of  Bethune 
Baliol.  My  intimacy  was  formed  with  the  excellent  lady 
after  this  event,  and  when  she  was  already  something 
advanced  in  age. 

She  inhabited,  when  in  Edinburgh,  where  she  regularly 
spent  the  winter  season,  one  of  those  old  hotels,  which, 
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till  of  late,  were  to  be  found  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
the  Canongate  and  of  the  palace  of  Holyrood  House, 
and  which,  separated  from  the  street,  now  dirty  and 
vulgar,  by  paved  courts  and  gardens  of  some  extent, 
made  amends  for  an  indifferent  access,  by  showing  some- 
thing of  aristocratic  state  and  seclusion,  when  you  were 
once  admitted  within  their  precincts.  They  have  pulled 
her  house  down;  for,  indeed,  betwixt  building  and  burn- 
ing, every  ancient  monument  of  the  Scottish  capital  is 
now  likely  to  be  utterly  demolished.  I  pause  on  the  re- 
collections of  the  place,  however,  and  since  nature  has 
denied  a  pencil  when  she  placed  a  pen  in  my  hand,  I 
will  endeavour  to  make  words  answer  the  purpose  of 
delineation. 

Baliol's  Lodging,  so  was  the  mansion  named,  reared 
its  high  stack  of  chimneys,  among  which  were  seen  a 
turret  or  two,  and  one  of  those  small  projecting  plat- 
forms called  bartizans,  above  the  mean  and  modern 
buildings  which  line  the  south  side  of  the  Canongate,  to- 
wards the  lower  end  of  that  street,  and  not  distant  from 
the  palace.  A  parte  cochere,  having  a  wicket  for  foot- 
passengers,  was,  upon  due  occasion,  unfolded  by  a  lame 
old  man,  tall,  grave,  and  thin,  who  tenanted  a  hovel 
beside  the  gate,  and  acted  as  porter.  To  this  office  he 
had  been  promoted  by  my  friend's  charitable  feelings 
for  an  old  soldier,  and  partly  by  an  idea  that  his  head, 
which  was  a  very  fine  one,  bore  some  resemblance  to 
that  of  Garrick  in  the  character  of  Lusignan.  He  was  a 
man  saturnine,  silent,  and  slow  in  his  proceedings,  and 
would  never  open  the  parte  cachere  to  a  hackney  coach; 
indicating  the  wicket  with  his  finger,  as  the  proper  pas- 
sage for  all  who  came  in  that  obscure  vehicle,  which  was 
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not  permitted  to  degrade  with  its  ticketed  presence  the 
dignity  of  Baliol's  Lodging.  I  do  not  think,  this  pecu- 
liarity would  have  met  with  his  lady's  approbation,  any 
more  than  the  occasional  partiality  of  Lusignan,  or,  as 
mortals  called  him,  Archy  Macready,  to  a  dram.  But 
Mrs.  Martha  Bethune  Baliol,  conscious  that,  in  case  of 
conviction,  she  could  never  have  prevailed  upon  herself 
to  dethrone  the  King  of  Palestine  from  the  stone  bench 
on  which  he  sat  for  hours,  knitting  his  stocking,  refused, 
by  accrediting  the  intelligence,  even  to  put  him  upon 
his  trial;  well  judging  that  he  would  observe  more  whole- 
some caution  if  he  conceived  his  character  unsuspected 
than  if  he  were  detected,  and  suffered  to  pass  unpunished. 
For,  after  all,  she  said,  it  would  be  cruel  to  dismiss  an 
old  Highland  soldier  for  a  peccadillo  so  appropriate  to 
his  country  and  profession. 

The  stately  gate  for  carriages,  or  the  humble  accom- 
modation for  foot-passengers,  admitted  into  a  narrow 
and  short  passage,  running  between  two  rows  of  lime- 
trees,  whose  green  foliage  during  the  spring  contrasted 
strangely  with  the  swart  complexion  of  the  two  walls  by 
the  side  of  which  they  grew.  This  access  led  to  the  front 
of  the  house,  which  was  formed  by  two  gable  ends, 
notched,  and  having  their  windows  adorned  with  heavy 
architectural  ornaments;  they  joined  each  other  at  right 
angles,  and  a  half-circular  tower,  which  contained  the 
entrance  and  the  staircase,  occupied  the  point  of  junc- 
tion and  rounded  the  acute  angle.  One  of  other  two  sides 
of  the  little  court,  in  which  there  was  just  sufficient 
room  to  turn  a  carriage,  was  occupied  by  some  low  build- 
ings answering  the  purpose  of  offices;  the  other,  by  a 
parapet  surrounded  by  a  highly  ornamented  iron  rail- 
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ing,  twined  round  with  honeysuckle  and  other  para- 
sitical shrubs,  which  permitted  the  eye  to  peep  into  a 
pretty  suburban  garden,  extending  down  to  the  road 
called  the  South  Back  of  the  Canongate,  and  boasting  a 
number  of  old  trees,  many  flowers,  and  even  some  fruit. 
We  must  not  forget  to  state,  that  the  extreme  cleanli- 
ness of  the  courtyard  was  such  as  intimated  that  mop 
and  pail  had  done  their  utmost  in  that  favoured  spot  to 
atone  for  the  general  dirt  and  dinginess  of  the  quarter 
where  the  premises  were  situated. 

Over  the  doorway  were  the  arms  of  Bethune  and  Ba- 
liol,  with  various  other  devices  carved  in  stone;  the  door 
itself  was  studded  with  iron  rails,  and  formed  of  black 
oak;  an  iron  rasp,^  as  it  was  called,  was  placed  on  it, 
instead  of  a  knocker,  for  the  purpose  of  summoning  the 
attendants.  He  who  usually  appeared  at  the  summons 
was  a  smart  lad,  in  a  handsome  livery,  the  son  of  Mrs. 
Martha's  gardener  at  Mount  Baliol.  Now  and  then  a 
servant-girl,  nicely  but  plainly  dressed,  and  fully  ac- 
coutred with  stockings  and  shoes,  would  perform  this 
duty;  and  twice  or  thrice  I  remember  being  admitted 
by  Beauffet  himself,  whose  exterior  looked  as  much 
like  that  of  a  clergyman  of  rank  as  the  butler  of  a  gentle- 
man's family.  He  had  been  valet-de-chambre  to  the  last 
Sir  Richard  Bethune  Baliol,  and  was  a  person  highly 
trusted  by  the  present  lady.  A  full  stand,  as  it  is  called 
in  Scotland,  of  garments  of  a  dark  colour,  gold  buckles 
in  his  shoes  and  at  the  knees  of  his  breeches,  with  his 
hair  regularly  dressed  and  powdered,  announced  him 
to  be  a  domestic  of  trust  and  importance.  His  mistress 
used  to  say  of  him, 

'  See  Note  23. 
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He's  sad  and  civil, 
And  suits  well  for  a  servant  with  my  fortunes.         » 

As  no  one  can  escape  scandal,  some  said  that  Beatiflfet 
made  a  rather  better  thing  of  the  place  than  the  modesty 
of  his  old-fashioned  wages  would,  unassisted,  have 
amounted  to.  But  the  man  was  always  very  civil  to 
me.  He  had  been  long  in  the  family,  had  enjoyed 
legacies,  and  laid  by  a  something  of  his  own,  upon 
which  he  now  enjoys  ease  with  dignity,  in  as  far  as 
his  newly-married  wife,  Tibbie  Shortacres,  will  permit 
him. 

The  Lodging  —  dearest  reader,  if  you  are  tired,  pray 
pass  over  the  next  four  or  five  pages — was  not  by  any 
means  so  large  as  its  external  appearance  led  people  to 
conjecture.  The  interior  accommodation  was  much  cut 
up  by  cross  walls  and  long  passages,  and  that  neglect 
of  economising  space  which  characterises  old  Scottish 
architecture.  But  there  was  far  more  room  than  my  old 
friend  required,  even  when  she  had,  as  was  often  the 
case,  four  or  five  young  cousins  imder  her  protection; 
and  I  believe  much  of  the  house  was  unoccupied.  Mrs. 
Bethune  Baliol  never,  in  my  presence,  showed  herself  so 
much  offended,  as  once  with  a  meddling  person  who  ad- 
vised her  to  have  the  windows  of  these  supernumerary 
apartments  built  up,  to  save  the  tax.  She  said  in  ire  that, 
while  she  lived,  the  light  of  God  should  visit  the  house 
of  her  fathers ;  and  while  she  had  a  penny,  king  and  coun- 
try should  have  their  due.  Indeed,  she  was  punctiliously 
loyal,  even  in  that  most  staggering  test  of  loyalty,  the 
payment  of  imposts.  Mr.  Beauffet  told  me  he  was  or- 
dered to  offer  a  glass  of  wine  to  the  person  who  collected 
the  income-tax,  and  that  the  poor  man  was  so  overcome 
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by  a  reception  so  unwontedly  generous,  that  he  had 
well-nigh  fainted  on  the  spot. 

You  entered  by  a  matted  ante-room  into  the  eating- 
parlour,  filled  with  old-fashioned  furniture,  and  hung 
with  family  portraits,  which,  excepting  one  of  Sir  Ber- 
nard Bethune,  in  James  the  Sixth's  time,  said  to  be  by 
Jameson,  were  exceedingly  frightful.  A  saloon,  as  it  was 
called,  a  long  narrow  chamber,  led  out  of  the  dining- 
parlour,  and  served  for  a  drawing-room.  It  was  a  pleas- 
ant apartment,  looking  out  upon  the  south  flank  of  Holy- 
rood  House,  the  gigantic  slope  of  Arthur's  Seat,  and  the 
girdle  of  lofty  rocks  called  SaKsbury  Crags  ^  —  objects 
so  rudely  wild,  that  the  mind  can  hardly  conceive  them 
to  exist  in  the  vicinage  of  a  populous  metropolis.  The 
paintings  of  the  saloon  came  from  abroad,  and  had  some 
of  them  much  merit.  To  see  the  best  of  them,  however, 
you  must  be  admitted  into  the  very  penetralia  of  the 
temple,  and  allowed  to  draw  the  tapestry  at  the  upper 
end  of  the  saloon,  and  enter  Mrs.  Martha's  own  special 
dressing-room.  This  was  a  charming  apartment,  of 
which  it  wovdd  be  difl&cult  to  describe  the  form,  it  had  so 
many  recesses  which  were  filled  up  with  shelves  of 
ebony,  and  cabinets  of  japan  and  ormolu;  some  for  hold- 
ing books,  of  which  Mrs.  Martha  had  an  admirable  col- 
lection, some  for  a  display  of  ornamental  china,  others 
for  shells  and  similar  curiosities.  In  a  little  niche,  half 
screened  by  a  curtain  of  crimson  silk,  was  disposed  a 
suit  of  tilting  armour  of  bright  steel,  inlaid  with  silver, 
which  had  been  worn  on  some  memorable  occasion  by 
Sir  Bernard  Bethune,  already  mentioned;  while  over  the 
canopy  of  the  niche  hung  the  broadsword  with  which  her 
^  See  Note  24. 
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father  had  attempted  to  change  the  fortunes  of  Britain 
in  1715,  and  the  spontoon  which  her  elder  brother  bore 
when  he  was  leading  on  a  company  of  the  Black  Watch  ^ 
at  Fontenoy. 

There  were  some  Italian  and  Flemish  pictures  of 
admitted  authenticity,  a  few  genuine  bronzes  and  other 
objects  of  curiosity,  which  her  brothers  or  herself  had 
picked  up  while  abroad.  In  short,  it  was  a  place  where 
the  idle  were  tempted  to  become  studious,  the  studious 
to  grow  idle,  where  the  grave  might  find  matter  to  make 
them  gay,  and  the  gay  subjects  for  gravity. 

That  it  might  maintain  some  title  to  its  name,  I  must 
not  forget  to  say,  that  the  lady's  dressing-room  exhibited 
a  superb  mirror,  framed  in  silver  filigree  work;  a  beauti- 
ful toilette,  the  cover  of  which  was  of  Flanders  lace;  and 
a  set  of  boxes  corresponding  in  materials  and  work  to  the 
frame  of  the  mirror. 

This  dressing  apparatus,  however,  was  mere  matter 
of  parade:  Mrs.  Martha  Bethune  Baliol  always  went 
through  the  actual  duties  of  the  toilette  in  an  inner  apart- 
ment, which  corresponded  with  her  sleeping-room  by  a 
small  detached  staircase.  There  were,  I  believe,  more 
than  one  of  those  'turnpike  stairs,'  as  they  were  called, 
about  the  house,  by  which,  the  public  rooms,  all  of  which 
entered  through  each  other,  were  accommodated  with 
separate  and  independent  modes  of  access.  In  the  little 
boudoir  we  have  described,  Mrs.  Martha  Baliol  had  her 
choicest  meetings.  She  kept  early  hours;  and  if  you 
went  in  the  morning,  you  must  not  reckon  that  space  of 
day  as  extending  beyond  three  o'clock,  or  four  at  the 
utmost.  These  vigilant  habits  were  attended  with  some 
'  See  Note  25. 
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restraint  on  her  visitors,  but  they  were  indemnified  by 
your  always  finding  the  best  society,  and  the  best  infor- 
mation, which  was  to  be  had  for  the  day  in  the  Scottish 
capital.  Without  at  all  affecting  the  blue  stocking,  she 
liked  books;  they  amused  her,  and  if  the  authors  were 
persons  of  character,  she  thought  she  owed  them  a  debt 
of  civility,  which  she  loved  to  discharge  by  personal 
kindness.  When  she  gave  a  dinner  to  a  small  party, 
which  she  did  now  and  then,  she  had  the  good  nature  to 
look  for,  and  the  good  luck  to  discover,  what  sort  of 
people  suited  each  other  best,  and  chose  her  company 
as  Duke  Theseus  did  his  hounds. 

Matched  in  mouth  like  bells, 
Each  under  each,' 

SO  that  every  guest  could  take  his  part  in  the  cry ;  instead 
of  one  mighty  Tom  of  a  fellow,  like  Dr.  Johnson,  silenc- 
ing all  besides  by  the  tremendous  depth  of  his  diapason. 
On  such  occasions  she  afforded  chere  exquise;  and  every 
now  and  then  there  was  some  dish  of  French,  or  even 
Scottish,  derivation,  which,  as  well  as  the  numerous 
assortment  of  vins  extraordinaires  produced  by  Mr. 
Beauffet,  gave  a  sort  of  antique  and  foreign  air  to  the 
entertainment,  which  rendered  it  more  interesting. 

It  was  a  great  thing  to  be  asked  to  such  parties,  and 
not  less  so  to  be  invited  to  the  early  conversazione,  which, 
in  spite  of  fashion,  by  dint  of  the  best  coffee,  the  finest 
tea,  and  chasse-cafe  that  would  have  called  the  dead  to 
life,  she  contrived  now  and  then  to  assemble  in  her  saloon 
already  mentioned,  at  the  unnatural  hour  of  eight  in  the 
evening.  At  such  times,  the  cheerful  old  lady  seemed  to 
*  Shakespeare's  Midsummer  Night's  Dream,  Act  iv,  sc.  i. 
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enjoy  herself  so  much  in  the  happiness  of  her  guests, 
that  they  exerted  themselves  in  turn  to  prolong  her 
amusement  and  their  own;  and  a  certain  charm  was 
excited  around,  seldom  to  be  met  with  in  parties  of 
pleasure,  and  which  was  founded  on  the  general  desire 
of  every  one  present  to  contribute  something  to  the 
common  amusement. 

But  although  it  was  a  great  privilege  to  be  admitted 
to  wait  on  my  excellent  friend  in  the  morning,  or  be 
invited  to  her  dinner  or  evening  parties,  I  prized  still 
higher  the  right  which  I  had  acquired,  by  old  acquain- 
tance, of  visiting  Baliol's  Lodging,  upon  the  chance  of 
finding  its  venerable  inhabitant  preparing  for  tea,  just 
about  six  o'clock  in  the  evening.  It  was  only  to  two  or 
three  old  friends  that  she  permitted  this  freedom,  nor 
was  this  sort  of  chance-party  ever  allowed  to  extend  itself 
beyond  five  in  number.  The  answer  to  those  who  came 
later  announced  that  the  company  was  filled  up  for  the 
evening;  which  had  the  double  effect  of  making  those  who 
waited  on  Mrs.  Bethune  Baliol  in  this  unceremonious 
manner  punctual  in  observing  her  hour,  and  of  adding 
the  zest  of  a  little  difficulty  to  the  enjoyment  of  the 
party. 

It  more  frequently  happened  that  only  one  or  two 
persons  partook  of  this  refreshment  on  the  same  evening; 
or,  supposing  the  case  of  a  single  gentleman,  Mrs. 
Martha,  though  she  did  not  hesitate  to  admit  him  to  her 
boudoir,  after  the  privilege  of  the  French  and  the  old 
Scottish  school,  took  care,  as  she  used  to  say,  to  preserve 
all  possible  propriety,  by  commanding  the  attendance 
of  her  principal  female  attendant,  Mrs.  Alice  Lambskin, 
who  might,  from  the  gravity  and  dignity  of  her  appear- 
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ance,  have  sufficed  to  matronise  a  whole  boarding-school, 
instead  of  one  maiden  lady  of  eighty  and  upwards. 
As  the  weather  permitted,  Mrs.  Alice  sat  duly  remote 
from  the  company  in  a  fauteuil  behind  the  projecting 
chimney-piece,  or  in  the  embrasure  of  a  window,  and 
prosecuted  in  Carthusian  silence,  with  indefatigable 
zeal,  a  piece  of  embroidery,  which  seemed'no  bad  emblem 
of  eternity. 

But  I  have  neglected  all  this  while  to  introduce  my 
friend  herself  to  the  reader,  at  least  so  far  as  words  can 
convey  the  peculiarities  by  which  her  appearance  and 
conversation  were  distinguished. 

A  little  woman,  with  ordinary  features,  and  an  ordi- 
nary form,  and  hair  which  in  youth  had  no  decided 
colour,  we  may  believe  Mrs.  Martha,  when  she  said  of 
herself  that  she  was  never  remarkable  for  personal 
charms  —  a  modest  admission,  which  was  readily  con- 
firmed by  certain  old  ladies,  her  contemporaries,  who, 
whatever  might  have  been  the  youthful  advantages 
which  they  more  than  hinted  had  been  formerly  their 
own  share,  were  now,  in  personal  appearance,  as  well  as 
in  everything  else,  far  inferior  to  my  accomplished 
friend.  Mrs.  Martha's  features  had  been  of  a  kind  which 
might  be  said  to  wear  well;  their  irregularity  was  now  of 
little  consequence,  animated  as  they  were  by  the  vivacity 
of  her  conversation;  her  teeth  were  excellent;  and  her 
eyes,  although  inclining  to  grey,  were  lively,  laughing, 
and  undimmed  by  time.  A  slight  shade  of  complexion, 
more  brilliant  than  her  years  promised,  subjected  my 
friend  amongst  strangers  to  the  suspicion  of  having 
stretched  her  foreign  habits  as  far  as  the  prudent  touch 
of  the  rouge.  But  it  was  a  calumny;  for,  when  telling  or 
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listening  to  an  interesting  and  affecting  story,  I  have 
seen  her  colour  come  and  go  as  if  it  played  on  the  cheek 
of  eighteen. 

Her  hair,  whatever  its  former  deficiencies,  was  now  the 
most  beautiful  white  that  time  could  bleach,  and  was 
disposed  with  some  degree  of  pretension,  though  in  the 
simplest  maimer  possible,  so  as  to  appear  neatly  smoothed 
under  a  cap  of  Flanders  lace,  of  an  old-fashioned,  but,  as 
I  thought,  of  a  very  handsome  form,  which  imdoubtedly 
has  a  name,  and  I  would  endeavour  to  recur  to  it,  if  I 
thought  it  would  make  my  description  a  bit  more  intelli- 
gible. I  think  I  have  heard  her  say  these  favourite  caps 
had  been  her  mother's,  and  had  come  in  fashion  with  a 
peculiar  kind  of  wig  used  by  the  gentlemen  about  the 
time  of  the  battle  of  Ramillies.  The  rest  of  her  dress 
was  always  rather  costly  and  distinguished,  especially 
in  the  evening.  A  silk  or  satin  gown  of  some  colour  be- 
coming her  age,  and  of  a  form  which,  though  complying 
to  a  certain  degree  with  the  present  fashion,  had  always 
a  reference  to  some  more  distant  period,  was  garnished 
with  triple  ruffles;  her  shoes  had  diamond  buckles,  and 
were  raised  a  little  at  heel,  an  advantage  which,  pos- 
sessed in  her  youth,  she  alleged  her  size  would  not  permit 
her  to  forego  in  her  old  age.  She  always  wore  rings, 
bracelets,  and  other  ornaments  of  value,  either  for  the 
materials  or  the  workmanship;  nay,  perhaps  she  was  a 
little  profuse  in  this  species  of  display.  But  she  wore 
them  as  subordinate  matters,  to  which  the  habits  of 
being  constantly  in  high  hfe  rendered  her  indifferent: 
she  wore  them  because  her  rank  required  it,  and  thought 
no  more  of  them  as  articles  of  finery  than  a  gentleman 
dressed  for  dinner  thinks  of  his  clean  linen  and  well- 
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brushed  coat,  the  consciousness  of  which  embarrasses 
the  rustic  beau  on  a  Sunday. 

Now  and  then,  however,  if  a  gem  or  ornament  chanced 
to  be  noticed  for  its  beauty  or  singularity,  the  observa- 
tion usually  led  the  way  to  an  entertaining  account  of 
the  manner  in  which  it  had  been  acquired,  or  the  person 
from  whom  it  had  descended  to  its  present  possessor. 
On  such  and  similar  occasions  my  old  friend  spoke  will- 
ingly, which  is  not  uncommon,  but  she  also,  which  is 
more  rare,  spoke  remarkably  well,  and  had  in  her  little 
narratives  concerning  foreign  parts,  or  former  days, 
which  formed  an  interesting  part  of  her  conversation, 
the  singular  art  of  dismissing  all  the  usual  protracted 
tautology  respecting  time,  place,  and  circumstances, 
which  is  apt  to  settle  like  a  mist  upon  the  cold  and  lan- 
guid tales  of  age,  and  at  the  same  time  of  bringing  for- 
ward, dwelling  upon,  and  illustrating  those  incidents 
and  characters  which  give  point  and  interest  to  the  story. 

She  had,  as  we  have  hinted,  travelled  a  good  deal  in 
foreign  countries;  for  a  brother,  to  whom  she  was 
much  attached,  had  been  sent  upon  various  missions  of 
national  importance  to  the  continent,  and  she  had  more 
than  once  embraced  the  opportunity  of  accompanying 
him.  This  furnished  a  great  addition  to  the  information 
which  she  could  supply,  especially  during  the  last  war, 
when  the  continent  was  for  so  many  years  hermetically 
sealed  against  the  English  nation.  But,  besides,  Mrs. 
Bethune  Baliol  visited  distant  countries,  not  in  the 
modem  fashion,  when  English  travel  in  caravans  to- 
gether, and  see  in  France  and  Italy  little  besides  the  same 
society  which  they  might  have  enjoyed  at  home.  On  the 
contrary,  she  mingled  when  abroad  with  the  natives  of 
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those  countries  she  visited,  and  enjoyed  at  once  the 
advantage  of  their  society  and  the  pleasure  of  comparing 
it  with  that  of  Britain. 

In  the  course  of  her  becoming  habituated  with  foreign 
manners,  Mrs.  Bethune  Baliol  had,  perhaps,  acquired 
some  slight  tincture  of  them  herself.  Yet  I  was  always 
persuaded  that  the  peculiar  vivacity  of  look  and  manner, 
the  pointed  and  appropriate  action  with  which  she  ac- 
companied what  she  said,  the  use  of  the  gold  and  gemmed 
tabatiere,  or  rather  I  should  say  bonbonniere  (for  she 
took  no  snuff,  and  the  little  box  contained  only  a  few 
pieces  of  candied  angelica,  or  some  such  ladylike  sweet- 
meat), were  of  real  old-fashioned  Scottish  growth,  and 
such  as  might  have  graced  the  tea-table  of  Susannah 
Countess  of  Eglinton,^  the  patroness  of  Allan  Ramsay, 
or  of  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Colonel  Ogilvy,  who  was  another 
mirror  by  whom  the  maidens  of  Auld  Reekie  were  re- 
quired to  dress  themselves.  Although  well  acquainted 
with  the  customs  of  other  countries,  her  maimers  had 
been  chiefly  formed  in  her  own,  at  a  time  when  great  folk 
lived  within  little  space,  and  when  the  distinguished 
names  of  the  highest  society  gave  to  Edinburgh  the  eclat 
which  we  now  endeavour  to  derive  from  the  vmboimded 
expense  and  extended  circle  of  our  pleasures. 

I  was  more  confirmed  in  this  opinion  by  the  peculiarity 
of  the  dialect  which  Mrs.  Baliol  used.  It  was  Scottish  — 
decidedly  Scottish,  often  containing  phrases  and  words 
little  used  in  the  present  day.  But  then  her  tone  and 
mode  of  pronunciation  were  as  different  from  the  usual 
accent  of  the  ordinary  Scotch  patois,  as  the  accent  of  St. 
James's  is  from  that  of  Billingsgate.  The  vowels  were 

'  See  Note  26. 
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not  pronounced  much  broader  than  in  the  Italian  lan- 
guage, and  there  was  none  of  the  disagreeable  drawl 
which  is  so  offensive  to  southern  ears.  In  short,  it  seemed 
to  be  the  Scottish  as  spoken  by  the  ancient  court  of  Scot- 
land, to  which  no  idea  of  vulgarity  could  be  attached; 
and  the  lively  manner  and  gestures  with  which  it  was 
accompanied  were  so  completely  in  accord  with  the 
sound  of  the  voice  and  the  style  of  talking  that  I  can- 
not assign  them  a  different  origin.  In  long  derivation, 
perhaps  the  manner  of  the  Scottish  court  might  have 
been  originally  formed  on  that  of  France,  to  which  it  had 
certainly  some  affinity;  but  I  will  live  and  die  in  the 
beUef  that  those  of  Mrs.  Bahol,  as  pleasing  as  they 
were  peculiar,  came  to  her  by  direct  descent  from  the 
high  dames  who  anciently  adorned  with  their  presence 
the  royal  halls  of  Holyrood. 
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MRS.  BALIOL  ASSISTS  MR.  CROFTANGRY  IN  HIS  LITERARY 
SPECULATIONS 

Such  as  I  have  described  Mrs.  Bethune  Baliol,  the  reader 
will  easily  believe  that,  when  I  thought  of  the  miscella- 
neous nature  of  my  work,  I  rested  upon  the  information 
she  possessed,  and  her  communicative  disposition,  as 
one  of  the  principal  supports  of  my  enterprise.  Indeed, 
she  by  no  means  disapproved  of  my  proposed  publica- 
tion, though  expressing  herself  very  doubtful  how  far 
she  could  personally  assist  it  —  a  doubt  which  might  be 
perhaps  set  down  to  a  little  ladylike  coquetry,  which 
required  to  be  sued  for  the  boon  she  was  not  imwilling 
to  grant.  Or,  perhaps,  the  good  old  lady,  conscious  that 
her  unusual  term  of  years  must  soon  draw  to  a  close,  pre- 
ferred bequeathing  the  materials  in  the  shape  of  a  legacy 
to  subjecting  them  to  the  judgment  of  a  critical  public 
during  her  lifetime. 

Many  a  time  I  used,  in  our  conversations  of  the  Canon- 
gate,  to  resume  my  request  of  assistance,  from  a  sense 
that  my  friend  was  the  most  valuable  depository  of 
Scottish  traditions  that  was  probably  now  to  be  found. 
This  was  a  subject  on  which  my  mind  was  so  much  made 
up,  that  when  I  heard  her  carry  her  description  of  man- 
ners so  far  back  beyond  her  own  time,  and  describe  how 
Fletcher  of  Salton  spoke,  how  Graham  of  Claverhouse 
danced,  what  were  the  jewels  worn  by  the  famous 
Duchess  of  Lauderdale,  and  how  she  came  by  them,  I 
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could  not  help  telling  her  I  thought  her  some  fairy,  who 
cheated  us  by  retaining  the  appearance  of  a  mortal  of 
our  own  day,  when,  in  fact,  she  had  witnessed  the  revo- 
lutions of  centuries.  She  was  much  diverted  when  I 
required  her  to  take  some  solemn  oath  that  she  had  not 
danced  at  the  balls  given  by  Mary  of  Este,  when  her 
unhappy  husband  ^  occupied  Holyrood  in  a  species  of 
honourable  banishment;  or  asked  whether  she  could  not 
recollect  Charles  the  Second,  when  he  came  to  Scotland 
in  1650,  and  did  not  possess  some  slight  recollections  of 
the  bold  usurper  who  drove  him  beyond  the  Forth. 

'Beau  cousin'  she  said,  laughing,  'none  of  these  do  I 
remember  personally;  but  you  must  know  there  has  been 
wonderfully  little  change  on  my  natural  temper  from 
youth  to  age.  From  which  it  follows,  cousin,  that,  being 
even  now  something  too  yoimg  in  spirit  for  the  years 
which  Time  has  marked  me  in  his  calendar,  I  was,  when 
a  girl,  a  little  too  old  for  those  of  my  own  standing,  and 
as  much  inclined  at  that  period  to  keep  the  society  of  elder 
persons  as  I  am  now  disposed  to  admit  the  company  of 
gay  yoxmg  fellows  of  fifty  or  sixty  Uke  yourself,  rather 
than  collect  about  me  all  the  octogenarians.  Now, 
although  I  do  not  actually  come  from  elfland,  and  there- 
fore cannot  boast  any  personal  knowledge  of  the  great 
personages  you  inquire  about,  yet  I  have  seen  and  heard 
those  who  knew  them  well,fand  who  have  given  me  as 
distinct  an  account  of  them  as  I  could  give  you  myself  of 
the  Empress-Queen  or  Frederick  of  Prussia;  and  I  will 
frankly  add,'  said  she,  laughing  and  offering  her  bonbon- 

1  The  Duke  of  York,  afterwards  James  II,  frequently  resided  in  Holy- 
rood  House,  when  his  religion  rendered  him  an  object  of  suspicion  to  the 
English  Parliament. 
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mere,  that  I  have  heard  so  much  of  the  years  which  im- 
mediately succeeded  the  Revolution,  that  I  sometimes 
am  apt  to  confuse  the  vivid  descriptions  fixed  on  my 
memory  by  the  frequent  and  animated  recitation  of 
others  for  things  which  I  myself  have  actually  wit- 
nessed.   I  caught  myself  but  yesterday  describing  to 

Lord  M the  riding  of  the  last  Scottish  Parliament, 

with  as  much  minuteness  as  if  I  had  seen  it,  as  my 
mother  did,  from  the  balcony  in  front  of  Lord  Moray's 
lodging  in  the  Canongate.' 

*I  am  sure  you  must  have  given  Lord  M a  high 

treat.' 

'I  treated  him  to  a  hearty  laugh,  I  believe,'  she  re- 
plied; 'but  it  is  you,  you  vile  seducer  of  youth,  who  lead 
me  into  such  follies.  But  I  will  be  on  my  guard  against 
my  own  weakness.  I  do  not  well  know  if  the  Wandering 
Jew  is  supposed  to  have  a  wife,  but  I  should  be  sorry  a 
decent  middle-aged  Scottish  gentlewoman  should  be 
suspected  of  identity  with  such  a  supernatural  person.' 

'  For  all  that,  I  must  torture  you  a  little  more,  ma  belle 
cousine,  with  my  interrogatories;  for  how  shall  I  ever 
turn  author  imless  on  the  strength  of  the  information 
which  you  have  so  often  procured  me  on  the  ancient 
state  of  manners? ' 

'  Stay,  I  cannot  allow  you  to  give  your  points  of  in- 
quiry a  name  so  very  venerable,  if  I  am  expected  to 
answer  them.  Ancient  is  a  term  for  antediluvians.  You 
may  catechise  me  about  the  battle  of  Flodden  or  ask 
particulars  about  Bruce  and  Wallace,  under  pretext  of 
curiosity  after  ancient  manners;  and  that  last  subject 
would  wake  my  Baliol  blood,  you  know.' 

'Well,  but,  Mrs.  Baliol,  suppose  we  settle  our  era. 
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You  do  not  call  the  accession  of  James  the  Sixth  to  the 
kingdom  of  Britain  very  ancient? ' 

'Umph!  no,  cousin.  I  think  I  could  tell  you  more  of 
that  than  folk  nowadays  remember;  for  instance,  that, 
as  James  was  trooping  towards  England,  bag  and  bag- 
gage, his  journey  was  stopped  near  Cockenzie  by  meeting 
the  funeral  of  the  Earl  of  Winton,  the  old  and  faithful 
servant  and  follower  of  his  ill-fated  mother,  poor  Mary. 
It  was  an  ill  omen  for  the  "infare,"  and  so  was  seen  of  it, 
cousin.'  ^ 

I  did  not  choose  to  prosecute  this  subject,  well  know- 
ing Mrs.  Bethune  Baliol  did  not  like  to  be  much  pressed 
on  the  subject  of  the  Stuarts,  whose  misfortimes  she 
pitied,  the  rather  that  her  father  had  espoused  their  cause. 
And  yet  her  attachment  to  the  present  dynasty  being 
very  sincere,  and  even  ardent,  more  especially  as  her 
family  had  served  his  late  Majesty  both  in  peace  and 
war,  she  experienced  a  little  embarrassment  in  recon- 
ciling her  opinions  respecting  the  exiled  family  with  those 
she  entertained  for  the  present.  In  fact,  like  many  an  old 
Jacobite,  she  was  contented  to  be  somewhat  inconsistent 
on  the'subject,  comforting  herself  that  now  everything 
stood  as  it  ought  to  do,  and  that  there  was  no  use  in 
looking  back  narrowly  on  the  right  or  wrong  of  the 
matter  half  a  century  ago. 

'The  Highlands,'  I  suggested,  'could  furnish  you  with 
ample  subjects  of  recollection.  You  have  witnessed  the 
complete  change  of  that  primeval  country,  and  have 
seen  a  race  not  far  removed  from  the  earliest  period  of 
society  melted  down  into  the  great  mass  of  civilisation; 
and  that  could  not  happen  without  incidents  striking  in 
'  See  Note  27. 
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themselves,  and  curious  as  chapters  in  the  history  of  the 
human  race.' 

'It  is  very  true/  said  Mrs.  Baliol;  'one  would  think  it 
should  have  struck  the  observers  greatly,  and  yet  it 
scarcely  did  so.  For  me,  I  was  no  Highlander  myself, 
and  the  Highland  chiefs  of  old,  of  whom  I  certainly  knew 
several,  had  little  in  their  manners  to  distinguish  them 
from  the  Lowland  gentry  when  they  mixed  in  society  in 
Edinburgh,  and  assumed  the  Lowland  dress.  Their  pe- 
culiar character  was  for  the  clansmen  at  home;  and  you 
must  not  imagine  that  they  swaggered  about  in  plaids 
and  broadswords  at  the  Cross,  or  came  to  the  Assembly 
Rooms  in  bonnets  and  kilts.' 

'I  remember,'  said  I,  'that  Swift,  in  his  "Journal," 
tells  Stella  he  had  dined  in  the  house  of  a  Scots  noble- 
man, with  two  Highland  chiefs,  whom  he  had  found  as 
well-bred  men  as  he  had  ever  met  with.'  ^ 

'  Very  likely,'  said  my  friend.  '  The  extremes  of  society 
approach  much  more  closely  to  each  other  than  per- 
haps the  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's  expected.  The  savage  is 
always  to  a  certain  degree  polite.  Besides,  going  always 
armed,  and  having  a  very  pimctilious  idea  of  their  own 
gentility  and  consequence,  they  us\ially  behaved  to  each 
other  and  to  the  Lowlanders  with  a  good  deal  of  formal 
politeness,  which  sometimes  even  procured  them  the 
character  of  insincerity.' 

'Falsehood  belongs  to  an  early  period  of  society,  as 
well  as  the  deferential  forms  which  we  style  politeness,'  I 
replied.  'A  child  does  not  see  the  least  moral  beauty  in 

'  Extract  of  Journal  to  Stella. — 'I  dined  to-day  (12th  March 
1 71 2)  with  Lord  Treasurer  and  two  gentlemen  of  the  Highlands  of  Scot- 
land, yet  very  polite  men.'  —  Swift's  Works,  vol.  ni,  p.  7,  Edin.  1824. 
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truth  iintil  he  has  been  flogged  half  a  dozen  times.  It  is 
so  easy,  and  apparently  so  natural,  to  deny  what  you 
cannot  be  easily  convicted  of,  that  a  savage  as  well  as  a 
child  lies  to  excuse  himself,  ahnost  as  instinctively  as  he 
raises  his  hand  to  protect  his  head.  The  old  saying, 
"confess  and  be  hanged,"  carries  much  argument  in  it. 
I  observed  a  remark  the  other  day  in  old  Birrell.  He 
mentions  that  M'Gregor  of  Glenstrae  and  some  of  his 
people  had  surrendered  themselves  to  one  of  the  Earls 
of  Argyle,  upon  the  express  condition  that  they  should 
be  conveyed  safe  into  England.  The  MacAUan  Mhor  of 
the  day  kept  the  word  of  promise,  but  it  was  only  to  the 
ear.  He  indeed  sent  his  captives  to  Berwick,  where  they 
had  an  airing  on  the  other  side  of  the  Tweed,  but  it  was 
under  the  custody  of  a  strong  guard,  by  whom  they  were 
brought  back  to  Edinburgh  and  delivered  to  the  execu- 
tioner. This  Birrell  caUs  keeping  a  Highlandman's 
promise.'  ^ 

'Well,'  replied  Mrs.  Baliol,  'I  might  add,  that  many 
of  the  Highland  chiefs  whom  I  knew  in  former  days  had 
been  brought  up  in  France,  which  might  improve  their 
politeness,  though  perhaps  it  did  not  amend  their  sin- 
cerity. But,  considering  that,  belonging  to  the  de- 
pressed and  defeated  faction  in  the  state,  they  were 
compelled  sometimes  to  use  dissimulation,  you  must  set 
their  imiform  fidelity  to  their  friends  against  their  occa- 
sional falsehood  to  their  enemies,  and  then  you  will  not 
judge  poor  John  Highlandman  too  severely.  They  were 
in  a  state  of  society  where  bright  lights  are  strongly  con- 
trasted with  deep  shadows.' 

'  It  is  to  that  point  I  would  bring  you,  ma  belle  cousine, 

»  See  Note  28. 
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and  therefore  they  are  most  proper  subjects  for  compo- 
sition.' 

'And  you  want  to  turn  composer,  my  good  friend,  and 
set  my  old  tales  to  some  popular  tune?  But  there  have 
been  too  many  composers,  if  that  be  the  word,  in  the 
field  before.  The  Highlands  were  indeed  a  rich  mine;  but 
they  have,  I  think,  been  fairly  wrought  out,  as  a  good 
tune  is  grinded  into  vulgarity  when  it  descends  to  the 
hurdy-gurdy  and  the  barrel-organ.' 

'If  it  be  really  tune,'  I  replied,  'it  will  recover  its 
better  qualities  when  it  gets  into  the  hands  of  better 
artists.' 

'Umph!'  said  Mrs.  Baliol,  tapping  her  box,  'we  are 
happy  in  our  own  good  opinion  this  evening,  Mr. 
Crof tangry.  And  so  you  think  you  can  restore  the  gloss 
to  the  tartan,  which  it  has  lost  by  being  dragged  through 
so  many  fingers? ' 

'With  your  assistance  to  procure  materials,  my  dear 
lady,  much,  I  think,  may  be  done.' 

'Well,  I  must  do  my  best,  I  suppose;  though  all  I 
know  about  the  Gael  is  but  of  Uttle  consequence.  In- 
deed, I  gathered  it  chiefly  from  Donald  MacLeish.' 

'And  who  might  Donald  MacLeish  be?' 

'Neither  bard  nor  seannachie,  I  assure  you,  nor  monk 
nor  hermit,  the  approved  authorities  for  old  traditions. 
Donald  was  as  good  a  postilion  as  ever  drove  a  chaise 
and  pair  between  Glencroe  and  Inverary.  I  assure  you, 
when  I  give  you  my  Highland  anecdotes,  you  will  hear 
much  of  Donald  MacLeish.  He  was  Alice  Lambskin's 
beau  and  mine  through  a  long  Highland  tour.' 

'But  when  am  I  to  possess  these  anecdotes?  You 
answer  me  as  Harley  did  poor  Prior  — 
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Let  that  be  done  which  Mat  doth  say. 
"Yea,"  quoth  the  earl,  "but  not  to-day.'" 

'Well,  mon  beau  cousin,  if  you  begin  to  remind  me  of 
my  cruelty,  I  must  remind  you  it  has  struck  nine  on  the 
Abbey  clock,  and  it  is  time  you  were  going  home  to 
Little  Croftangry.  For  my  promise  to  assist  your  an- 
tiquarian researches,  be  assured  I  will  one  day  keep  it  to 
the  utmost  extent.  It  shall  not  be  a  Highlandman's 
promise,  as  your  old  citizen  calls  it.' 

I  by  this  time  suspected  the  purpose  of  my  friend's 
procrastination;  and  it  saddened  my  heart  to  reflect  that 
I  was  not  to  get  the  information  which  I  desired,  ex- 
cepting in  the  shape  of  a  legacy.  I  foimd,  accordingly,  in 
the  packet  transmitted  to  me  after  the  excellent  lady's 
death,  several  anecdotes  respecting  the  Highlands,  from 
which  I  have  selected  that  which  follows,  chiefly  on  ac- 
count of  its  possessing  great  power  over  the  feelings  of 
my  critical  housekeeper,  Janet  M'Evoy,  who  wept  most 
bitterly  when  I  read  it  to  her.  It  is,  however,  but  a  very 
simple  tale,  and  may  have  no  interest  for  persons  beyond 
Janet's  rank  of  life  or  understanding. 
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CHAPTER  I 


It  wound  as  near  as  near  could  be, 
But  what  it  is  she  cannot  tell; 
On  the  other  side  it  seemed  to  be 
Of  the  huge  broad-breasted  old  oak-tree. 

Coleridge. 


Mrs.  Bethune  Baliol's  memorandum  begins  thus :  — 
It  is  five-and-thirty,  or  perhaps  nearer  forty,  years 
ago,  since,  to  relieve  the  dejection  of  spirits  occasioned 
by  a  great  family  loss  sustained  two  or  three  months 
before,  I  imdertook  what  was  called  the  short  Highland 
tour.  This  had  become  in  some  degree  fashionable;  but 
though  the  military  roads  were  excellent,  yet  the  ac- 
commodation was  so  indifferent,  that  it  was  reckoned  a 
little  adventure  to  accomplish  it.  Besides,  the  High- 
lands, though  now  as  peaceable  as  any  part  of  King 
George's  dominions,  was  a  sound  which  still  carried 
terror,  while  so  many  survived  who  had  witnessed  the 
insurrection  of  1745;  and  a  vague  idea  of  fear  was  im- 
pressed on  many,  as  they  looked  from  the  towers  of 
Stirling  northward  to  the  huge  chain  of  mountains, 
which  rises  like  a  dusky  rampart  to  conceal  in  its  recesses 
a  people  whose  dress,  manners,  and  language  differed 
still  very  much  from  those  of  their  Lowland  country- 
men. For  my  part,  I  come  of  a  race  not  greatly  subject 
to  apprehensions  arising  from  imagination  only.  I  had 
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some  Highland  relatives,  knew  several  of  their  families 
of  distinction;  and,  though  only  having  the  company  of 
my  bower-maiden,  Mrs.  Alice  Lambskin,  I  went  on  my 
journey  fearless. 

But  then  I  had  a  guide  and  cicerone  almost  equal  to 
Greatheart  in  the  'Pilgrim's  Progress,'  in  no  less  a  per- 
son than  Donald  MacLeish,  the  postilion  whom  I  hired 
at  Stirling,  with  a  pair  of  able-bodied  horses,  as  steady  as 
Donald  himself,  to  drag  my  carriage,  my  duenna,  and 
myself,  wheresoever  it  was  my  pleasure  to  go. 

Donald  MacLeish  was  one  of  a  race  of  post-boys 
whom,  I  suppose,  mail-coaches  and  steam-boats  have 
put  out  of  fashion.  They  were  to  be  fo;md  chiefly  at 
Perth,  Stirling,  or  Glasgow,  where  they  and  their 
horses  were  usually  hired  by  travellers,  or  tourists,  to 
accomplish  such  journeys  of  business  or  pleasure  as  they 
might  have  to  perform  in  the  land  of  the  Gael.  This 
class  of  persons  approached  to  the  character  of  what  is 
called  abroad  a  conducteur;  or  might  be  compared  to  the 
sailing-master  on  board  a  British  ship  of  war,  who  fol- 
lows out  after  his  own  manner  the  course  which  the  cap- 
tain commands  him  to  observe.  You  explained  to  your 
postilion  the  length  of  your  tour,  and  the  objects  you 
were  desirous  it  should  embrace;  and  you  found  him 
perfectly  competent  to  fix  the  places  of  rest  or  refresh- 
ment, with  due  attention  that  those  should  be  chosen 
with  reference  to  your  convenience,  and  to  any  points  of 
interest  which  you  might  desire  to  visit. 

The  qualifications  of  such  a  person  were  necessarily 
much  superior  to  those  of  the  'first  ready,'  who  gallops 
thrice  a  day  over  the  same  ten  miles.  Donald  MacLeish, 
besides  being  quite  alert  at  repairing  all  ordinary  acci- 
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dents  to  his  horses  and  carriage,  and  in  making  shift  to 
support  them,  where  forage  was  scarce,  with  such  sub- 
stitutes as  bannocks  and  cakes,  was  likewise  a  man  of  in- 
tellectual resources.  He  had  acquired  a  general  know- 
ledge of  the  traditional  stories  of  the  country  which  he 
had  traversed  so  often;  and,  if  encouraged  (for  Donald 
was  a  man  of  the  most  decorous  reserve),  he  would  will- 
ingly point  out  to  you  the  site  of  the  principal  clan- 
battles,  and  recount  the  most  remarkable  legends  by 
which  the  road,  and  the  objects  which  occurred  in  travel- 
ling it,  had  been  distinguished.  There  was  some  original- 
ity in  the  man's  habits  of  thinking  and  expressing  him- 
self, his  turn  for  legendary  lore  strangely  contrasting 
with  a  portion  of  the  knowing  shrewdness  belonging  to 
his  actual  occupation,  which  made  his  conversation 
amuse  the  way  well  enough. 

Add  to  this,  Donald  knew  all  his  peculiar  duties  in  the 
country  which  he  traversed  so  frequently.  He  could 
tell,  to  a  day,  when  they  would  be  'killing  lamb'  at 
T3mdrum  or  Glenuilt,  so  that  the  stranger  would  have 
some  chance  of  being  fed  like  a  Christian;  and  knew  to  a 
mile  the  last  village  where  it  was  possible  to  procure  a 
wheaten  loaf,  for  the  guidance  of  those  who  were  Kttle 
familiar  with  the  Land  of  Cakes.  He  was  acquainted 
with  the  road  every  mile,  and  could  tell  to  an  inch 
which  side  of  a  Highland  bridge  was  passable,  which 
decidedly  dangerous.^  In  short,  Donald  MacLeish  was 
not  only  our  faithful  attendant  and  steady  servant,  but 
our  humble  and  obliging  friend;  and  though  I  have 
known  the  half-classical  cicerone  of  Italy,  the  talkative 
French  valet-de-place,  and  even  the  muleteer  of  Spain, 
'  See  Note  29. 
335 


WAVERLEY  NOVELS 

who  piques  himself  on  being  a  maize-eater,  and  whose 
honour  is  not  to  be  questioned  without  danger,  I  do 
not  think  I  have  ever  had  so  sensible  and  intelligent 
a  guide. 

Oiur  motions  were,  of  course,  xmder  Donald's  direction; 
and  it  frequently  happened,  when  the  weather  was  se- 
rene, that  we  preferred  halting  to  rest  his  horses  even 
where  there  was  no  established  stage,  and  taking  our 
refreshment  under  a  crag,  from  which  leaped  a  water- 
fall, or  beside  the  verge  of  a  fountain,  enamelled  with 
verdant  turf  and  wild-flowers.  Donald  had  an  eye  for 
such  spots,  and  though  he  had,  I  dare  say,  never  read 
'Gil  Bias'  or  'Don  Quixote,'  yet  he  chose  such  halting- 
places  as  Le  Sage  or  Cervantes  would  have  described. 
Very  often,  as  he  observed  the  pleasure  I  took  in  con- 
versing with  the  country  people,  he  would  manage  to  fix 
our  place  of  rest  near  a  cottage  where  there  was  some 
old  Gael  whose  broadsword  had  blazed  at  Falkirk  or 
Preston,  and  who  seemed  the  frail  yet  faithful  record  of 
times  which  had  passed  away.  Or  he  would  contrive  to 
quarter  us,  as  far  as  a  cup  of  tea  went,  upon  the  hospi- 
tality of  some  parish  minister  of  worth  and  intelligence, 
or  some  country  family  of  the  better  class,  who  mingled 
with  the  wild  simplicity  of  their  original  manners,  and 
their  ready  and  hospitable  welcome,  a  sort  of  courtesy 
belonging  to  a  people  the  lowest  of  whom  are  accustomed 
to  consider  themselves  as  being,  according  to  the  Span- 
ish phrase,  'as  good  gentlemen  as  the  king,  only  not 
quite  so  rich.' 

To  all  such  persons  Donald  MacLeish  was  well  known, 
and  his  introduction  passed  as  current  as  if  we  had 
brought  letters  from  some  high  chief  of  the  country. 
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Sometimes  it  happened  that  the  Highland  hospital- 
ity, which  welcomed  us  with  all  the  variety  of  mountain 
fare,  preparations  of  milk  and  eggs,  and  girdle-cakes  of 
various  kinds,  as  well  as  more  substantial  dainties,  ac- 
cording to  the  inhabitant's  means  of  regaling  the  pas- 
senger, descended  rather  too  exuberantly  on  Donald 
MacLeish  in  the  shape  of  mountain  dew.  Poor  Donald! 
he  was  on  such  occasions  like  Gideon's  fleece,  moist 
with  the  noble  element,  which,  of  course,  fell  not  on  us. 
But  it  was  his  only  fault,  and  when  pressed  to  drink 
doch-an-dorroch  to  my  ladyship's  good  health,  it  would 
have  been  ill  taken  to  have  refused  the  pledge,  nor  was 
he  willing  to  do  such  discourtesy.  It  was,  I  repeat,  his 
only  fault,  nor  had  we  any  great  right  to  complain;  for 
if  it  rendered  him  a  little  more  talkative,  it  augmented 
his  ordinary  share  of  punctilious  civility,  and  he  only 
drove  slower,  and  talked  longer  and  more  pompously, 
than  when  he  had  not  come  by  a  drop  of  usquebaugh. 
It  was,  we  remarked,  only  on  such  occasions  that  Don- 
ald talked  with  an  air  of  importance  of  the  family  of  Mac- 
Leish; and  we  had  no  title  to  be  scruptilous  in  censuring 
a  foible  the  consequences  of  which  were  confined  within 
such  innocent  limits. 

We  became  so  much  accustomed  to  Donald's  mode  of 
managing  us,  that  we  observed  with  some  interest  the 
art  which  he  used  to  produce  a  little  agreeable  surprise, 
by  concealing  from  us  the  spot  where  he  proposed  our 
halt  to  be  made,  when  it  was  of  an  imusual  and  interest- 
ing character.  This  was  so  much  his  wont,  that,  when 
he  made  apologies  at  setting  off,  for  being  obliged  to 
stop  in  some  strange,  solitary  place  till  the  horses  should 
eat  the  corn  which  he  brought  on  with  them  for  that 
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purpose,  our  imagination  used  to  be  on  the  stretch  to 
guess  what  romantic  retreat  he  had  secretly  fixed  upon 
for  our  noontide  baiting-place. 

We  had  spent  the  greater  part  of  the  morning  at  the 
delightful  village  of  Dalmally,  and  had  gone  upon  the 
lake  imder  the  guidance  of  the  excellent  clergyman  who 
was  then  incumbent  at  Glenorquhy,'  and  had  heard  an 
himdred  legends  of  the  stern  chiefs  of  Loch  Awe,  Dun- 
can with  the  thrum  bonnet,  and  the  other  lords  of  the 
now  mouldering  towers  of  Kilchurn."  Thus  it  was  later 
than  usual  when  we  set  out  on  our  Journey,  after  a  hint 
or  two  from  Donald  concerning  the  length  of  the  way 
to  the  next  stage,  as  there  was  no  good  halting-place 
between  Dalmally  and  Oban. 

Having  bid  adieu  to  our  venerable  and  kind  cicerone, 
we  proceeded  on  our  tour,  winding  round  the  tremen- 
dous mountain  called  Cruachan  Ben,  which  rushes  down 
in  all  its  majesty  of  rocks  and  wilderness  on  the  lake, 
leaving  only  a  pass,  in  which,  notwithstanding  its  ex- 
treme strength,  the  warlike  clan  of  MacDougal  of  Lorn 
were  almost  destroyed  by  the  sagacious  Robert  Bruce. 
That  king,  the  Wellington  of  his  day,  had  accomplished 
by  a  forced  march,  the  unexpected  manoeuvre  of  forcing 
a  body  of  troops  roimd  the  other  side  of  the  mountain, 
and  thus  placed  them  in  the  flank  and  in  the  rear  of  the 
men  of  Lorn,  whom  at  the  same  time  he  attacked  in 
front.  The  great  number  of  cairns  yet  visible,  as  you 
descend  the  pass  on  the  westward  side,  shows  the  extent 
of  the  vengeance  which  Bruce  exhausted  on  his  invete- 
rate and  personal  enemies.  I  am,  you  know,  the  sister 

'  This  venerable  and  hospitable  gentleman's  name  was  Maclntyre. 
'  See  Note  30. 
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of  soldiers,  and  it  has  since  struck  me  forcibly  that  the 
manoeuvre  which  Donald  described  resembled  those  of 
Wellington  or  of  Bonaparte.  He  was  a  great  man  Robert 
Bruce,  even  a  Baliol  must  admit  that;  although  it  be- 
gins now  to  be  allowed  that  his  title  to  the  crown  was 
scarce  so  good  as  that  of  the  unfortunate  family  with 
whom  he  contended.  But  let  that  pass.  The  slaughter 
had  been  the  greater,  as  the  deep  and  rapid  river  Awe 
is  disgorged  from  the  lake,  just  in  the  rear  of  the  fugi- 
tives, and  encircles  the  base  of  the  tremendous  mountain; 
so  that  the  retreat  of  the  unfortunate  fliers  was  inter- 
cepted on  all  sides  by  the  inaccessible  character  of  the 
country,  which  had  seemed  to  promise  them  defence  and 
protection.^ 

Musing,  like  the  Irish  lady  in  the  song,  'upon  things 
which  are  long  enough  a-gone,'  ^  we  felt  no  impatience 
at  the  slow,  and  almost  creeping,  pace  with  which  our 
conductor  proceeded  along  General  Wade's  military 
road,  which  never  or  rarely  condescends  to  turn  aside 
from  the  steepest  ascent,  but  proceeds  right  up  and  down 
hill,  with  the  indifference  to  height  and  hollow,  steep  or 
level,  mdicated  by  the  old  Roman  engineers.  Still,  how- 
ever, the  substantial  excellence  of  these  great  works  — 
for  such  are  the  military  highways  in  the  Highlands  — 
deserved  the  compliment  of  the  poet,  who,  whether  he 
came  from  our  sister  kingdom,  and  spoke  in  his  own 
dialect,  or  whether  he  supposed  those  whom  he  ad- 
dressed might  have  some  national  pretension  to  the 
second  sight,  produced  the  celebrated  couplet  — 

1  See  Note  31.  ..,„,,.,  ^  1       j  i. 

*  This  is  a  line  from  a  very  pathetic  ballad  which  I  heard  sung  by  one 
of  the  young  ladies  of  Edgeworthstown  in  1825.  I  do  not  know  that  it 
has  been  printed. 
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Had  you  but  seen  these  roads  before  they  were  made, 
You  would  hold  up  your  hands,  and  bless  General  Wade. 

Nothing  indeed  can  be  more  wonderful  than  to  see  these 
wildernesses  penetrated  and  pervious  in  every  quarter 
by  broad  accesses  of  the  best  possible  construction,  and 
so  superior  to  what  the  country  could  have  demanded 
for  many  centuries  for  any  pacific  purpose  of  commercial 
intercourse.  Thus  the  traces  of  war  are  sometimes  hap- 
pily accommodated  to  the  purposes  of  peace.  The  vic- 
tories of  Bonaparte  have  been  without  results;  but  his 
road  over]  the  Simplon  will  long  be  the  communication 
betwixt  peaceful  coimtries,  who  will  apply  to  the  ends  of 
commerce  and  friendly  intercourse  that  gigantic  work 
which  was  formed  for  the  ambitious  purpose  of  warlike 
invasion. 

While  we  were  thus  stealing  along,  we  gradually 
turned  round  the  shoulder  of  Ben  Cruachan,  and  de- 
scending the  course  of  the  foaming  and  rapid  Awe,  left 
behind  us  the  expanse  of  the  majestic  lake  which  gives 
birth  to  that  impetuous  river.  The  rocks  and  precipices 
which  stooped  down  perpendicularly  on  our  path  on  the 
right  hand  exhibited  a  few  remains  of  the  wood  which 
once  clothed  them,  but  which  had,  in  latter  times,  been 
felled  to  supply,  Donald  MacLeish  informed  us,  the  iron- 
founderies  at  the  Bunawe.  This  made  us  fix  our  eyes 
with  interest  on  one  large  oak,  which  grew  on  the  left 
hand  towards  the  river.  It  seemed  a  tree  of  extraordi- 
nary magnitude  and  picturesque  beauty  and  stood  just 
where  there  appeared  to  be  a  few  roods  of  open  groxmd 
lying  among  huge  stones,  which  had  rolled  down  from 
the  mountain.  To  add  to  the  romance  of  the  situation, 
the  spot  of  clear  groimd  extended  round  the  foot  of  a 

340 


THE  HIGHLAND  WIDOW 

proud-browed  rock,  from  the  summit  of  which  leaped 
a  mountain  stream  in  a  fall  of  sixty  feet,  in  which  it  was 
dissolved  into  foam  and  dew.  At  the  bottom  of  the  fall 
the  rivulet  with  difl&culty  collected,  hke  a  routed  general, 
its  dispersed  forces,  and,  as  if  tamed  by  its  descent,  f otmd 
a  noiseless  passage  through  the  heath  to  join  the  Awe. 

I  was  much  struck  with  the  tree  and  waterfall,  and 
wished  myself  nearer  them;  not  that  I  thought  of  sketch- 
book or  portfolio  —  for,  in  my  younger  days,  misses 
were  not  accustomed  to  black-lead  pencils,  unless  they 
could  use  them  to  some  good  purpose  —  but  merely  to 
indvdge  myself  with  a  closer  view.  Donald  immediately 
opened  the  chaise  door,  but  observed  it  was  rough  walk- 
ing down  the  brae,  and  that  I  would  see  the  tree  better 
by  keeping  the  road  for  a  hundred  yards  farther,  when  it 
passed  closer  to  the  spot,  for  which  he  seemed,  however, 
to  have  no  predilections.  'He  knew,'  he  said,  'a  far 
bigger  tree  than  that  nearer  Bunawe,  and  it  was  a  place 
where  there  was  flat  ground  for  the  carriage  to  stand, 
which  it  could  jimply  do  on  these  braes;  but  just  as  my 
leddyship  hked.' 

My  ladyship  did  choose  rather  to  look  at  the  fine  tree 
before  me  than  to  pass  it  by  in  hopes  of  a  finer;  so  we 
walked  beside  the  carriage  till  we  should  come  to  a 
pomt  from  which,  Donald  assured  us,  we  might,  without 
scrambling,  go  as  near  the  tree  as  we  chose,  'though  he 
wadna  advise  us  to  go  nearer  than  the  highroad.' 

There  was  something  grave  and  mysterious  in  Donald's 
sun-browned  countenance  when  he  gave  us  this  intima- 
tion, and  his  manner  was  so  different  from  his  usual 
frankness,  that  my  female  curiosity  was  set  in  motion. 
We  walked  on  the  whilst,  and  I  found  the  tree,  of  which 
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we  had  now  lost  sight  by  the  intervention  of  some  rising 
ground,  was  really  more  distant  than  I  had  at  first  sup- 
posed. 'I  could  have  sworn  now,'  said  I  to  my  cicerone, 
'  that  yon  tree  and  waterfall  was  the  very  place  where  you 
intended  to  make  a  stop  to-day.' 

'The  Lord  forbid!'  said  Donald,  hastily. 

'And  for  what,  Donald?  why  should  you  be  willing  to 
pass  so  pleasant  a  spot? ' 

'  It 's  ower  near  Dalmally,  my  leddy,  to  corn  the  beasts : 
it  would  bring  their  dinner  ower  near  their  breakfast, 
poor  things;  an'  besides  the  place  is  not  caimy.' 

*0h!  then  the.mystery  is  out.  There  is  a  bogle  or  a 
brownie,  a  witch  or  a  gyre-carlin,  a  bodach  or  a  fairy  in 
the  case?' 

'The  ne'er  a  bit,  my  leddy:  ye  are  clean  aff  the  road, 
as  I  may  say.  But  if  yovu:  leddyship  will  just  hae  pa- 
tience, and  wait  till  we  are  by  the  place  and  out  of  the 
glen,  I'll  tell  ye  all  about  it.  There  is  no  much  luck  in 
speaking  of  such  things  in  the  place  they  chanced  in.' 

I  was  obliged  to  suspend  my  curiosity,  observing, 
that  if  I  persisted  in  twisting  the  discourse  one  way  while 
Donald  was  twining  it  another,  I  should  make  his  objec- 
tion, like  a  hempen  cord,  just  so  much  the  tougher.  At 
length  the  promised  turn  of  the  road  brought  us  within 
fifty  paces  of  the  tree  which  I  desired  to  admire,  and  I 
now  saw  to  my  surprise  that  there  was  a  human  hab- 
itation among  the  cliffs  which  surrounded  it.  It  was  a 
hut  of  the  least  dimensions,  and  most  miserable  de- 
scription, that  I  ever  saw  even  in  the  Highlands.  The 
walls  of  sod,  or  'divot,'  as  the  Scotch  call  it,  were  not 
four  feet  high;  the  roof  was  of  turf,  repaired  with  reeds 
and  sedges;  the  chimney  was  composed  of  clay,  bound 
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round  by  straw  ropes;  and  the  whole  walls,  roof,  and 
chimney  were  alike  covered  with  the  vegetation  of  house- 
leek,  rye-grass,  and  moss,  common  to  decayed  cottages 
formed  of  such  materials.  There  was  not  the  slightest 
vestige  of  a  kale-yard,  the  usual  accompaniment  of  the 
very  worst  huts;  and  of  living  things  we  saw  nothing, 
save  a  kid  which  was  browsing  on  the  roof  of  the  hut, 
and  a  goat,  its  mother,  at  some  distance,  feeding  betwixt 
the  oak  and  the  river  Awe. 

'What  man,'  I  could  not  help  exclaiming,  'can  have 
committed  sin  deep  enough  to  deserve  such  a  miserable 
dwelling!' 

'Sin  enough,'  said  Donald  MacLeish,  with  a  half-sup- 
pressed groan ; '  and  God  He  knoweth,  misery  enough  too ; 
and  it  is  no  man's  dwelling  neither,  but  a  woman's.' 

'A  woman's!'  I  repeated,  'and  in  so  lonely  a  place. 
What  sort  of  a  woman  can  she  be?' 

'Come  this  way,  my  leddy,  and  you  may  judge  that 
for  yourself,'  said  Donald.  And  by  advancing  a  few 
steps,  and  making  a  sharp  turn  to  the  left,  we  gained 
a  sight  of  the  side  of  the  great  broad-breasted  oak,  in  the 
direction  opposed  to  that  in  which  we  had  hitherto 
seen  it. 

'If  she  keeps  her  old  wont,  she  will  be  there  at  this 
hour  of  the  day,'  said  Donald;  but  immediately  became 
silent,  and  pointed  with  his  finger,  as  one  afraid  of  being 
overheard.  I  looked,  and  beheld,  not  without  some  sense 
of  awe,  a  female  form  seated  by  the  stem  of  the  oak,  with 
her  head  drooping,  her  hands  clasped,  and  a  dark-coloured 
mantle  drawn  over  her  head,  exactly  as  Judah  is  repre- 
sented in  the  Syrian  medals  as  seated  under  her  palm- 
tree.   I  was  infected  with  the  fear  and  reverence  which 

343 


WAVERLEY  NOVELS 

my  guide  seemed  to  entertain  towards  this  solitary  being, 
nor  did  I  think  of  advancing  towards  her  to  obtain  a 
nearer  view  vmtil  I  had  cast  an  inquiring  look  on  Donald; 
to  which  he  replied  in  a  half -whisper  —  '  She  has  been 
a  fearfu'  bad  woman,  my  leddy.' 

'Mad  woman,  said  you,'  replied  I,  hearing  him  imper- 
fectly; 'then  she  is  perhaps  dangerous?' 

'No,  she  is  not  mad,'  replied  Donald;  'for  then  it  may 
be  she  would  be  happier  than  she  is;  though  when  she 
thinks  on  what  she  has  done,  and  caused  to  be  done, 
rather  than  jdeld  up  a  hair-breadth  of  her  ain  wicked  will, 
it  is  not  likely  she  can  be  very  well  settled.  But  she 
neither  is  mad  nor  mischievous;  and  yet,  my  leddy,  I 
think  you  had  best  not  go  nearer  to  her.'  And  then,  in  a 
few  hurried  words,  he  made  me  acquainted  with  the 
story  which  I  am  now  to  tell  more  in  detail.  I  heard  the 
narrative  with  a  mixture  of  horror  and  sjmipathy,  which 
at  once  impelled  me  to  approach  the  sufferer,  and  speak 
to  her  the  words  of  comfort,  or  rather  of  pity,  and  at  the 
same  time  made  me  afraid  to  do  so. 

This  indeed  was  the  feeling  with  which  she  was  re- 
garded by  the  Highlanders  in  the  neighbourhood,  who 
looked  upon  Elspat  MacTavish,  or  the  Woman  of  the 
Tree,  as  they  called  her,  as  the  Greeks  considered  those 
who  were  pursued  by  the  Furies,  and  endured  the  men- 
tal torment  consequent  on  great  criminal  actions.  They 
regarded  such  unhappy  beings  as  Orestes  and  (Edipus 
as  being  the  less  volvmtary  perpetrators  of  their  crimes 
than  as  the  passive  instruments  by  which  the  terrible 
decrees  of  Destiny  had  been  accomplished;  and  the  fear 
with  which  they  beheld  them  was  not  unmingled  with 
veneration. 
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I  also  learned  further  from  Donald  MacLeish,  that 
there  was  some  apprehension  of  ill  luck  attending  those 
who  had  the  boldness  to  approach  too  near,  or  disturb 
the  awful  solitude  of  a  being  so  unutterably  miserable: 
that  it  was  supposed  that  whosoever  approached  her 
must  experience  m  some  respect  the  contagion  of  her 
wretchedness. 

It  was  therefore  with  some  reluctance  that  Donald 
saw  me  prepare  to  obtain  a  nearer  view  of  the  sufferer, 
and  that  he  himself  followed  to  assist  me  in  the  descent 
down  a  very  rough  path.  I  believe  his  regard  for  me 
conquered  some  ominous  feelings  in  his  own  breast, 
which  connected  his  duty  on  this  occasion  with  the  pres- 
aging fear  of  lame  horses,  lost  linch-pins,  overturns,  and 
other  perilous  chances  of  the  postilion's  hfe. 

I  am  not  sure  if  my  own  courage  would  have  carried 
me  so  close  to  Elspat,  had  he  not  followed.  There  was  in 
her  countenance  the  stern  abstraction  of  hopeless  and 
overpowering  sorrow,  mixed  with  the  contending  feelings 
of  remorse,  and  of  the  pride  which  struggled  to  conceal 
it.  She  guessed,  perhaps,  that  it  was  curiosity,  arising 
out  of  her  imcommon  story,  which  induced  me  to  intrude 
on  her  solitude;  and  she  could  not  be  pleased  that  a  fate 
like  hers  had  been  the  theme  of  a  traveller's  amusement. 
Yet  the  look  with  which  she  regarded  me  was  one  of 
scorn  instead  of  embarrassment.  The  opinion  of  the 
world  and  all  its  children  could  not  add  or  take  an  iota 
from  her  load  of  misery;  and,  save  from  the  half-smile 
that  seemed  to  intimate  the  contempt  of  a  being  rapt 
by  the  very  intensity  of  her  affliction  above  the  sphere 
of  ordinary  humanities,  she  seemed  as  indifferent  to  my 
gaze  as  if  she  had  been  a  dead  corpse  or  a  marble  statue. 
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Elspat  was  above  the  middle  stature;  her  hair,  now 
grizzled,  was  still  profuse,  and  it  had  been  of  the  most 
decided  black.  So  were  her  eyes,  in  which,  contradict- 
ing the  stern  and  rigid  features  of  her  countenance, 
there  shone  the  wild  and  troubled  light  that  indicates 
an  unsettled  mind.  Her  hair  was  wrapt  roxmd  a  sil- 
ver bodkin  with  some  attention  to  neatness,  and  her 
dark  mantle  was  disposed  aroimd  her  with  a  degree  of 
taste,  though  the  materials  were  of  the  most  ordinary 
sort. 

After  gazing  on  this  victim  of  guilt  and  calamity  till  I 
was  ashamed  to  remain  silent,  though  uncertain  how  I 
ought  to  address  her,  I  began  to  express  my  surprise  at 
her  choosing  such  a  desert  and  deplorable  dwelling.  She 
cut  short  these  expressions  of  sympathy,  by  answering  in 
a  stern  voice,  without  the  least  change  of  countenance 
or  posture  —  'Daughter  of  the  stranger,  he  has  told  you 
my  story.'  I  was  silenced  at  once,  and  felt  how  little  aU 
earthly  accommodation  must  seem  to  the  mind  which 
had  such  subjects  as  hers  for  rumination.  Without  again 
attempting  to  open  the  conversation,  I  took  a  piece  of 
gold  from  my  purse,  for  Donald  had  intimated  she  lived 
on  alms,  expecting  she  would  at  least  stretch  her  hand  to 
receive  it.  But  she  neither  accepted  nor  rejected  the 
gift;  she  did  not  even  seem  to  notice  it,  though  twenty 
times  as  valuable,  probably,  as  was  usually  offered.  I 
was  obliged  to  place  it  on  her  knee,  sajdng  involuntarily, 
as  I  did  so,  'May  God  pardon  you,  and  relieve  you!'  I 
shall  never  forget  the  look  which  she  cast  up  to  Heaven, 
nor  the  tone  in  which  she  exclaimed,  in  the  very  words 
of  my  old  friend,  John  Home  — 

'My  beautiful  —  my  brave! ' 
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It  was  the  language  of  nature,  and  arose  from  the  heart 
of  the  deprived  mother,  as  it  did  from  that  gifted  imagi- 
native poet,  while  furnishing  with  appropriate  expres- 
sions the  ideal  grief  of  Lady  Randolph. 


CHAPTER  II 


O,  I'm  come  to  the  Low  Country, 

Och,  och,  ohonochie, 
Without  a  penny  in  my  pouch 

To  buy  a  meal  for  me. 
I  was  the  proudest  of  my  clan, 

Long,  long  may  1  repine; 
And  Donald  was  the  bravest  man, 

And  Donald  be  was  mine. 


Old  Song. 


Elspat  had  enjoyed  happy  days,  though  her  age  had 
sunk  into  hopeless  and  inconsolable  sorrow  and  distress, 
She  was  once  the  beautiful  and  happy  wife  of  Hamish 
MacTavish,  for  whom  his  strength  and  feats  of  prowess 
had  gained  the  title  of  MacTavish  Mhor.  His  life  was 
turbulent  and  dangerous,  his  habits  being  of  the  old 
Highland  stamp,  which  esteemed  it  shame  to  want  any- 
thing that  could  be  had  for  the  taking.  Those  in  the 
Lowland  line  who  lay  near  him,  and  desired  to  enjoy 
their  lives  and  property  in  quiet,  were  contented  to  pay 
him  a  small  composition,  in  name  of  protection-money, 
and  comforted  themselves  with  the  old  proverb,  that  it 
was  'better  to  fleech  the  deil  than  fight  him.'  Others, 
who  acco\mted  such  composition  dishonourable,  were 
often  surprised  by  MacTavish  Mhor  and  his  associates 
and  followers,  who  usually  inflicted  an  adequate  penalty, 
either  in  person  or  property,  or  both.  The  creagh  is 
yet  remembered  in  which  he  swept  one  hundred  and  fifty 
cows  from  Monteith  in  one  drove;  and  how  he  placed 
the  laird  of  Ballybught  naked  in  a  slough,  for  having 
threatened  to  send  for  a  party  of  the  Highland  Watch 
to  protect  his  property. 
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Whatever  were  occasionally  the  triimiphs  of  this 
daring  cateran,  they  were  often  exchanged  for  reverses; 
and  his  narrow  escapes,  rapid  flights,  and  the  ingenious 
stratagems  with  which  he  extricated  himself  from  immi- 
nent danger,  were  no  less  remembered  and  admired  than 
the  exploits  in  which  he  had  been  successful.  In  weal  or 
woe,  through  every  species  of  fatigue,  difficulty,  and 
danger,  Elspat  was  his  faithful  companion.  She  enjoyed 
with  him  the  fits  of  occasional  prosperity;  and  when 
adversity  pressed  them  hard,  her  strength  of  mind,  readi- 
ness of  wit,  and  courageous  endurance  of  danger  and  toil 
are  said  often  to  have  stimulated  the  exertions  of  her 
husband. 

Their  morality  was  of  the  old  Highland  cast,  faithful 
friends  and  fierce  enemies:  the  Lowland  herds  and  har- 
vests they  accounted  their  own,  whenever  they  had  the 
means  of  driving  off  the  one  or  of  seizing  upon  the  other ; 
nor  did  the  least  scruple  on  the  right  of  property  inter- 
fere on  such  occasions.  Hamish  Mhor  argued  like  the 
old  Cretan  warrior: 

My  sword,  my  spear,  my  shaggy  shield. 

They  make  me  lord  of  all  below; 
For  he  who  dreads  the  lance  to  wield 

Before  my  shaggy  shield  must  bow; 
His  lands,  his  vineyards,  must  resign, 
And  all  that  cowards  have  is  mine. 

But  those  days  of  perilous,  though  frequently  success- 
ful, depredation  began  to  be  abridged  after  the  failure 
of  the  expedition  of  Prince  Charles  Edward.  MacTavish 
Mhor  had  not  sat  still  on  that  occasion,  and  he  was  out- 
lawed, both  as  a  traitor  to  the  state  and  as  a  robber  and 
cateran.    Garrisons  were  now  settled  in  many  places 
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where  a  redcoat  had  never  before  been  seen,  and  the 
Saxon  war-drum  resounded  among  the  most  hidden  re- 
cesses of  the  Highland  moimtains.  The  fate  of  Mac- 
Tavish  became  every  day  more  inevitable;  and  it  was  the 
more  difl&cult  for  him  to  make  his  exertions  for  defence 
or  escape,  that  Elspat,  amid  his  evil  days,  had  increased 
his  family  with  an  infant  child,  which  was  a  considerable 
encumbrance  upon  the  necessary  rapidity  of  their  mo- 
tions. 

At  length  the  fatal  day  arrived.  In  a  strong  pass  on 
the  skirts  of  Ben  Cruachan,  the  celebrated  MacTavish 
Mhor  was  surprised  by  a  detachment  of  the  'sidier  roy.' 
His  wife  assisted  him  heroically,  charging  his  piece  from 
time  to  time;  and  as  they  were  in  possession  of  a  post 
that  was  nearly  unassailable,  he  might  have  perhaps 
escaped  if  his  ammunition  had  lasted.  But  at  length  his 
balls  were  expended,  although  it  was  not  imtil  he  had 
fired  off  most  of  the  silver  buttons  from  his  waistcoat, 
and  the  soldiers,  no  longer  deterred  by  fear  of  the  unerr- 
ing marksman,  who  had  slain  three  and  wounded  more 
of  their  number,  approached  his  stronghold,  and,  unable 
to  take  him  alive,  slew  him,  after  a  most  desperate 
resistance. 

All  this  Elspat  witnessed  and  survived,  for  she  had,  in 
the  child  which  relied  on  her  for  support,  a  motive  for 
strength  and  exertion.  In  what  manner  she  maintained 
herself  it  is  not  easy  to  say.  Her  only  ostensible  means 
of  support  were  a  flock  of  three  or  four  goats,  which  she 
fed  wherever  she  pleased  on  the  moimtain  pastures,  no 
one  challenging  the  intrusion.  In  the  general  distress 
of  the  country,  her  ancient  acquaintances  had  little  to 
bestow;  but  what  they  could  part  with  from  their  own 
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necessities  they  willingly  devoted  to  the  relief  of  others. 
From  Lowlanders  she  sometimes  demanded  tribute, 
rather  than  requested  abns.  She  had  not  forgotten  she 
was  the  widow  of  MacTavish  Mhor ,  or  that  the  child  who 
trotted  by  her  knee  might,  such  were  her  imaginations, 
emulate  one  day  the  fame  of  his  father,  and  command 
the  same  influence  which  he  had  once  exerted  without 
control.    She  associated  so  Uttle  with  others,  went  so 
seldom  and  so  unwillingly  from  the  wildest  recesses  of 
the  mountains,  where  she  usually  dwelt  with  her  goats, 
that  she  was  quite  \mconscious  of  the  great  change  which 
had  taken  place  in  the  country  around  her,  the  substitu- 
tion of  civil  order  for  military  violence,  and  the  strength 
gained  by  the  law  and  its  adherents  over  those  who  were 
caUed  in  GaeUc  song '  the  stormy  sons  of  the  sword.'  Her 
own  diminished  consequence  and  straitened  circum- 
stances she  indeed  felt,  but  for  this  the  death  of  Mac- 
Tavish Mhor  was,  in  her  apprehension,  a  sufl&cing  rea- 
son; and  she  doubted  not  that  she  should  rise  to  her 
former  state  of  importance  when  Hamish  Bean  (or  Fair- 
haired  James)  should  be  able  to  wield  the  arms  of  his 
father.  If,  then,  Elspat  was  repelled  rudely  when  she 
demanded  anything  necessary  for  her  wants,  or  the 
accommodation  of  her  little  flock,  by  a  churlish  farmer, 
her  threats  of  vengeance,  obscurely  expressed,  yet  terri- 
ble in  their  tenor,  used  frequently  to  extort,  through  fear 
of  her  maledictions,  the  relief  which  was  denied  to  her 
necessities;  and  the  trembling  goodwife  who  gave  meal 
or  money  to  the  widow  of  MacTavish  Mhor  wished  in 
her  heart  that  the  stem  old  carline  had  been  burnt  on 
the  day  her  husband  had  his  due. 
Years  thus  ran  on,  and  Hamish  Bean  grew  up,  not 
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indeed  to  be  of  his  father's  size  or  strength,  but  to  become 
an  active,  high-spirited,  fair-haired  youth,  with  a  ruddy 
cheek,  an  eye  like  an  eagle,  and  all  the  agility,  if  not  all 
the  strength,  of  his  formidable  father,  upon  whose  his- 
tory and  achievements  his  mother  dwelt,  in  order  to 
form  her  son's  mind  to  a  similar  course  of  adventures. 
But  the  young  see  the  present  state  of  this  changeful 
world  more  keenly  than  the  old.  Much  attached  to  his 
mother,  and  disposed  to  do  all  in  his  power  for  her  sup- 
port, Hamish  yet  perceived,  when  he  mixed  with  the 
world,  that  the  trade  of  the  cateran  was  now  alike  danger- 
ous and  discreditable,  and  that,  if  he  were  to  emiilate 
his  father's  prowess,  it  must  be  in  some  other  line  of  war- 
fare, more  consonant  to  the  opinions  of  the  present  day. 

As  the  faculties  of  mind  and  body  began  to  expand,  he 
became  more  sensible  of  the  precarious  nature  of  his 
situation,  of  the  erroneous  views  of  his  mother,  and  her 
ignorance  respecting  the  changes  of  the  society  with 
which  she  mingled  so  little.  In  visiting  friends  and  neigh- 
bours, he  became  aware  of  the  extremely  reduced  scale 
to  which  his  parent  was  limited,  and  learned  that  she 
possessed  little  or  nothing  more  than  the  absolute  nec- 
essaries of  life,  and  that  these  were  sometimes  on  the 
point  of  failing.  At  times  his  success  in  fishing  and  the 
chase  was  able  to  add  something  to  her  subsistence;  but 
he  saw  no  regular  means  of  contributing  to  her  support, 
luiless  by  stooping  to  servile  labour,  which,  if  he  himself 
could  have  endured  it,  would,  he  knew,  have  been  like  a 
death's-wound  to  the  pride  of  his  mother. 

Elspat,  meanwhile,  saw  with  surprise  that  Hamish 
Bean,  although  now  tall  and  fit  for  the  field,  showed  no 
disposition  to  enter  on  his  father's  scene  of  action.  There 
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was  something  of  the  mother  at  her  heart,  which  pre- 
vented her  from  urging  him  in  plain  terms  to  take  the 
field  as  a  cateran;  for  the  fear  occurred  of  the  perils  into 
which  the  trade  must  conduct  him,  and  when  she  would 
have  spoken  to  him  on  the  subject,  it  seemed  to  her 
heated  imagination  as  if  the  ghost  of  her  husband  arose 
between  them  in  his  bloody  tartans,  and,  laying  his 
finger  on  his  lips,  appeared  to  prohibit  the  topic.  Yet  she 
wondered  at  what  seemed  his  want  of  spirit,  sighed  as 
she  saw  him  from  day  to  day  lounging  about  in  the  long- 
skirted  Lowland  coat,  which  the  legislature  had  imposed 
upon  the  Gael  instead  of  their  own  romantic  garb,  and 
thought  how  much  nearer  he  would  have  resembled  her 
husband  had  he  been  clad  in  the  belted  plaid  and  short 
hose,  with  his  polished  arms  gleaming  at  his  side. 

Besides  these  subjects  for  anxiety,  Elspat  had  others 
arising  from  the  engrossing  impetuosity  of  her  temper. 
Her  love  of  MacTavish  Mhor  had  been  qualified  by 
respect,  and  sometimes  even  by  fear,  for  the  cateran  was 
not  the  species  of  man  who  submits  to  female  govern- 
ment; but  over  his  son  she  had  exerted,  at  first  during 
childhood,  and  afterwards  in  early  youth,  an  imperious 
authority,  which  gave  her  maternal  love  a  character  of 
jealousy.  She  could  not  bear  when  Hamish,  with  ad- 
vancing life,  made  repeated  steps  towards  independence, 
absented  himself  from  her  cottage  at  such  season,  and 
for  such  length  of  time,  as  he  chose,  and  seemed  to  con- 
sider, although  maintaining  towards  her  every  possible 
degree  of  respect  and  kindness,  that  the  control  and 
responsibility  of  his  actions  rested  on  himself  alone. 
This  would  have  been  of  little  consequence  could  she 
have  concealed  her  feelings  within  her  own  bosom;  but 
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the  ardour  and  impatience  of  her  passions  made  her 
frequently  show  her  son  that  she  conceived  herself  neg- 
lected and  ill-used.  When  he  was  absent  for  any  length 
of  time  from  her  cottage,  without  giving  intimation  of 
his  purpose,  her  resentment  on  his  return  used  to  be  so 
unreasonable,  that  it  naturally  suggested  to  a  young  man 
fond  of  independence,  and  desirous  to  amend  his  situa- 
tion in  the  world,  to  leave  her,  even  for  the  very  purpose 
of  enabling  him  to  provide  for  the  parent  whose  egotis- 
tical demands  on  his  filial  attention  tended  to  confine 
him  to  a  desert,  in  which  both  were  starving  in  hopeless 
and  helpless  indigence. 

Upon  one  occasion,  the  son  having  been  guilty  of  some 
independent  excursion,  by  which  the  mother  felt  herself 
affronted  and  disobliged,  she  had  been  more  than  usually 
violent  on  his  return,  and  awakened  in  Hamish  a  sense 
of  displeasure,  which  clouded  his  brow  and  cheek.  At 
length,  as  she  persevered  in  her  unreasonable  resent- 
ment, his  patience  became  exhausted,  and,  taking  his 
gun  from  the  chimney-corner,  and  muttering  to  himself 
the  reply  which  his  respect  for  his  mother  prevented 
him  from  speaking  aloud,  he  was  about  to  leave  the 
hut  which  he  had  but  barely  entered. 

'Hamish,'  said  his  mother,  'are  you  again  about  to 
leave  me? ' 

But  Hamish  only  replied  by  looking  at  and  rubbing 
the  lock  of  his  gun. 

'Ay,  rub  the  lock  of  your  gun,'  said  his  parent,  bit- 
terly; 'I  am  glad  you  have  courage  enough  to  fire  it, 
though  it  be  but  at  a  roe-deer.' 

Hamish  started  at  this  undeserved  taunt,  and  cast  a 
look  of  anger  at  her  in  reply. 
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She  saw  that  she  had  found  the  means  of  giving  him 
pain.  'Yes,'  she  said,  'look  fierce  as  you  will  at  an  old 
woman,  and  your  mother;  it  would  be  long  ere  you  bent 
your  brow  on  the  angry  countenance  of  a  bearded  man.' 

'Be  silent,  mother,  or  speak  of  what  you  vinderstand,' 
said  Hamish,  much  irritated,  'and  that  is  of  the  distafJ 
and  the  spindle.' 

'And  was  it  of  spindle  and  distaff  that  I  was  thinking 
when  I  bore  you  away  on  my  back,  through  the  fire  of 
six  of  the  Saxon  soldiers,  and  you  a  wailing  child?  I  tell 
you,  Hanaish,  I  know  a  hundredfold  more  of  swords  and 
guns  than  ever  you  will;  and  you  wiU  never  learn  so 
much  of  noble  war  by  yourself  as  you  have  seen  when 
you  were  wrapped  up  in  my  plaid.' 

'You  are  determined  at  least  to  allow  me  no  peace  at 
home,  mother;  but  this  shall  have  an  end,'  said  Hamish, 
as,  resuming  his  purpose  of  leaving  the  hut,  he  rose  and 
went  towards  the  door. 

'Stay,  I  command  you,'  said  his  mother  —  'stay!  or 
may  the  gun  you  carry  be  the  means  of  your  ruin  — 
may  the  road  you  are  going  be  the  track  of  your  funeral ! ' 

'What  makes  you  use  such  words,  mother?'  said  the 
young  man,  turning  a  little  back;  'they  are  not  good, 
and  good  cannot  come  of  them.  Farewell  just  now,  we 
are  too  angry  to  speak  together  —  farewell;  it  wiU  be 
long  ere  you  see  me  again.'  And  he  departed,  his  mother, 
in  the  first  burst  of  her  impatience,  showering  after  him 
her  maledictions,  and  in  the  next  invoking  them  on  her 
own  head,  so  that  they  might  spare  her  son's.  She  passed 
that  day  and  the  next  in  all  the  vehemence  of  impotent 
and  yet  imrestrained  passion,  now  entreating  Heaven, 
and  such  powers  as  were  familiar  to  her  by  rude  tradition, 
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to  restore  her  dear  son,  'the  calf  of  her  heart';  now  in 
impatient  resentment,  meditating  with  what  bitter  terms 
she  should  rebuke  his  fiUal  disobedience  upon  his  return; 
and  now  studying  the  most  tender  language  to  attach 
him  to  the  cottage,  which,  when  her  boy  was  present, 
she  would  not,  in  the  rapture  of  her  affection,  have  ex- 
changed for  the  apartments  of  Taymouth  Castle. 

Two  days  passed,  during  which,  neglecting  even  the 
slender  means  of  supporting  nature  which  her  situation 
afforded,  nothing  but  the  strength  of  a  frame  accustomed 
to  hardships  and  privations  of  every  kind  could  have 
kept  her  in  existence,  notwithstanding  the  anguish  of 
her  mind  preventing  her  being  sensible  of  her  personal 
weakness.  Her  dwelling  at  this  period,  was  the  same 
cottage  near  which  I  had  found  her,  but  then  more 
habitable  by  the  exertions  of  Hamish,  by  whom  it  had 
been  in  a  great  measure  built  and  repaired. 

It  was  on  the  third  day  after  her  son  had  disappeared, 
as  she  sat  at  the  door  rocking  herself,  after  the  fashion 
of  her  country^vomen  when  in  distress  or  in  pain,  that 
the  then  unwonted  circumstance  occurred  of  a  passen- 
ger being  seen  on  the  highroad  above  the  cottage.  She 
cast  but  one  glance  at  him;  he  was  on  horseback,  so  that 
it  could  not  be  Hamish,  and  Elspat  cared  not  enough 
for  any  other  being  on  earth  to  make  her  turn  her  eyes 
towards  him  a  second  time. 

The  stranger,  however,  paused  opposite  to  her  cottage, 
and  dismoimting  from  his  pony,  led  it  down  the  steep 
and  broken  path  which  conducted  to  her  door. 

'God  bless  you,  Elspat  MacTavish!'  She  looked  at 
the  man,  as  he  addressed  her  in  her  native  language, 
with  the  displeased  air  of  one  whose  reverie  is  inter- 

356 


THE  HIGHLAND  WIDOW 

rupted;  but  the  traveller  went  on  to  say,  'I  bring  you 
tidings  of  your  son  Hamish.'  At  once,  from  being  the 
most  uninteresting  object,  in  respect  to  Elspat,  that 
could  exist,  the  form  of  the  stranger  became  awful  in  her 
eyes,  as  that  of  a  messenger  descended  from  Heaven,  ex- 
pressly to  pronounce  upon  her  death  or  life.  She  started 
from  her  seat,  and  with  hands  convulsively  clasped  to- 
gether, and  held  up  to  Heaven,  eyes  fixed  on  the  stran- 
ger's countenance,  and  person  stooping  forward  to  him, 
she  looked  those  inquiries  which  her  faltering  tongue 
could  not  articulate.  'Your  son  sends  you  his  dutiful 
remembrance  and  this,'  said  the  messenger,  putting 
into  Elspat's  hand  a  small  purse  containing  four  or  five 
dollars. 

'He  is  gone  —  he  is  gone!'  exclaimed  Elspat:  'he  has 
sold  himself  to  be  the  servant  of  the  Saxons,  and  I  shall 
never  more  behold  him !  Tell  me,  Miles  MacPhadraick, 
for  now  I  know  you,  is  it  the  price  of  the  son's  blood  that 
you  have  put  into  the  mother's  hands?' 

'  Now,  God  forbid ! '  answered  MacPhadraick,  who  was 
a  tacksman,  and  had  possession  of  a  considerable  tract 
of  ground  under  his  chief,  a  proprietor  who  lived  about 
twenty  miles  off  — '  God  forbid  I  should  do  wrong,  or 
say  wrong,  to  you,  or  to  the  son  of  MacTavish  Mhor!  I 
swear  to  you  by  the  hand  of  my  chief  that  your  son  is 
well,  and  will  soon  see  you;  and  the  rest  he  will  tell  you 
himself.'  So  saying,  MacPhadraick  hastened  back  up 
the  pathway,  gained  the  road,  mounted  his  pony,  and 
rode  upon  his  way. 


CHAPTER  III 

Elspat  MacTavish  remained  gazing  on  the  money,  as 
if  the  impress  of  the  coin  could  have  conveyed  informa- 
tion how  it  was  procured. 

'I  love  not  this  MacPhadraick,'  she  said  to  herself; 
'it  was  his  race  of  whom  the  bard  hath  spoken,  saying, 
"Fear  them  not  when  their  words  are  loud  as  the  win- 
ter's wind,  but  fear  them  when  they  fall  on  you  like  the 
sovind  of  the  thrush's  song."  And  yet  this  riddle  can  be 
read  but  one  way:  my  son  hath  taken  the  sword,  to  win 
that  with  strength  like  a  man  which  churls  would  keep 
him  from  with  the  words  that  frighten  children.'  This 
idea,  when  once  it  occurred  to  her,  seemed  the  more  rea- 
sonable, that  MacPhadraick,  as  she  weU  knew,  him- 
self a  cautious  man,  had  so  far  encouraged  her  husband's 
practices  as  occasionally  to  buy  cattle  of  MacTavish, 
although  he  must  have  well  known  how  they  were  come 
by,  taking  care,  however,  that  the  transaction  was  so 
made  as  to  be  accompanied  with  great  profit  and  abso- 
lute safety.  Who  so  likely  as  MacPhadraick  to  indicate 
to  a  young  cateran  the  glen  in  which  he  could  commence 
his  perilous  trade  with  most  prospect  of  success,  who 
so  likely  to  convert  his  booty  into  money?  The  feelings 
which  another  might  have  experienced  on  believing  that 
an  only  son  had  rushed  forward  on  the  same  path  in  which 
his  father  had  perished  were  scarce  known  to  the  Highland 
mothers  of  that  day.  She  thought  of  the  death  of  Mac- 
Tavish Mhor  as  that  of  a  hero  who  had  fallen  in  his 
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proper  trade  of  war,  and  who  had  not  fallen  unavenged. 
She  feared  less  for  her  son's  life  than  for  his  dishonour. 
She  dreaded  on  his  account  the  subjection  of  strangers, 
and  the  death-sleep  of  the  soul  which  is  brought  on  by 
what  she  regarded  as  slavery. 

The  moral  principle  which  so  naturally  and  so  justly 
occurs  to  the  mind  of  those  who  have  been  educated 
imder  a  settled  government  of  laws,  that  protect  the 
property  of  the  weak  against  the  incursions  of  the 
strong,  was  to  poor  Elspat  a  book  sealed  and  a  fountain 
closed.  She  had  been  taught  to  consider  those  whom 
they  called  Saxons  as  a  race  with  whom  the  Gael  were 
constantly  at  war,  and  she  regarded  every  settlement  of 
theirs  within  the  reach  of  Highland  incursion  as  affording 
a  legitimate  object  of  attack  and  plimder.  Her  feeliags 
on  this  point  had  been  strengthened  and  confirmed,  not 
only  by  the  desire  of  revenge  for  the  death  of  her  hus- 
band, but  by  the  sense  of  general  indignation  entertained, 
not  \mjustly,  through  the  Highlands  of  Scotland  on  ac- 
coimt  of  the  barbarous  and  violent  conduct  of  the  vic- 
tors after  the  battle  of  Culloden.  Other  Highland  clans, 
too,  she  regarded  as  the  fair  objects  of  plunder  when  that 
was  possible,  upon  the  score  of  ancient  enmities  and 
deadly  feuds. 

The  prudence  that  might  have  weighed  the  slender 
means  which  the  times  afforded  for  resisting  the  efforts 
of  a  combined  government,  which  had,  in  its  less  com- 
pact and  established  authority,  been  unable  to  put  down 
the  ravages  of  such  lawless  caterans  as  MacTavish 
Mhor,  was  unknown  to  a  solitary  woman,  whose  ideas 
still  dwelt  upon  her  own  early  times.  She  imagined  that 
her  son  had  only  to  proclaim  himself  his  father's  suc- 
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cesser  in  adventure  and  enterprise,  and  that  a  force  of 
men  as  gallant  as  those  who  had  followed  his  father's 
banner  would  crowd  around  to  support  it  when  again 
displayed.  To  her,  Hamish  was  the  eagle  who  had  only 
to  soar  aloft  and  resume  his  native  place  in  the  skies, 
without  her  being  able  to  comprehend  how  many  ad- 
ditional eyes  would  have  watched  his  flight,  how  many 
additional  bullets  would  have  been  directed  at  his  bosom. 
To  be  brief,  Elspat  was  one  who  viewed  the  present  state 
of  society,  with  the  same  feelings  with  which  she  re- 
garded the  times  that  had  passed  away.  She  had  been 
indigent,  neglected,  oppressed,  since  the  days  that  her 
husband  had  no  longer  been  feared  and  powerful,  and 
she  thought  that  the  term  of  her  ascendance  would  re- 
turn when  her  son  had  determined  to  play  the  part  of 
his  father.  If  she  permitted  her  eye  to  glance  farther 
into  futurity,  it  was  but  to  anticipate  that  she  must  be 
for  many  a  day  cold  in  the  grave,  with  the  coronach  of  her 
tribe  cried  duly  over  her,  before  her  fair-haired  Hamish 
could,  according  to  her  calculation,  die  with  his  hand  on 
the  basket-hilt  of  the  red  cla3miore.  His  father's  hair 
was  grey  ere,  after  a  hundred  dangers,  he  had  fallen 
with  his  arms  in  his  hands.  That  she  should  have  seen 
and  survived  the  sight  was  a  natural  consequence  of  the 
manners  of  that  age.  And  better  it  was,  such  was  her 
proud  thought,  that  she  had  seen  him  so  die  than  to  have 
witnessed  his  departure  from  hfe  in  a  smoky  hovel,  on  a 
bed  of  rotten  straw,  like  an  over-worn  hound,  or  a  bul- 
lock which  died  of  disease.  But  the  hour  of  her  young 
—  her  brave  Hamish  was  yet  far  distant.  He  must  suc- 
ceed —  he  must  conquer,  like  his  father.  And  when  he 
fell  at  length,  for  she  anticipated  for  him  no  bloodless 
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death,  Elspat  would  ere  then  have  lain  long  in  the  grave, 
and  could  neither  see  his  death-struggle  nor  mourn  over 
his  grave-sod. 

With  such  wild  notions  working  in  her  brain,  the  spirit 
of  Elspat  rose  to  its  usual  pitch,  or  rather  to  one  which 
seemed  higher.  In  the  emphatic  language  of  Scripture, 
which  in  that  idiom  does  not  greatly  differ  from  her  own, 
she  arose,  she  washed  and  changed  her  apparel,  and  ate 
bread,  and  was  refreshed. 

She  longed  eagerly  for  the  return  of  her  son,  but  she 
now  longed  not  with  the  bitter  anxiety  of  doubt  and  ap- 
prehension. She  said  to  herself,  that  much  must  be  done 
ere  he  could  in  these  times  arise  to  be  an  eminent  and 
dreaded  leader.  Yet  when  she  saw  him  again,  she  almost 
expected  him  at  the  head  of  a  daring  band,  with  pipes 
playing,  and  banners  flying,  the  noble  tartans  fluttering 
free  in  the  wind,  in  despite  of  the  laws  which  had  sup- 
pressed, under  severe  penalties,  the  use  of  the  national 
garb,  and  all  the  appurtenances  of  Highland  chivalry. 
For  all  this,  her  eager  imagination  was  content  only  to 
allow  the  interval  of  some  days. 

From  the  moment  this  opinion  had  taken  deep  and 
serious  possession  of  her  mind,  her  thoughts  were  bent 
upon  receiving  her  son  at  the  head  of  his  adherents  in 
the  manner  in  which  she  used  to  adorn  her  hut  for  the 
return  of  his  father. 

The  substantial  means  of  subsistence  she  had  not  the 
power  of  providing,  nor  did  she  consider  that  of  import- 
ance. The  successful  caterans  would  bring  with  them 
herds  and  flocks.  But  the  interior  of  her  hut  was  ar- 
ranged for  their  reception;  the  usquebaugh  was  brewed 
or  distilled  in  a  larger  quantity  than  it  could  have  been 
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supposed  one  lone  woman  could  have  made  ready.  Her 
hut  was  put  into  such  order  as  might,  in  some  degree, 
give  it  the  appearance  of  a  day  of  rejoicing.  It  was  swept 
and  decorated  with  boughs  of  various  kinds,  like  the 
house  of  a  Jewess,  upon  what  is  termed  the  Feast  of  the 
Tabernacles.  The  produce  of  the  milk  of  her  little  flock 
was  prepared  in  as  great  variety  of  forms  as  her  skill  ad- 
mitted, to  entertain  her  son  and  his  associates  whom  she 
expected  to  receive  along  with  him. 

But  the  principal  decoration,  which  she  sought  with 
the  greatest  toil,  was  the  cloudberry,  a  scarlet  fruit,  which 
is  only  found  on  very  high  hills,  and  there  only  in  small 
quantities.  Her  husband,  or  perhaps  one  of  his  fore- 
fathers, had  chosen  this  as  the  emblem  of  his  family,  be- 
cause it  seemed  at  once  to  imply  by  its  scarcity  the 
smallness  of  their  clan,  and  by  the  places  in  which  it  was 
found  the  ambitious  height  of  their  pretensions. 

For  the  time  that  these  simple  preparations  of  wel- 
come endured,  Elspat  was  in  a  state  of  troubled  happi- 
ness. In  fact,  her  only  anxiety  was  that  she  might  be 
able  to  complete  all  that  she  could  do  to  welcome  Ham- 
ish  and  the  friends  who  she  supposed  must  have  attached 
themselves  to  his  band  before  they  should  arrive,  and 
find  her  unprovided  for  their  reception. 

But  when  such  efforts  as  she  could  make  had  been 
accomplished,  she  once  more  had  nothing  left  to  engage 
her  save  the  trifling  care  of  her  goats;  and  when  these 
had  been  attended  to,  she  had  only  to  review  her  little 
preparations,  renew  such  as  were  of  a  transitory  nature, 
replace  decayed  branches  and  fading  boughs,  and  then 
to  sit  down  at  her  cottage  door  and  watch  the  road,  as  it 
ascended  on  the  one  side  from  the  banks  of  the  Awe,  and 
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on  the  other  wound  round  the  heights  of  the  mountain, 
with  such  a  degree  of  accommodation  to  hill  and  level 
as  the  plan  of  the  military  engineer  permitted.  While  so 
occupied,  her  imagination,  anticipating  the  future  from 
recollections  of  the  past,  formed  out  of  the  morning  mist 
or  the  evening  cloud  the  wild  forms  of  an  advancing 
band,  which  were  then  called  'sidier  dhu'  (dark soldiers), 
dressed  in  their  native  tartan,  and  so  named  to  distin- 
guish them  from  the  scarlet  ranks  of  the  British  army. 
In  this  occupation  she  spent  many  hours  of  each  morn- 
ing and  evening. 


CHAPTER  IV 

It  was  in  vain  that  Elspat's  eyes  surveyed  the  distant 
path,  by  the  earliest  light  of  the  dawn  and  the  latest 
ghmmer  of  the  twilight.  No  rising  dust  awakened  the 
expectation  of  nodding  plumes  or  flashing  arms;  the 
solitary  traveller  trudged  listlessly  along  in  his  brown 
Lowland  greatcoat,  his  tartans  dyed  black  or  purple,  to 
comply  with  or  evade  the  law  which  prohibited  their 
being  worn  in  their  variegated  hues.  The  spirit  of  the 
Gael,  sunk  and  broken  by  the  severe  though  perhaps 
necessary  laws  that  proscribed  the  dress  and  arms 
which  he  considered  as  his  birthright,  was  intimated  by 
his  drooping  head  and  dejected  appearance.  Not  in  such 
depressed  wanderers  did  Elspat  recognise  the  light  and 
free  step  of  her  son,  now,  as  she  concluded,  regenerated 
from  every  sign  of  Saxon  thraldom.  Night  by  night,  as 
darkness  came,  she  removed  from  her  imclosed  door  to 
throw  herself  on  her  restless  pallet,  not  to  sleep,  but  to 
watch.  'The  brave  and  the  terrible,'  she  said,  'walk  by 
night:  their  steps  are  heard  in  darkness,  when  all  is  si- 
lent save  the  whirlwind  and  the  cataract;  the  timid  deer 
comes  only  forth  when  the  sun  is  upon  the  mountain's 
peak,  but  the  bold  wolf  walks  in  the  red  light  of  the  har- 
vest moon.'  She  reasoned  in  vain:  her  son's  expected 
summons  did  not  call  her  from  the  lowly  couch  where 
she  lay  dreaming  of  his  approach.  Hamish  came  not. 

'Hope  deferred,'  saith  the  royal  sage,  'maketh  the 
heart  sick';  and,  strong  as  was  Elspat's  constitution, 
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she  began  to  experience  that  it  was  \inequal  to  the  toils 
to  which  her  anxious  and  immoderate  affection  subjected 
her,  when  early  one  morning  the  appearance  of  a  traveller 
on  the  lonely  moimtain-road  revived  hopes  which  had 
begun  to  sink  into  listless  despair.  There  was  no  sign  of 
Saxon  subjugation  about  the  stranger.  At  a  distance 
she  could  see  the  flutter  of  the  belted  plaid,  that  drooped 
in  graceful  folds  behind  him,  and  the  plume  that,  placed 
in  the  bonnet,  showed  rank  and  gentle  birth.  He  carried 
a  gun  over  his  shoulder,  the  claymore  was  swinging  by 
his  side,  with  its  usual  appendages,  the  dirk,  the  pistol, 
and  the  sporran  mollach.  Ere  yet  her  eye  had  scarmed  all 
these  particulars,  the  Hght  step  of  the  traveller  was  has- 
tened, his  arm  was  waved  in  token  of  recognition;  a 
moment  more,  and  Elspat  held  in  her  arms  her  darling 
son,  dressed  in  the  garb  of  his  ancestors,  and  looking, 
in  her  maternal  eyes,  the  fairest  among  ten  thousand! 

The  first  outpouring  of  affection  it  would  be  impossible 
to  describe.  Blessings  mingled  with  the  most  endearing 
epithets  which  her  energetic  language  affords,  in  striv- 
ing to  express  the  wild  rapture  of  Elspat's  joy.  Her 
board  was  heaped  hastily  with  all  she  had  to  offer;  and 
the  mother  watched  the  yotmg  soldier,  as  he  partook  of 
the  refreshment,  with  feelings  how  similar  to,  yet  how 
different  from,  those  with  which  she  had  seen  him  draw 
his  first  sustenance  from  her  bosom! 

When  the  tumtdt  of  joy  was  appeased,  Elspat  became 
anxious  to  know  her  son's  adventures  since  they  parted, 
and  could  not  help  greatly  censuring  his  rashness  for 
traversing  the  hills  in  the  Highland  dress  in  the  broad 
sunshine,  when  the  penalty  was  so  heavy,  and  so  many 
red  soldiers  were  abroad  in  the  country. 
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'Fear  not  for  me,  mother,'  said  Hamish,  in  a  tone 
designed  to  relieve  her  anxiety,  and  yet  somewhat 
embarrassed;  'I  may  wear  the  breacan  at  the  gate  of 
Fort-Augustus,  if  I  like  it.' 

'Oh,  be  not  too  daring,  my  beloved  Hamish,  though 
it  be  the  fault  which  best  becomes  thy  father's  son  — 
yet  be  not  too  daring!  Alas!  they  fight  not  now  as  in 
former  days,  with  fair  weapons  and  on  equal  terms,  but 
take  odds  of  numbers  and  of  arms,  so  that  the  feeble 
and  the  strong  are  alike  levelled  by  the  shot  of  a  boy. 
And  do  not  think  me  unworthy  to  be  called  your  father's 
widow,  and  your  mother,  because  I  speak  thus;  for  God 
knoweth  that,  man  to  man,  I  would  peril  thee  against 
the  best  in  Breadalbane  and  broad  Lorn  besides.' 

'I  assure  you,  my  dearest  mother,'  replied  Hamish, 
*  that  I  am  in  no  danger.  But  have  you  seen  MacPhad- 
raick,  mother,  and  what  has  he  said  to  you  on  my 
account?' 

'Silver  he  left  me  in  plenty,  Hamish;  but  the  best  of 
his  comfort  was,  that  you  were  well,  and  would  see  me 
soon.  But  beware  of  MacPhaidraick,  my  son;  for  when 
he  called  himself  the  friend  of  your  father,  he  better 
loved  the  most  worthless  stirk  in  his  herd  than  he  did 
the  life-blood  of  MacTavish  Mhor.  Use  his  services, 
therefore,  and  pay  him  for  them;  for  it  is  thus  we  should 
deal  with  the  unworthy.  But  take  my  coimsel,  and  trust 
him  not.' 

Hamish  could  not  suppress  a  sigh,  which  seemed  to 
Elspat  to  intimate  that  the  caution  came  too  late.  '  What 
have  you  done  with  him  ? '  she  continued,  eager  and 
alarmed.  '  I  had  money  of  him,  and  he  gives  not  that 
without  value:  he  is  none  of  those  who  exchange  barley 
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for  chaff.  Oh,  if  you  repent  you  of  your  bargain,  and  if 
it  be  one  which  you  may  break  off  without  disgrace  to 
your  truth  or  your  manhood,  take  back  his  silver,  and 
trust  not  to  his  fair  words.' 

'It  may  not  be,  mother,'  said  Hamish;  'I  do  not 
repent  my  engagement,  unless  that  it  must  make  me 
leave  you  soon.' 

'Leave  me!  how  leave  me?  Silly  boy,  think  you  I 
know  not  what  duty  belongs  to  the  wife  or  mother  of  a 
daring  man?  Thou  art  but  a  boy  yet;  and  when  thy 
father  had  been  the  dread  of  the  country  for  twenty 
years,  he  did  not  despise  my  company  and  assistance,  but 
often  said  my  help  was  worth  that  of  two  strong  gillies.' 

'It  is  not  on  that  score,  mother;  but  since  I  must  leave 
the  country — ' 

'Leave  the  country!'  replied  his  mother,  interrupting 
him;  'and  think  you  that  I  am  like  a  bush,  that  is  rooted 
to  the  soil  where  it  grows,  and  must  die  if  carried  else- 
where? I  have  breathed  other  winds  than  these  of  Ben 
Cruachan.  I  have  followed  your  father  to  the  wilds  of 
Ross  and  the  impenetrable  deserts  of  Y  Mac  Y  Mhor. 
Tush,  man,  my  limbs,  old  as  they  are,  will  bear  me  as 
far  as  your  young  feet  can  trace  the  way.' 

'Alas,  mother,'  said  the  young  man,  with  a  faltering 
accent;  'but  to  cross  the  sea  — ' 

'The  sea !  Who  am  I  that  I  should  fear  the  sea?  Have 
I  never  been  in  a  birling  in  my  life  —  never  known  the 
Sound  of  Mull,  the  Isles  of  Treshornish,  and  the  rough 
rocks  of  Harris? ' 

'Alas,  mother,  I  go  far,  far  from  all  of  these.  I  am 
enlisted  in  one  of  the  new  regiments,  and  we  go  against 
the  French  in  America.' 
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'Enlisted!'  uttered  the  astonished  mother  —  'against 
my  will  —  without  my  consent?  You  could  not  —  you 
would  not '  —  then  rising  up,  and  assuming  a  posture  of 
almost  imperial  command,  'Hamish,  you  daeed  not!' 

'Despair,  mother,  dares  everything,'  answered  Ham- 
ish, in  a  tone  of  melancholy  resolution.  'What  should 
I  do  here,  where  I  can  scarce  get  bread  for  myself 
and  you,  and  when  the  times  are  growing  daily  worse? 
Would  you  but  sit  down  and  listen,  I  woidd  convince 
you  I  have  acted  for  the  best.' 

With  a  bitter  smile  Elspat  sat  down,  and  the  same 
severe,  ironical  expression  was  on  her  features  as,  with 
her  lips  firmly  closed,  she  listened  to  his  vindication. 

Hamish  went  on,  without  being  disconcerted  by  her 
expected  displeasure.  'When  I  left  you,  dearest  mother, 
it  was  to  go  to  MacPhadraick's  house;  for,  although  I 
knew  he  is  crafty  and  worldly,  after  the  fashion  of  the 
Sassenach,  yet  he  is  wise,  and  I  thought  how  he  would 
teach  me,  as  it  would  cost  him  nothing,  in  which  way  I 
could  mend  our  estate  in  the  world.' 

'Our  estate  in  the  world!'  said  Elspat,  losing  patience 
at  the  word;  'and  went  you  to  a  base  fellow  with  a  soul 
no  better  than  that  of  a  cowherd  to  ask  counsel  about 
your  conduct?  Your  father  asked  none,  save  of  his 
courage  and  his  sword.' 

'Dearest  mother,'  answered  Hamish,  'how  shall  I  con- 
vince you  that  you  live  in  this  land  of  our  fathers  as 
if  our  fathers  were  yet  living?  You  walk  as  it  were  in  a 
dream,  surrounded  by  the  phantoms  of  those  who  have 
been  long  with  the  dead.  When  my  father  lived  and 
fought,  the  great  respected  the  man  of  the  strong  right 
hand,  and  the  rich  feared  him.  He  had  protection  from 
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MacAUan  Mlior  and  from  Caberfae/  and  tribute  from 
meaner  men.  That  is  ended,  and  his  son  would  only 
earn  a  disgraceful  and  unpitied  death  by  the  practices 
which  gave  his  father  credit  and  power  among  those  who 
wear  the  breacan.  The  land  is  conquered,  its  lights  are 
quenched—  Glengarry,  Lochiel,  Perth,  Lord  Lewis,  all 
the  high  chiefs,  are  dead  or  in  exile.  We  may  mourn 
for  it,  but  we  cannot  help  it.  Bonnet,  broadsword,  and 
sporran,  power,  strength,  and  wealth,  were  all  lost  on 
Drummossie  Muir.' 

'It  is  false!'  said  Elspat,  fiercely;  'you,  and  such-like 
dastardly  spirits,  are  quelled  by  your  own  faint  hearts, 
not  by  the  strength  of  the  enemy :  you  are  like  the  fearful 
waterfowl,  to  whom  the  least  cloud  in  the  sky  seems  the 
shadow  of  the  eagle.' 

'Mother,'  said  Hamish,  proudly,  'lay  not  faint  heart 
to  my  charge.  I  go  where  men  are  wanted  who  have 
strong  arms  and  bold  hearts  too.  I  leave  a  desert  for  a 
land  where  I  may  gather  fame.' 

'And  you  leave  your  mother  to  perish  in  want,  age, 
and  solitude,'  said  Elspat,  essaying  successively  every 
means  of  moving  a  resolution  which  she  began  to  see 
was  more  deeply  rooted  than  she  had  at  first  thought. 

'Not  so,  neither,'  he  answered;  'I  leave  you  to  com- 
fort and  certainty,  which  you  have  yet  never  known. 
Barcaldine's  son  ismade  a  leader,  and  with  him  I  have 
enrolled  myself;  MacPhadraick  acts  for  him,  and  raises 
men,  and  finds  his  own  in  doing  it.' 

'That  is  the  truest  word  of  the  tale,  were  all  the  rest 
as  false  as  hell,'  said  the  old  woman,  bitterly. 

'  Caberfae  —  Anglici,  the  Stag's-head,  the  Celtic  designation  for  the 
arms  of  the  family  of  the  high  chief  of  Seaforth. 
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'But  we  are  to  find  oiir  good  in  it  also,'  continued 
Hamish;  'for  Barcaldine  is  to  give  you  a  shieling  in  his 
wood  of  Letterfindreight,  with  grass  for  your  goats,  and 
a  cow,  when  you  please  to  have  one,  on  the  common; 
and  my  own  pay,  dearest  mother,  though  I  am  far  away, 
will  do  more  than  provide  you  with  meal,  and  with  all 
else  you  can  want.  Do  not  fear  for  me.  I  enter  a  private 
gentleman;  but  I  will  return,  if  hard  fighting  and  regular 
duty  can  deserve  it,  an  officer,  and  with  half  a  dollar  a 
day.'  ' 

'Poor  child! '  replied  Elspat,  in  a  tone  of  pity  mingled 
with  contempt,  'and  you  trust  MacPhadraick? ' 

'I  might  mother,'  said  Hamish,  the  dark  red  coloxu: 
of  his  race  crossing  his  forehead  and  cheeks,  'for  Mac- 
Phadraick knows  the  blood  which  flows  in  my  veins,  and 
is  aware  that,  should  he  break  trust  with  you,  he  might 
count  the  days  which  could  bring  Hamish  back  to 
Breadalbane,  and  number  those  of  his  life  within  three 
suns  more.  I  would  kill  him  at  his  own  hearth,  did  he 
break  his  word  with  me  —  I  would,  by  the  great  Being 
who  made  us  both ! ' 

The  look  and  attitude  of  the  young  soldier  for  a  mo- 
ment overawed  Elspat;  she  was  imused  to  see  him 
express  a  deep  and  bitter  mood,  which  reminded  her  so 
strongly  of  his  father,  but  she  resiuned  her  remonstrances 
in  the  same  taunting  manner  in  which  she  had  com- 
menced them. 

'Poor  boy!'  she  said;  'and  you  think  that  at  the  dis- 
tance of  half  the  world  your  threats  will  be  heard  or 
thought  of !  But,  go  —  go  —  place  your  neck  under  him 
of  Hanover's  yoke,  against  whom  every  true  Gael  fought 
to  the  death.   Go,  disown  the  royal  Stuart,  for  whom 
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your  father,  and  his  fathers,  and  your  mother's  fathers, 
have  crimsoned  many  a  field  with  their  blood.  Go,  put 
your  head  under  the  belt  of  one  of  the  race  of  Dermid, 
whose  children  murdered—  Yes,'  she  added,  with  a 
wild  shriek,  'murdered  your  mother's  fathers  in  their 
peaceful  dwelUngs  in  Glencoe !  Yes,'  she  again  exclaimed, 
with  a  wilder  and  shriller  scream,  'I  was  then  unborn, 
but  my  mother  has  told  me,  and  I  attended  to  the  voice 
of  my  mother  —  well  I  remember  her  words !  They  came 
in  peace,  and  were  received  in  friendship,  and  blood  and 
fire  arose,  and  screams  and  murder!'  ^ 

'Mother,'  answered  Hamish,  mournfully,  but  with  a 
decided  tone,  'all  that  I  have  thought  over;  there  is  not 
a  drop  of  the  blood  of  Glencoe  on  the  noble  hand  of 
Barcaldine  —  with  the  imhappy  house  of  Glenlyon  the 
curse  remains,  and  on  them  God  hath  avenged  it.' 

'You  speak  like  the  Saxon  priest  already,'  replied  his 
mother;  'will  you  not  better  stay,  and  ask  a  kirk  from 
MacAllan  Mhor,  that  you  may  preach  forgiveness  to  the 
race  of  Dermid?' 

'Yesterday  was  yesterday,'  answered  Hamish,  'and 
to-day  is  to-day.  When  the  clans  are  crushed  and  con- 
foimded  together,  it  is  well  and  wise  that  their  hatreds 
and  their  feuds  should  not  survive  their  independence 
and  their  power.  He  that  cannot  execute  vengeance  like 
a  man  should  not  harbour  useless  enmity  like  a  craven. 
Mother,  young  Barcaldine  is  true  and  brave ;  I  know  that 
MacPhadraick  counselled  him  that  he  should  not  let  me 
take  leave  of  you,  lest  you  dissuaded  me  from  my  pur- 
pose; but  he  said,  "Hamish  MacTavish  is  the  son  of  a 
brave  man,  and  he  will  not  break  his  word."  Mother, 
'  See  Note  32. 
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Barcaldine  leads  an  hiindred  of  the  bravest  of  the  sons' 
of  the  Gael  in  their  native  dress,  and  with  their  fathers' 
arms,  heart  to  heart,  shoulder  to  shoulder.    I  have 
sworn  to  go  with  him.  He  has  trusted  me,  and  I  will 
trust  him.' 

At  this  reply,  so  firmly  and  resolvedly  pronounced, 
Elspat  remained  like  one  thunderstruck  and  sunk  in 
despair.  The  arguments  which  she  had  considered  so 
irresistibly  conclusive  had  recoiled  like  a  wave  from  a 
rock.  After  a  long  pause,  she  filled  her  son's  quaigh, 
and  presented  it  to  him  with  an  air  of  dejected  defer- 
ence and  submission. 

'Drink,'  she  said,  'to  thy  father's  roof -tree  ere  you 
leave  it  for  ever;  and  tell  me,  since  the  chains  of  a  new 
king,  and  of  a  new  chief,  whom  your  fathers  knew  not 
save  as  mortal  enemies,  are  fastened  upon  the  limbs  of 
your  father's  son  —  tell  me  how  many  links  you  count 
upon  them? ' 

Hamish  took  the  cup,  but  looked  at  her  as  if  imcertain 
of  her  meaning.  She  proceeded  in  a  raised  voice.  'Tell 
me,'  she  said,  'for  I  have  a  right  to  know,  for  how  many 
days  the  will  of  those  you  have  made  your  masters  per- 
mits me  to  look  upon  you?  In  other  words,  how  many 
are  the  days  of  my  life;  for,  when  you  leave  me,  the  earth 
has  nought  besides  worth  living  for.' 

'Mother,'  replied  Hamish  MacTavish,  'for  six  days  I 
may  remain  with  you,  and  if  you  will  set  out  with  me  on 
the  fifth,  I  will  conduct  you  in  safety  to  your  new  dwell- 
ing. But  if  you  remain  here,  then  I  will  depart  on  the 
seventh  by  daybreak;  then,  as  at  the  last  moment,  I 
MUST  set  out  for  Dunbartbn,  for  if  I  appear  not  on 
the  eighth  day,  I  am  subject  to  punishment  as  a  de- 
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serter,  and  am  dishonoured  as  a  soldier  and  a  gentle- 
man.' 

'Your  father's  foot,'  she  answered,  'was  free  as  the 
wind  on  the  heath;  it  were  as  vain  to  say  to  him  "Where 
goest  thou?  "  as  to  ask  that  viewless  driver  of  the  clouds, 
"Wherefore  blowest  thou?  "  Tell  me  under  what  penalty 
thou  must  —  since  go  thou  must  and  go  thou  wilt  —  re- 
turn to  thy  thraldom?' 

'Call  it  not  thraldom,  mother;  it  is  the  service  of  an 
honourable  soldier  —  the  only  service  which  is  now  open 
to  the  son  of  MacTavish  Mhor.' 

'Yet  say  what  is  the  penalty  if  thou  shouldst  not 
return? '  replied  Elspat. 

'  Military  punishment  as  a  deserter,'  answered  Hamish, 
writhing,  however,  as  his  mother  failed  not  to  observe, 
imder  some  internal  feelings,  which  she  resolved  to 
probe  to  the  uttermost. 

'And  that,'  she  said,  with  assumed  calmness,  which  her 
glancing  eye  disowned,  'is  the  ptuiishment  of  a  disobe- 
dient hound,  is  it  not?' 

'Ask  me  no  more,  mother,'  said  Hamish;  'the  punish- 
ment is  nothing  to  one  who  will  never  deserve  it.' 

'To  me  it  is  something,'  replied  Elspat,  'since  I  know 
better  than  thou  that,  where  there  is  power  to  inflict, 
there  is  often  the  will  to  do  so  without  cause.  I  would 
pray  for  thee,  Hamish,  and  I  must  know  against  what 
evils  I  should  beseech  Him  who  leaves  none  unguarded 
to  protect  thy  youth  and  simplicity.' 

'Mother,'  said  Hamish,  'it  signifies  little  to  what 
a  criminal  may  be  exposed,  if  a  man  is  determined  not 
to  be  such.  Our  Highland  chiefs  used  also  to  punish  their 
vassals,  and,  as  I  have  heard,  severely.    Was  it  not 
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Lachlan  Maclan,  whom  we  remember  of  old,  whose 
head  was  struck  off  by  order  of  his  chief  tarn  for  shoot- 
ing at  the  stag  before  him? ' 

'Ay,'  said  Elspat,  'and  right  he  had  to  lose  it,  since  he 
dishonoured  the  father  of  the  people  even  in  the  face  of 
the  assembled  clan.  But  the  chiefs  were  noble  in  their 
ire:  they  punished  with  the  sharp  blade,  and  not  with 
the  baton.  Their  punishments  drew  blood,  but  they  did 
not  infer  dishonour.  Canst  thou  say  the  same  for  the 
laws  under  whose  yoke  thou  hast  placed  thy  freeborn 
neck? ' 

'I  cannot,  mother  —  I  cannot,'  said  Hamish,  mourn- 
fully. 'I  saw  them  punish  a  Sassenach  for  deserting, 
as  they  called  it,  his  banner.  He  was  scourged,  I  own 
it  —  scourged  like  a  hound  who  has  offended  an  imperi- 
ous master.  I  was  sick  at  the  sight,  I  confess  it.  But  the 
punishment  of  dogs  is  only  for  those  worse  than  dogs, 
who  know  not  how  to  keep  their  faith.' 

'To  this  infamy,  however,  thou  hast  subjected  thy- 
self, Hamish,'  replied  Elspat,  'if  thou  shouldst  give,  or 
thy  officers  take,  measure  of  offence  against  thee.  I  speak 
no  more  to  thee  on  thy  purpose.  Were  the  sixth  day 
from  this  morning's  sun  my  dying  day,  and  thou  wert  to 
stay  to  close  mine  eyes,  thou  wouldst  run  the  risk  of 
being  lashed  like  a  dog  at  a  post  — yes !  unless  thou  hadst 
the  gallant  heart  to  leave  me  to  die  alone,  and  upon  my 
desolate  hearth,  the  last  spark  of  thy  father's  fire  and  of 
thy  forsaken  mother's  life  to  be  extinguished  together!' 

Hamish  traversed  the  hut  with  an  impatient  and  an- 
gry pace.  '  Mother,'  he  said  at  length, '  concern  not  your- 
self about  such  things.  I  cannot  be  subjected  to  such 
infamy,  for  never  will  I  deserve  it;  and  were  I  threatened 
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with  it,  I  should  know  how  to  die  before  I  was  so  far  dis- 
honoured.' 

'  There  spoke  the  son  of  the  husband  of  my  heart ! '  re- 
plied Elspat;  and  she  changed  the  discourse,  and  seemed 
to  listen  in  melancholy  acquiescence  when  her  son  re- 
minded her  how  short  the  time  was  which  they  were  per- 
mitted to  pass  in  each  other's  society,  and  entreated 
that  it  might  be  spent  without  useless  and  unpleasant 
recollections  respecting  the  circumstances  under  which 
they  must  soon  be  separated. 

Elspat  was  now  satisfied  that  her  son,  with  some  of 
his  father's  other  properties,  preserved  the  haughty  mas- 
culine spirit  which  rendered  it  impossible  to  divert  him 
from  a  resolution  which  he  had  deliberately  adopted. 
She  assumed,  therefore,  an  exterior  of  apparent  sub- 
mission to  their  inevitable  separation;  and  if  she  now 
and  then  broke  out  into  complaints  and  murmurs,  it 
was  either  that  she  could  not  altogether  suppress  the 
natural  impetuosity  of  her  temper,  or  because  she  had  the 
wit  to  consider  that  a  total  and  unreserved  acquiescence 
might  have  seemed  to  her  son  constrained  and  suspicious, 
and  induced  him  to  watch  and  defeat  the  means  by 
which  she  still  hoped  to  prevent  his  leaving  her.  Her 
ardent,  though  selfish,  affection  for  her  son,  incapable 
of  being  qualified  by  a  regard  for  the  true  interests  of  the 
unfortunate  object  of  her  attachment,  resembled  the  in- 
stinctive fondness  of  the  animal  race  for  their  offspring; 
and  diving  Uttle  farther  into  futurity  than  one  of  the 
inferior  creatures,  she  only  felt  that  to  be  separated  from 
Hamish  was  to  die. 

In  the  brief  interval  permitted  them,  Elspat  exhausted 
every  art  which  affection  could  devise  to  render  agree- 
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able  to  him  the  space  which  they  were  apparently  to  spend 
with  each  other.  Her  memory  carried  her  far  back  into 
former  days,  and  her  stores  of  legendary  history,  which 
furnish  at  all  times  a  principal  amusement  of  the  High- 
lander in  his  moments  of  repose,  were  augmented  by  an 
unusual  acquaintance  with  the  songs  of  ancient  bards, 
and  traditions  of  the  most  approved  seannachies  and 
tellers  of  tales.  Her  officious  attentions  to  her  son's  ac- 
commodation, indeed,  were  so  unremitted  as  almost  to 
give  him  pain;  and  he  endeavoured  quietly  to  prevent 
her  from  taking  so  much  personal  toil  in  selecting  the 
blooming  heath  for  his  bed,  or  preparing  the  meal  for  his 
refreshment.  'Let  me  alone,  Hamish,'  she  would  reply 
on  such  occasions;  'you  follow  your  own  wiU  in  depart- 
ing from  your  mother,  let  your  mother  have  hers  in 
doing  what  gives  her  pleasure  while  you  remain.' 

So  much  she  seemed  to  be  reconciled  to  the  arrange- 
ments which  he  had  made  in  her  behalf,  that  she  could 
hear  him  speak  to  her  of  her  removing  to  the  lands  of 
Green  Colin,  as  the  gentleman  was  called  on  whose  es- 
tate he  had  provided  her  an  asylum.  In  truth,  however, 
nothing  could  be  farther  from  her  thoughts.  From  what 
he  had  said  during  their  first  violent  dispute,  Elspat  had 
gathered  that,  if  Hamish  returned  not  by  the  appointed 
time  permitted  by  his  furlough,  he  would  incur  the  hazard 
of  corporal  punishment.  Were  he  placed  within  the  risk  of 
being  thus  dishonoured,  she  was  well  aware  that  he  would 
never  submit  to  the  disgrace,  by  a  return  to  the  regiment 
where  it  might  be  inflicted.  Whether  she  looked  to  any 
farther  probable  consequences  of  her  unhappy  scheme 
cannot  be  known;  but  the  partner  of  MacTavish  Mhor, 
in  all  his  perils  and  wanderings,  was  familiar  with  an 
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hundred  instances  of  resistance  or  escape,  by  which  one 
brave  man,  amidst  a  land  of  rocks,  lakes,  and  mountains, 
dangerous  passes,  and  dark  forests,  might  baffle  the  pur- 
suit of  himdreds.  For  the  future,  therefore,  she  feared 
nothing;  her  sole  engrossing  object  was  to  prevent  her 
son  from  keeping  his  word  with  his  commanding  officer. 

With  this  secret  purpose,  she  evaded  the  proposal 
which  Hamish  repeatedly  made,  that  they  should  set 
out  together  to  take  possession  of  her  new  abode;  and 
she  resisted  it  upon  grounds  apparently  so  natural  to 
her  character  that  her  son  was  neither  alarmed  nor  dis- 
pleased. '  Let  me  not,'  she  said, '  in  the  same  short  week, 
bid  farewell  to  my  only  son  and  to  the  glen  in  which 
I  have  so  long  dwelt.  Let  my  eye,  when  dimmed  with 
weeping  for  thee,  still  look  around,  for  a  while  at  least, 
upon  Loch  Awe  and  on  Ben  Cruachan.' 

Hamish  yielded  the  more  willingly  to  his  mother's 
humour  in  this  particular,  that  one  or  two  persons  who 
resided  in  a  neighbouring  glen,  and  had  given  their  sons 
to  Barcaldine's  levy,  were  also  to  be  provided  for  on  the 
estate  of  the  chieftain,  and  it  was  apparently  settled 
that  Elspat  was  to  take  her  journey  along  with  them 
when  they  should  remove  to  their  new  residence.  Thus, 
Hamish  believed  that  he  had  at  once  indulged  his  moth- 
er's humour  and  ensured  her  safety  and  accommoda- 
tion. But  she  nourished  in  her  mind  very  different 
thoughts  and  projects! 

The  period  of  Hamish's  leave  of  absence  was  fast  ap- 
proaching, and  more  than  once  he  proposed  to  depart, 
in  such  time  as  to  ensure  his  gaining  easily  and  early 
Dunbarton,  the  town  where  were  the  headquarters  of  his 
regiment.  But  still  his  mother's  entreaties,  his  own  natu- 
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ral  disposition  to  linger  among  scenes  long  dear  to  him, 
and,  above  all,  his  firm  reliance  in  his  speed  and  activity, 
induced  him  to  protract  his  departure  till  the  sixth  day, 
being  the  very  last  which  he  could  possibly  afford  to 
spend  with  his  mother,  if  indeed  he  meant  to  comply 
with  the  conditions  of  his  furlough. 


CHAPTER  V 

But  for  your  son,  believe  it  —  oh,  believe  it  — 
Most  dangerously  you  have  with  him  prevailed. 
If  not  most  mortal  to  him. 

Coriclaitus. 

On  the  evening  which  preceded  his  proposed  departure, 
Hamish  walked  down  to  the  river  with  his  fishing-rod, 
to  practise  in  the  Awe,  for  the  last  time,  a  sport  in  which 
he  excelled,  and  to  find,  at  the  same  time,  the  means  for 
making  one  social  meal  with  his  mother  on  something 
better  than  their  ordinary  cheer.  He  was  as  successful 
as  usual,  and  soon  killed  a  fine  salmon.  On  his  return 
homeward  an  incident  befeU  him,  which  he  afterwards 
related  as  ominous,  though  probably  his  heated  imagina- 
tion, joined  to  the  imiversal  turn  of  his  countrymen  for 
the  marvellous,  exaggerated  into  superstitious  import- 
ance some  very  ordinary  and  accidental  circumstance. 
In  the  path  which  he  pursued  homeward,  he  was  sur- 
prised to  observe  a  person,  who,  like  himself,  was  dressed 
and  armed  after  the  old  Highland  fashion.  The  first 
idea  that  struck  him  was,  that  the  passenger  belonged 
to  his  own  corps,  who,  levied  by  government,  and 
bearing  arms  under  royal  authority,  were  not  amenable 
for  breach  of  the  statutes  against  the  use  of  the  Highland 
garb  or  weapons.  But  he  was  struck  on  perceiving,  as  he 
mended  his  pace  to  make  up  to  his  supposed  comrade, 
meaning  to  request  his  company  for  the  next  day's  jour- 
ney, that  the  stranger  wore  a  white  cockade,  the  fatal 
badge  which  was  proscribed  in  the  Highlands.  The  stat- 
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ure  of  the  man  was  tall,  and  there  was  something  shad- 
owy in  the  outline,  which  added  to  his  size;  and  his  mode 
of  motion,  which  rather  resembled  gliding  than  walking, 
impressed  Hamish  with  superstitious  fears  concerning 
the  character  of  the  being  which  thus  passed  before  him 
in  the  twilight.  He  no  longer  strove  to  make  up  to  the 
stranger,  but  contented  himself  with  keeping  him  in 
view,  under  the  superstition  common  to  the  Highlanders, 
that  you  ought  neither  to  intrude  yourself  on  such  super- 
natural apparitions  as  you  may  witness,  nor  avoid  their 
presence,  but  leave  it  to  themselves  to  withhold  or  extend 
their  communication,  as  their  power  may  permit,  or  the 
purpose  of  their  commission  require. 

Upon  an  elevated  knoll  by  the  side  of  the  road,  just 
where  the  pathway  turned  down  to  Elspat's  hut,  the 
stranger  made  a  pause,  and  seemed  to  await  Hamish's 
coming  up.  Hamish,  on  his  part,  seeing  it  was  necessary 
he  shotild  pass  the  object  of  his  suspicion,  mustered  up 
his  courage,  and  approached  the  spot  where  the  stranger 
had  placed  himself,  who  first  pointed  to  Elspat's  hut,  and 
made,  with  arm  and  head,  a  gesture  prohibiting  Ham- 
ish to  approach  it,  then  stretched  his  hand  to  the  road 
which  led  to  the  southward,  with  a  motion  which  seemed 
to  enjoin  his  instant  departure  in  that  direction.  In  a 
moment  afterwards  the  plaided  form  was  gone — Hamish 
did  not  exactly  say  vanished,  because  there  were  rocks 
and  stunted  trees  enough  to  have  concealed  him;  but  it 
was  his  own  opinion  that  he  had  seen  the  spirit  of  Mac- 
Tavish  Mhor,  warning  him  to  commence  his  instant 
journey  to  Dimbarton,  without  waiting  till  morning,  or 
again  visiting  his  mother's  hut. 

In  fact,  so  many  accidents  might  arise  to  delay  his 
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journey,  especially  where  there  were  many  ferries,  that 
it  became  his  settled  purpose,  though  he  could  not  depart 
without  bidding  his  mother  adieu,  that  he  neither  could 
nor  would  abide  longer  than  for  that  object;  and  that 
the  first  glimpse  of  next  day's  sua  should  see  him  many 
miles  advanced  towards  Dimbarton.  He  descended  the 
path,  therefore,  and  entering  the  cottage,  he  communi- 
cated in  a  hasty  and  troubled  voice,  which  indicated 
mental  agitation,  his  determination  to  take  his  instant 
departure.  Somewhat  to  his  surprise,  Elspat  appeared 
not  to  combat  his  purpose,  but  she  urged  him  to  take 
some  refreshment  ere  he  left  her  for  ever.  He  did  so 
hastily,  and  in  silence,  thinking  on  the  approaching 
separation,  and  scarce  yet  believing  it  would  take  place 
without  a  final  struggle  with  his  mother's  fondness.  To 
his  surprise,  she  filled  the  quaigh  with  liquor  for  his  part- 
ing cup. 

'Go,'  she  said,  'my  son,  since  such  is  thy  settled  pur- 
pose; but  first  stand  once  more  on  thy  mother's  hearth, 
the  flame  on  which  will  be  extinguished  long  ere  thy  foot 
shall  again  be  placed  there.' 

'To  your  health,  mother!'  said  Hamish,  'and  may  we 
meet  again  in  happiness,  in  spite  of  your  ominous  words.' 

'It  were  better  not  to  part,'  said  his  mother,  watching 
him  as  he  quaffed  the  liquor,  of  which  he  would  have  held 
it  ominous  to  have  left  a  drop. 

'And  now,'  she  said,  muttering  the  words  to  herself, 
'go  —  if  thou  canst  go.' 

'Mother,'  said  Hamish,  as  he  replaced  on  the  table  the 
empty  quaigh,  'thy  drink  is  pleasant  to  the  taste,  but 
it  takes  away  the  strength  which  it  ought  to  give.' 

'Such  is  its  first  effect,  my  son,'  replied  Elspat;  'but 
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lie  down  upon  that  soft  leather  couch,  shut  your  eyes  but 
for  a  moment,  and,  in  the  sleep  of  an  hour,  you  shall  have 
more  refreshment  than  in  the  ordinary  repose  of  three 
whole  nights,  could  they  be  blended  into  one.' 

'Mother,'  said  Hamish,  upon  whose  brain  the  potion 
was  now  taking  rapid  effect,  'give  me  my  bonnet,  I  must 
kiss  you  and  begone;  yet  it  seems  as  if  my  feet  were 
nailed  to  the  floor.' 

'Indeed,'  said  his  mother,  'you  will  be  instantly  well, 
if  you  will  sit  down  for  half  an  hour  —  but  half  an  hour; 
it  is  eight  hours  to  dawn,  and  dawn  were  time  enough 
for  your  father's  son  to  begin  such  a  journey.' 

'I  must  obey  you,  mother — I  feel  I  must,'  said  Ham- 
ish, inarticulately;  'but  call  me  when  the  moon  rises.' 

He  sat  down  on  the  bed,  reclined  back,  and  almost  in- 
stantly was  fast  asleep.  With  the  throbbing  glee  of  one 
who  has  brought  to  an  end  a  difficult  and  troublesome 
enterprise,  Elspat  proceeded  tenderly  to  arrange  the 
plaid  of  the  imconscious  slumberer,  to  whom  her  extrava- 
gant affection  was  doomed  to  be  so  fatal,  expressing, 
while  busied  in  her  office,  her  delight  in  tones  of  mingled 
tenderness  and  triumph.  'Yes,'  she  said,  'calf  of  my 
heart,  the  moon  shall  arise  and  set  to  thee,  and  so  shall 
the  sun ;  but  not  to  light  thee  from  the  land  of  thy  fathers, 
or  tempt  thee  to  serve  the  foreign  prince  or  the  feudal 
enemy.  To  no  son  of  Dermid  shall  I  be  delivered,  to  be 
fed  like  a  bondswoman;  but  he  who  is  my  pleasure  and 
my  pride  shall  be  my  guard  and  my  protector.  They  say 
the  Highlands  are  changed;  but  I  see  Ben  Cruachan  rear 
his  crest  as  high  as  ever  into  the  evening  sky,  no  one 
hath  yet  herded  his  kine  on  the  depth  of  Loch  Awe,  and 
yonder  oak  does  not  yet  bend  like  a  willow.  The  chiU 
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dren  of  the  mountains  will  be  such  as  their  fathers,  until 
the  mountains  themselves  shall  be  levelled  with  the 
strath.  In  these  wild  forests,  which  used  to  support  thou- 
sands of  the  brave,  there  is  still  surely  subsistence  and 
refuge  left  for  one  aged  woman  and  one  gallant  youth,  of 
the  ancient  race  and  the  ancient  manners;' 

While  the  misjudging  mother  thus  exulted  in  the  suc- 
cess of  her  stratagem,  we  may  mention  to  the  reader, 
that  it  was  founded  on  the  acquaintance  with  drugs  and 
simples  which  Elspat,  accomphshed  in  all  things  belong- 
ing to  the  wild  life  which  she  had  led,  possessed  in  an 
imcommon  degree,  and  which  she  exercised  for  various 
purposes.  With  the  herbs,  which  she  knew  how  to  se- 
lect as  well  as  how  to  distil,  she  could  reUeve  more  dis- 
eases than  a  regular  medical  person  could  easily  believe. 
She  applied  some  to  dye  the  bright  colours  of  the  tartan, 
from  others  she  compoimded  draughts  of  various  powers, 
and  unhappily  possessed  the  secret  of  one  which  was 
strongly  soporific.  Upon  the  effects  of  this  last  concoc- 
tion, as  the  reader  doubtless  has  anticipated,  she  reck- 
oned with  security  on  delaying  Hamish  beyond  the 
period  for  which  his  return  was  appointed;  and  she 
trusted  to  his  horror  for  the  apprehended  punishment 
to  which  he  was  thus  rendered  liable  to  prevent  him 
from  returning  at  all. 

Sound  and  deep,  beyond  natural  rest,  was  the  sleep 
of  Hamish  MacTavish  on  that  eventful  evening,  but 
not  such  the  repose  of  his  mother.  Scarce  did  she  close 
her  eyes  from  time  to  time,  but  she  awakened  again  with 
a  start,  in  the  terror  that  her  son  had  arisen  and  de- 
parted; and  it  was  only  on  approaching  his  couch,  and 
hearing  his  deep-drawn  and  regular  breathing,  that  she 
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reassured  herself  of  the  security  of  the  repose  in  which 
he  was  plunged. 

Still,  dawning,  she  feared,  might  awaken  him,  not- 
withstanding the  unusual  strength  of  the  potion  with 
which  she  had  drugged  his  cup.  If  there  remained  a  hope 
of  mortal  man  accomplishing  the  journey,  she  was  aware 
that  Hamish  would  attempt  it,  though  he  were  to  die 
from  fatigue  upon  the  road.  Animated  by  this  new  fear, 
she  studied  to  exclude  the  light,  by  stopping  aU  the 
crannies  and  crevices  through  which,  rather  than  through 
any  regular  entrance,  the  morning  beams  might  find 
access  to  her  miserable  dwelling;  and  this  in  order  to 
detain  amid  its  wants  and  wretchedness  the  being  on 
whom,  if  the  world  itself  had  been  at  her  disposal,  she 
would  have  joyfuUy  conferred  it. 

Her  pains  were  bestowed  xmnecessarily.  The  sun  rose 
high  above  the  heavens,  and  not  the  fleetest  stag  in 
Breadalbane,  were  the  hounds  at  his  heels,  could  have 
sped,  to  save  his  life,  so  fast  as  would  have  been  necessary 
to  keep  Hamish's  appointment.  Her  purpose  was  fully 
attained:  her  son's  return  within  the  period  assigned  was 
impossible.  She  deemed  it  equally  impossible  that  he 
would  ever  dream  of  returning,  standing,  as  he  must 
now  do,  in  the  danger  of  an  infamous  punishment.  By 
degrees,  and  at  different  times,  she  had  gained  from  him 
a  full  acquaintance  with  the  predicament  in  which  he 
would  be  placed  by  failing  to  appear  on  the  day  ap- 
pointed, and  the  very  small  hope  he  could  entertain  of 
being  treated  with  lenity. 

It  is  well  known,  that  the  great  and  wise  Earl  of  Chat- 
ham prided  himself  on  the  scheme  by  which  he  drew  to- 
gether for  the  defence  of  the  colonies  those  hardy  High- 
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landers,  who,  until  his  time,  had  been  the  objects  of 
doubt,  fear,  and  suspicion  on  the  part  of  each  successive 
administration.  But  some  obstacles  occurred,  from  the 
peculiar  habits  and  temper  of  this  people,  to  the  execu- 
tion of  his  patriotic  project.  By  nature  and  habit,  every 
Highlander  was  accustomed  to  the  use  of  arms,  but  at 
the  same  time  totally  xmaccustomed  to,  and  impatient  of, 
the  restraints  imposed  by  discipUne  upon  regular  troops. 
They  were  a  species  of  militia,  who  had  no  conception  of 
a  camp  as  their  only  home.  If  a  battle  was  lost,  they 
dispersed  to  save  themselves,  and  look  out  for  the  safety 
of  their  famiUes;  if  won,  they  went  back  to  their  glens  to 
hoard  up  their  booty,  and  attend  to  their  cattle  and  their 
farms.  This  privilege  of  going  and  coming  at  pleasure 
they  would  not  be  deprived  of  even  by  their  chiefs,  whose 
authority  was  in  most  other  respects  so  despotic.  It 
followed  as  a  matter  of  course  that  the  new-levied 
Highland  recruits  could  scarce  be  made  to  comprehend 
the  nature  of  a  miUtary  engagement  which  compelled 
a  man  to  serve  in  the  army  longer  than  he  pleased;  and 
perhaps,  in  many  instances,  sufficient  care  was  not  taken 
at  enhsting  to  explain  to  them  the  permanency  of  the 
engagement  which  they  came  under,  lest  such  a  dis- 
closure should  induce  them  to  change  their  mind.  De- 
sertions were  therefore  become  numerous  from  the 
newly-raised  regiment,  and  the  veteran  general  who  com- 
manded at  Dunbarton  saw  no  better  way  of  checking 
them  than  by  causing  an  vmusually  severe  example  to 
be  made  of  a  deserter  from  an  English  corps.  The  young 
Highland  regiment  was  obhged  to  attend  upon  the  pun- 
ishment, which  struck  a  people  peculiarly  jealous  of 
personal  honour  with  equal  horror  and  disgust,  and  not 
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unnaturally  indisposed  some  of  them  to  the  service.  The 
old  general,  however,  who  had  been  regularly  bred  in  the 
German  wars,  stuck  to  his  own  opinion,  and  gave  out  in 
orders  that  the  first  Highlander  who  might  either  desert 
or  fail  to  appear  at  the  expiry  of  his  furlough  should  be 
brought  to  the  halberds,  and  punished  like  the  culprit 
whom  they  had  seen  in  that  condition.  No  man  doubted 
that  General would  keep  his  word  rigorously  when- 
ever severity  was  required;  and  Elspat,  therefore,  knew 
that  her  son,  when  he  perceived  that  due  compliance 
with  his  orders  was  impossible,  must  at  the  same  time 
consider  the  degrading  punishment  denounced  against 
his  defection  as  inevitable,  should  he  place  himself 
within  the  general's  power.^ 

When  noon  was  well  passed,  new  apprehensions  came 
on  the  mind  of  the  lonely  woman.  Her  son  still  slept 
under  the  influence  of  the  draught;  but  what  if,  beiag 
stronger  than  she  had  ever  known  it  administered,  his 
health  or  his  reason  should  be  affected  by  its  potency? 
For  the  first  time,  likewise,  notwithstanding  her  high 
ideas  on  the  subject  of  parental  authority,  she  began  to 
dread  the  resentment  of  her  son,  whom  her  heart  told 
her  she  had  wronged.  Of  late,  she  had  observed  that 
his  temper  was  less  docile,  and  his  determinations,  es- 
pecially upon  this  late  occasion  of  his  enlistment,  inde- 
pendently formed,  and  then  boldly  carried  through.  She 
remembered  the  stern  wilfulness  of  his  father,  when  he 
accounted  himself  ill-used,  and  began  to  dread  that 
Hamish,  upon  finding  the  deceit  she  had  put  upon  him, 
might  resent  it  even  to  the  extent  of  casting  her  off/  and 
pursuing  his  own  course  through  the  world  alone.  Such 

'  See  Note  33. 
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were  the  alarming  and  yet  the  reasonable  apprehensions 
which  began  to  crowd  upon  the  unfortunate  woman,  after 
the  apparent  success  of  her  ill-advised  stratagem. 

It  was  near  evening  when  Hamish  first  awoke,  and 
then  he  was  far  from  being  in  the  full  possession  either 
of  his  mental  or  bodily  powers.  From  his  vague  expres- 
sions and  disordered  pulse,  Elspat  at  first  experienced 
much  apprehension;  but  she  used  such  expedients  as  her 
medical  knowledge  suggested;  and  in  the  course  of  the 
night  she  had  the  satisfaction  to  see  him  sink  once  more 
into  a  deep  sleep,  which  probably  carried  off  the  greater 
part  of  the  effects  of  the  drug,  for  about  sunrising  she 
heard  him  arise  and  call  to  her  for  his  bonnet.  This  she 
had  purposely  removed,  from  a  fear  that  he  might 
awaken  and  depart  in  the  night-time,  without  her 
knowledge. 

'My  bonnet  —  my  bonnet,'  cried  Hamish;  'it  is  time 
to  take  farewell.  Mother,  your  drink  was  too  strong. 
The  sun  is  up;  but  with  the  next  morning  I  will  still  see 
the  double  summit  of  the  ancient  dun.  My  bonnet  — 
my  bonnet!  mother,  I  must  be  instant  in  my  departure.' 
These  expressions  made  it  plain  that  poor  Hamish  was 
imconscious  that  two  nights  and  a  day  had  passed  since 
he  had  drained  the  fatal  quaigh,  and  Elspat  had  now  to 
venture  on  what  she  felt  as  the  almost  perilous,  as  well 
as  painful,  task  of  explaining  her  machinations. 

'Forgive  me,  my  son,'  she  said,  approaching  Hamish, 
and  taking  him  by  the  hand  with  an  air  of  deferential 
awe,  which  perhaps  she  had  not  always  used  to  his 
father,  even  when  in  his  moody  fits. 

'Forgive  you,  mother  —  for  what?'  said  Hamish, 
laughing;  'for  giving  me  a  dram  that  was  too  strong,  and 
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which  my  head  still  feels  this  morning,  or  for  hiding  my 
bonnet  to  keep  me  an  instant  longer?  Nay,  do  you  for- 
give me.  Give  me  the  bonnet,  and  let  that  be  done 
which  now  must  be  done.  Give  me  my  bonnet,  or  I  go 
without  it;  surely  I  am  not  to  be  delayed  by  so  trifling  a 
want  as  that  —  I,  who  have  gone  for  years  with  only  a 
strap  of  deer's  hide  to  tie  back  my  hair.  Trifle  not,  but 
give  it  me,  or  I  must  go  bareheaded,  since  to  stay  is 
impossible.' 

'My  son,'  said  Elspat,  keeping  fast  hold  of  his  hand, 
'what  is  done  cannot  be  recalled:  could  you  borrow  the 
wings  of  yonder  eagle,  you  would  arrive  at  the  dun  too 
late  for  what  you  purpose  —  too  soon  for  what  awaits 
you  there.  You  believe  you  see  the  sun  rising  for  the 
first  time  since  you  have  seen  him  set,  but  yesterday 
beheld  him  climb  Ben  Cruachan,  though  your  eyes  were 
closed  to  his  light.' 

Hamish  cast  upon  his  mother  a  wild  glance  of  extreme 
terror,  then  instantly  recovering  himself,  said,  'I  am  no 
child  to  be  cheated  out  of  my  pvupose  by  such  tricks  as 
these.  Farewell,  mother,  each  moment  is  worth  a  life- 
time.' 

'Stay,'  she  said,  'my  dear  —  my  deceived  son!  rush 
not  on  infamy  and  rxiin.  Yonder  I  see  the  priest  upon 
the  highroad  on  his  white  horse;  ask  him  the  day  of  the 
month  and  week  —  let  him  decide  between  us.' 

With  the  speed  of  an  eagle,  Hamish  darted  up  the 
acclivity,  and  stood  by  the  minister  of  Glenorquhy,  who 
was  pacing  out  thus  early  to  administer  consolation  to  a 
distressed  family  near  Bimawe. 

The  good  man  was  somewhat  startled  to  behold  an 
armed  Highlander,  then  so  imusual  a  sight,  and  appar- 
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ently  much  agitated,  stop  his  horse  by  the  bridle,  and 
ask  him  vdth  a  faltering  voice  the  day  of  the  week  and 
month.  '  Had  you  been  where  you  should  have  been  yes- 
terday, young  man,'  replied  the  clergyman,  'you  would 
have  known  that  it  was  God's  Sabbath;  and  that  this  is 
Monday,  the  second  day  of  the  week,  and  twenty-first 
of  the  month.' 

'And  this  is  true?'  said  Hamish. 

'As  true,'  answered  the  surprised  minister,  *as  that  I 
yesterday  preached  the  Word  of  God  to  this  parish. 
What  ails  you,  yoimg  man?  are  you  sick?  are  you  in  your 
right  mind? ' 

Hamish  made  no  answer,  only  repeated  to  himself  the 
first  expression  of  the  clergyman  — '  Had  you  been  where 
you  should  have  been  yesterday';  and  so  sajnng,  he  let 
go  the  bridle,  turned  from  the  road,  and  descended  the 
path  towards  the  hut,  with  the  look  and  pace  of  one 
who  was  going  to  execution.  The  minister  looked  after 
him  with  surprise;  but  although  he  knew  the  inhabitant 
of  the  hovel,  the  character  of  Elspat  had  not  invited 
him  to  open  any  communication  with  her,  because  she 
was  generally  reputed  a  Papist,  or  rather  one  indi£ferent 
to  all  religion  except  some  superstitious  observances 
which  had  been  handed  down  from  her  parents.  On 
Hamish  the  Reverend  Mr.  Tyrie  had  bestowed  instruc- 
tions when  he  was  occasionally  thrown  in  his  way,  and 
if  the  seed  fell  among  the  brambles  and  thorns  of  a  wild 
and  imoiltivated  disposition,  it  had  not  yet  been  entirely 
checked  or  destroyed.  There  was  something  so  ghastly 
in  the  present  expression  of  the  youth's  features,  that 
the  good  man  was  tempted  to  go  down  to  the  hovel,  and 
inquire  whether  any  distress  had  befallen  the  inhabi- 
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tants,  in  which  his  presence  might  be  consoling  and  his 
ministry  useful.  Unhappily  he  did  not  persevere  in  this 
resolution,  which  might  have  saved  a  great  misfortune, 
as  he  would  have  probably  become  a  mediator  for  the 
unfortunate  young  man;  but  a  recollection  of  the  wild 
moods  of  such  Highlanders  as  had  been  educated  after 
the  old  fashion  of  the  country  prevented  his  interesting 
himself  in  the  widow  and  son  of  the  far-dreaded  robber 
MacTavish  Mhor;  and  he  thus  missed  an  opportunity, 
which  he  afterwards  sorely  repented,  of  doing  much 
good. 

When  Hamish  MacTavish  entered  his  mother's  hut, 
it  was  only  to  throw  himself  on  the  bed  he  had  left,  and 
exclaiming, '  Undone  —  undone ! '  to  give  vent,  in  cries  of 
grief  and  anger,  to  his  deep  sense  of  the  deceit  which 
had  been  practised  on  him,  and  of  the  cruel  predicament 
to  which  he  was  reduced. 

Elspat  was  prepared  for  the  first  explosion  of  her  son's 
passion,  and  said  to  herself, '  It  is  but  the  moimtain  tor- 
rent, swelled  by  the  thunder-shower.  Let  us  sit  and  rest 
us  by  the  bank;  for  all  its  present  tumult,  the  time  will 
soon  come  when  we  may  pass  it  dryshod.'  She  suffered 
his  complaints  and  his  reproaches,  which  were,  even  in 
the  midst  of  his  agony,  respectful  and  affectionate,  to 
die  away  without  returning  any  answer;  and  when,  at 
length,  having  exhausted  all  the  exclamations  of  sorrow 
which  his  language,  copious  in  expressing  the  feelings  of 
the  heart,  affords  to  the  sufferer,  he  sunk  into  a  gloomy 
silence,  she  suffered  the  interval  to  continue  near  an 
hour  ere  she  approached  her  son's  couch. 

'And  now,'  she  said  at  length,  with  a  voice  in  which 
the  authority  of  the  mother  was  qualified  by  her  tender- 

390 


THE  HIGHLAND  WIDOW 

ness, '  have  you  exhausted  your  idle  sorrows,  and  are  you 
able  to  place  what  you  have  gained  agamst  what  you 
have  lost?  Is  the  false  son  of  Dermid  your  brother,  or 
the  father  of  your  tribe,  that  you  weep  because  you  can- 
not bind  yourself  to  his  belt,  and  become  one  of  those 
who  must  do  his  bidding?  Could  you  find  in  yonder 
distant  coimtry  the  lakes  and  the  mountains  that  you 
leave  behind  you  here?  Can  you  hunt  the  deer  of  Bread- 
albane  in  the  forests  of  America,  or  will  the  ocean  afford 
you  the  silver-scaled  sahnon  of  the  Awe?  Consider,  then, 
what  is  your  loss,  and,  like  a  wise  man,  set  it  against 
what  you  have  won.' 

'I  have  lost  all,  mother,'  replied  Hamish,  'since  I  have 
broken  my  word  and  lost  my  honour.  I  might  tell  my 
tale,  but  who  —  oh,  who  would  believe  me?'  The 
unfortimate  yoimg  man  again  clasped  his  hands  to- 
gether, and,  pressing  them  to  his  forehead,  hid  his  face 
upon  the  bed. 

Elspat  was  now  really  alarmed,  and  perhaps  wished 
the  fatal  deceit  had  been  left  tinattempted.  She  had  no 
hope  or  refuge  saving  in  the  eloquence  of  persuasion, 
of  which  she  possessed  no  small  share,  though  her  total 
ignorance  of  the  world  as  it  actually  existed  rendered  its 
energy  unavailing.  She  urged  her  son,  by  every  tender 
epithet  which  a  parent  could  bestow,  to  take  care  for  his 
own  safety. 

'Leave  me,'  she  said,  'to  baffle  your  pursuers.  I  will 
save  your  life  —  I  will  save  your  honour.  I  wUl  tell  them 
that  my  fair-haired  Hamish  fell  from  the  "corrie  dhu" 
(black  precipice)  into  the  gulf,  of  which  human  eye  never 
beheld  the  bottom.  I  will  tell  them  this,  and  I  will  fling 
your  plaid  on  the  thorns  which  grow  on  the  brink  of  the 
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precipice,  that  they  may  beheve  my  words.  They  will 
beKeve,  and  they  will  return  to  the  dun  of  the  double- 
crest;  for  though  the  Saxon  drum  can  call  the  living  to 
die,  it  cannot  recall  the  dead  to  their  slavish  standard. 
Then  will  we  travel  together  far  northward  to  the  salt 
lakes  of  Kintail,  and  place  glens  and  moimtains  betwixt 
us  and  the  sons  of  Dermid.  We  will  visit  the  shores  of 
the  dark  lake,  and  my  kinsmen  —  for  was  not  my 
mother  of  the  children  of  Kenneth,  and  will  they  not 
remember  us  with  the  old  love?  —  my  kinsmen  will 
receive  us  with  the  affection  of  the  olden  time,  which 
lives  in  those  distant  glens,  where  the  Gael  still  dwell  in 
their  nobleness,  unmingled  with  the  churl  Saxons,  or 
with  the  base  brood  that  are  their  tools  and  their  slaves.' 
The  energy  of  the  language,  somewhat  allied  to  hyper- 
bole, even  in  its  most  ordinary  expressions,  now  seemed 
almost  too  weak  to  afford  Elspat  the  means  of  bringing 
out  the  splendid  picture  which  she  presented  to  her  son 
of  the  land  in  which  she  proposed  to  him  to  take  refuge. 
Yet  the  colours  were  few  with  which  she  could  paint  her 
Highland  paradise.  'The  hills,'  she  said,  'were  higher 
and  more  magnificent  than  those  of  Breadalbane;  Ben 
Cruachan  was  but  a  dwarf  to  Skooroora.  The  lakes  were 
broader  and  larger,  and  abounded  not  only  with  fish, 
but  with  the  enchanted  and  amphibious  animal  which 
gives  oil  to  the  lamp.^  The  deer  were  larger  and  more 
numerous;  the  white-tusked  boar,  the  chase  of  which 
the  brave  loved  best,  was  yet  to  be  roused  in  those  west- 
ern solitudes;  the  men  were  nobler,  wiser,  and  stronger 
than  the  degenerate  brood  who  lived  imder  the  Saxon 
banner.  The  daughters  of  the  land  were  beautiful,  with 
'  The  seals  are  considered  by  the  Highlanders  as  enchanted  princes. 
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blue  eyes  and  fair  hair,  and  bosoms  of  snow,  and  out 
of  these  she  would  choose  a  wife  for  Hamish,  of  blameless 
descent,  spotless  fame,  fixed  and  true  affection,  who 
should  be  in  their  summer  bothy  as  a  beam  of  the  sun, 
and  in  their  winter  abode  as  the  warmth  of  the  needful 
fire.' 

Such  were  the  topics  with  which  Elspat  strove  to 
soothe  the  despair  of  her  son,  and  to  determine  him,  if 
possible,  to  leave  the  fatal  spot,  on  which  he  seemed 
resolved  to  linger.  The  style  of  her  rhetoric  was  poetical, 
but  in  other  respects  resembled  that  which,  like  other 
fond  mothers,  she  had  lavished  on  Hamish  while  a  child 
or  a  boy,  in  order  to  gain  his  consent  to  do  something  he 
had  no  mind  to ;  and  she  spoke  louder,  qxiicker,  and  more 
earnestly,  in  proportion  as  she  began  to  despair  of  her 
words  carrying  conviction. 

On  the  mind  of  Hamish  her  eloquence  made  no  im- 
pression. He  knew  far  better  than  she  did  the  actual 
situation  of  the  country,  and  was  sensible  that,  though 
it  might  be  possible  to  hide  himself  as  a  fugitive  among 
more  distant  mountains,  there  was  now  no  comer  in  the 
Highlands  in  which  his  father's  profession  could  be 
practised,  even  if  he  had  not  adopted,  from  the  improved 
ideas  of  the  time  when  he  lived,  the  opinion  that  the 
trade  of  the  cateran  was  no  longer  the  road  to  honour 
and  distinction.  Her  words  were  therefore  poured  into 
regardless  ears,  and  she  exhausted  herself  in  vain  in  the 
attempt  to  paint  the  regions  of  her  mother's  kinsmen  in 
such  terms  as  might  tempt  Hamish  to  accompany  her 
thither.  She  spoke  for  hours,  but  she  spoke  in  vain. 
She  could  extort  no  answer  save  groans,  and  sighs,  and 
ejaculations  expressing  the  extremity  of  despair. 
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At  length,  starting  on  her  feet,  and  changing  the 
monotonous  tone  in  which  she  had  chanted,  as  it  were, 
the  praises  of  the  province  of  refuge  into  the  short,  stem 
language  of  eager  passion  —  'I  am  a  fool,'  she  said,  'to 
spend  my  words  upon  an  idle,  poor-spirited,  unintelli- 
gent boy,  who  crouches  like  a  hound  to  the  lash.  Wait 
here,  and  receive  your  taskmasters,  and  abide  your 
chastisement  at  their  hands;  but  do  not  think  your 
mother's  eyes  will  behold  it.  I  could  not  see  it  and  live. 
My  eyes  have  looked  often  upon  death,  but  never  upon 
dishonour.  Farewell,  Hamish!  We  never  meet  again.' 
She  dashed  from  the  hut  like  a  lapwing,  and  perhaps  for 
the  moment  actually  entertained  the  purpose  which  she 
expressed,  of  parting  with  her  son  for  ever. 

A  fearfiil  sight  she  would  have  been  that  evening  to 
any  who  might  have  met  her  wandering  through  the 
wilderness  like  a  restless  spirit,  and  speaking  to  herself 
in  language  which  will  endure  no  translation.  She  ram- 
bled for  hours,  seeking  rather  than  shuiming  the  most 
dangerous  paths.  The  precarious  track  through  the 
morass,  the  dizzy  path  along  the  edge  of  the  precipice, 
or  by  the  banks  of  the  gulfing  river,  were  the  roads  which, 
far  from  avoiding,  she  sought  with  eagerness,  and  trav- 
ersed with  reckless  haste.  But  the  courage  arising  from 
despair  was  the  means  of  saving  the  life  which  (though 
deliberate  suicide  was  rarely  practised  in  the  Highlands) 
she  was  perhaps  desirous  of  terminating.  Her  step  on  the 
verge  of  the  precipice  was  firm  as  that  of  the  wild  goat. 
Her  eye,  in  that  state  of  excitation,  was  so  keen  as  to 
discern,  even  amid  darkness,  the  perils  which  noon 
would  not  have  enabled  a  stranger  to  avoid. 

Elspat's  course  was  not  directly  forward,  else  she  had 
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soon  been  far  from  the  bothy  in  which  she  had  left  her 
son.  It  was  circuitous,  for  that  hut  was  the  centre  to 
which  her  heartstrings  were  chained,  and  though  she 
wandered  around  it,  she  felt  it  impossible  to  leave  the 
vicinity.  With  the  first  beams  of  morning,  she  returned 
to  the  hut.  Awhile  she  paused  at  the  wattled  door,  as  if 
ashamed  that  lingering  fondness  should  have  brought 
her  back  to  the  spot  which  she  had  left  with  the  purpose 
of  never  returning;  but  there  was  yet  more  of  fear  and 
anxiety  in  her  hesitation  —  of  anxiety,  lest  her  fair- 
haired  son  had  suffered  from  the  effects  of  her  potion;  of 
fear,  lest  his  enemies  had  come  upon  him  in  the  night. 
She  opened  the  door  of  the  hut  gently,  and  entered  with 
noiseless  step.  Exhausted  with  his  sorrow  and  anxiety, 
and  not  entirely  relieved,  perhaps,  from  the  influence  of 
the  powerful  opiate,  Hamish  Bean  again  slept  the  stern 
soimd  sleep  by  which  the  Indians  are  said  to  be  over- 
come during  the  interval  of  their  torments.  His  mother 
was  scarcely  sure  that  she  actually  discerned  his  form  on 
the  bed,  scarce  certain  that  her  ear  caught  the  sound  of 
his  breathing.  With  a  throbbing  heart,  Elspat  went  to 
the  fireplace  in  the  centre  of  the  hut,  where  slumbered, 
covered  with  a  piece  of  turf,  the  glimmering  embers  of 
the  fire,  never  extinguished  on  a  Scottish  hearth  until 
the  indwellers  leave  the  mansion  for  ever. 

'Feeble  greishogh,'  she  said,  as  she  lighted,  by  the  help 
of  a  match,  a  spKnter  of  bog-pine  which  was  to  serve  the 
place  of  a  candle  —  'weak  greishogh,  soon  shalt  thou 
be  put  out  for  ever,  and  may  Heaven  grant  that  the 
life  of  Elspat  MacTavish  have  no  longer  duration  than 
thine!' 

While  she  spoke,  she  raised  the  blazing  light  towards 
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the  bed,  on  which  lay  still  the  prostrate  limbs  of  her  son, 
in  a  posture  that  left  it  doubtful  whether  he  slept  or 
swooned.  As  she  advanced  towards  him,  the  light 
flashed  upon  his  eyes;  he  started  up  in  an  instant,  made 
a  stride  forward  with  his  naked  dirk  in  his  hand,  like  a 
man  armed  to  meet  a  mortal  enemy,  and  exclaimed, 
'Stand  off!  —  on  thy  life,  stand  off!' 

'  It  is  the  word  and  the  action  of  my  husband,'  answered 
Elspat ; '  and  I  know  by  his  speech  and  his  step  the  son  of 
MacTavish  Mhor.' 

'Mother,'  said  Hamish,  relapsing  from  his  tone  of 
desperate  firmness  into  one  of  melancholy  expostulation 
—  'oh,  dearest  mother,  wherefore  have  you  returned 
hither?' 

'Ask  why  the  hind  comes  back  to  the  fawn,'  said 
Elspat — 'why  the  cat  of  the  mountain  returns  to  her 
lodge  and  her  young.  Know  you,  Hamish,  that  the  heart 
of  the  mother  only  lives  in  the  bosom  of  the  child.' 

'  Then  will  it  soon  cease  to  throb,'  said  Hamish, '  unless 
it  can  beat  within  a  bosom  that  lies  beneath  the  turf. 
Mother,  do  not  blame  me;  if  I  weep,  it  is  not  for  my- 
self but  for  you,  for  my  sufferings  will  soon  be  over; 
but  yoiurs — O,  who  but  Heaven  shall  set  a  boundary 
to  them!' 

Elspat  shuddered  and  stepped  backward,  but  almost 
instantly  resumed  her  firm  and  upright  position  and  her 
dauntless  bearing. 

'I  thought  thou  wert  a  man  but  even  now,'  she  said, 
'and  thou  art  again  a  child.  Hearken  to  me  yet,  and  let 
us  leave  this  place  together.  Have  I  done  thee  wrong  or 
injury?  if  so,  yet  do  not  avenge  it  so  cruelly.  See,  Elspat 
MacTavish,  who  never  kneeled  before  even  to  a  priest, 
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falls  prostrate  before  her  own  son,  and  craves  his  for- 
giveness.' And  at  once  she  threw  herself  on  her  knees 
before  the  young  man,  seized  on  his  hand,  and  kissing  it 
an  h-undred  times,  repeated  as  often,  in  heart-breaking 
accents,  the  most  earnest  entreaties  for  forgiveness. 
'Pardon,'  she  exclaimed— 'pardon,  for  the  sake  of  your 
father's  ashes  —  pardon,  for  the  sake  of  the  pain  with 
which  I  bore  thee,  the  care  with  which  I  nurtured  thee! 
Hear  it,  Heaven,  and  behold  it,  earth  — the  mother 
asks  pardon  of  her  child,  and  she  is  refused!' 

It  was  in  vain  that  Hamish  endeavoured  to  stem  this 
tide  of  passion,  by  assuring  his  mother,  with  the  most 
solemn  asseverations,  that  he  forgave  entirely  the  fatal 
deceit  which  she  had  practised  upon  him. 

'Empty  words,'  she  said  —  'idle  protestations,  which 
are  but  used  to  hide  the  obduracy  of  your  resentment. 
Would  you  have  me  believe  you,  then  leave  the  hut  this 
instant,  and  retire  from  a  country  which  every  hour 
renders  more  dangerous.  Do  this,  and  I  may  think  you 
have  forgiven  me ;  refuse  it,  and  again  I  call  on  moon  and 
stars,  Heaven  and  earth,  to  witness  the  unrelenting  re- 
sentment with  which  you  prosecute  your  mother  for  a 
fault  which,  if  it  be  one,  arose  out  of  love  to  you.' 

'Mother,'  said  Hamish,  'on  this  subject  you  move  me 
not.  I  will  fly  before  no  man.  If  Barcaldine  should  send 
every  Gael  that  is  under  his  banner,  here  and  in  this 
place  will  I  abide  them;  and  when  you  bid  me  fly,  you 
may  as  well  command  yonder  mountain  to  be  loosened 
from  its  foundations.  Had  I  been  sure  of  the  road  by 
which  they  are  coming  hither,  I  had  spared  them  the 
pains  of  seeking  me;  but  I  might  go  by  the  mountain, 
while  they  perchance  came  by  the  lake.  Here  I  will  abide 

397 


WAVERLEY  NOVELS 

my  fate;  nor  is  there  in  Scotland  a  voice  of  power  enough 
to  bid  me  stir  from  hence,  and  be  obeyed.' 

'Here,  then,  I  also  stay,'  said  Elspat,  rising  up  and 
speaking  with  assumed  composure.  'I  have  seen  my 
husband's  death;  my  eyelids  shall  not  grieve  to  look  on 
the  fall  of  my  son.  But  MacTavish  Mhor  died  as  became 
the  brave,  with  his  good  sword  in  his  right  hand;  my  son 
will  perish  like  the  bullock  that  is  driven  to  the  shambles 
by  the  Saxon  owner  who  has  bought  him  for  a  price.' 

'Mother,'  said  the  unhappy  young  man,  'you  have 
taken  my  life  —  to  that  you  have  a  right,  for  you  gave 
it ;  but  touch  not  my  honour.  It  came  to  me  from  a  brave 
train  of  ancestors,  and  should  be  sullied  neither  by  man's 
deed  nor  woman's  speech.  What  I  shall  do,  perhaps  I 
myself  yet  know  not;  but  tempt  me  no  further  by  re- 
proachful words;  you  have  already  made  woimds  more 
than  you  can  ever  heal.' 

'It  is  well,  my  son,'  said  Elspat,  in  reply.  'Expect 
neither  further  complaint  nor  remonstrance  from  me; 
but  let  us  be  silent,  and  wait  the  chance  which  Heaven 
shall  send  us.' 

The  sun  arose  on  the  next  morning,  and  found  the 
bothy  silent  as  the  grave.  The  mother  and  son  had 
arisen,  and  were  engaged  each  in  their  separate  task  — 
Hamish  in  preparing  and  cleaning  his  arms  with  the 
greatest  accuracy,  but  with  an  air  of  deep  dejection.  El- 
spat, more  restless  in  her  agony  of  spirit,  employed  her- 
self in  making  ready  the  food  which  the  distress  of  yes- 
terday had  induced  them  both  to  dispense  with  for  an 
unusual  number  of  hours.  She  placed  it  on  the  board 
before  her  son  so  soon  as  it  was  prepared,  with  the  words 
of  a  Gaelic  poet  — 'Without  daily  food,  the  husband- 
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man's  ploughshare  stands  still  in  the  furrow;  without 
daily  food,  the  sword  of  the  warrior  is  too  heavy  for  his 
hand.  Our  bodies  are  our  slaves,  yet  they  must  be  fed 
if  we  would  have  their  service.  So  spake  ia  ancient 
days  the  Blind  Bard  to  the  warriors  of  Fion.' 

The  young  man  made  no  reply,  but  he  fed  on  what  was 
placed  before  him,  as  if  to  gather  strength  for  the  scene 
which  he  was  to  undergo.  When  his  mother  saw  that 
he  had  eaten  what  sufficed  him,  she  again  filled  the  fatal 
quaigh,  and  proffered  it  as  the  conclusion  of  the  repast. 
But  he  started  aside  with  a  convulsive  gesture,  expres- 
sive at  once  of  fear  and  abhorrence. 

'Nay,  my  son,'  she  said,  'this  time  surely  thou  hast 
no  cause  of  fear.' 

'Urge  me  not,  mother,'  answered  Hamish;  'or  put  the 
leprous  toad  into  a  flagon,  and  I  will  drink;  but  from 
that  accursed  cup,  and  of  that  mind-destro3dng  potion, 
never  will  I  taste  more!' 

'At  your  pleasure,  my  son,'  said  Elspat,  haughtily,  and 
began,  with  much  apparent  assiduity,  the  various  do- 
mestic tasks  which  had  been  interrupted  during  the 
preceding  day.  Whatever  was  at  her  heart,  all  anxiety 
seemed  banished  from  her  looks  and  demeanour.  It  was 
but  from  an  over-activity  of  bustling  exertion  that  it 
might  have  been  perceived,  by  a  close  observer,  that 
her  actions  were  spurred  by  some  internal  cause  of  pain- 
ful excitement;  and  such  a  spectator,  too,  might  also 
have  observed  how  often  she  broke  off  the  snatches  of 
songs  or  tunes  which  she  hummed,  apparently  without 
knowing  what  she  was  doing,  in  order  to  cast  a  hasty 
glance  from  the  door  of  the  hut.  Whatever  might  be  in 
the  mind  of  Hamish,  his  demeanour  was  directly  the 
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reverse  of  that  adopted  by  his  mother.  Having  fin- 
ished the  task  of  cleaning  and  preparing  his  arms,  which 
he  arranged  within  the  hut,  he  sat  himself  down  before 
the  door  of  the  bothy,  and  watched  the  opposite  hill,  Hke 
the  fixed  sentinel  who  expects  the  approach  of  an  enemy. 
Noon  found  him  in  the  same  unchanged  posture,  and 
it  was  an  hour  after  that  period,  when  his  mother,  stand- 
ing beside  him,  laid  her  hand  on  his  shoulder,  and  said, 
in  a  tone  indiflferent,  as  if  she  had  been  talking  of  some 
friendly  visit,  'When  dost  thou  expect  them?' 

'They  cannot  be  here  till  the  shadows  fall  long  to  the 
eastward,'  replied  Hamish;  'that  is,  even  supposing 
the  nearest  party,  commanded  by  Sergeant  Allan  Breack 
Cameron,  has  been  commanded  hither  by  express  from 
Dunbarton,  as  it  is  most  likely  they  will.' 

'Then  enter  beneath  your  mother's  roof  once  more; 
partake  the  last  time  of  the  food  which  she  has  prepared; 
after  this,  let  them  come,  and  thou  shalt  see  if  thy  mother 
is  an  useless  encumbrance  in  the  day  of  strife.  Thy  hand, 
practised  as  it  is,  cannot  fire  these  arms  so  fast  as  I  can 
load  them;  nay,  if  it  is  necessary,  I  do  not  myself  fear 
the  flash  or  the  report,  and  my  aim  has  been  held 
fatal.' 

'In  the  name  of  Heaven,  mother,  meddle  not  with 
this  matter!'  said  Hamish.  'Allan  Breack  is  a  wise  man 
and  a  kind  one,  and  comes  of  a  good  stem.  It  may  be, 
he  can  promise  for  our  officers,  that  they  will  touch  me 
with  no  infamous  punishment;  and  if  they  offer  me  con- 
finement in  the  dungeon,  or  death  by  the  musket,  to  that 
I  may  not  object.' 

'Alas,  and  wilt  thou  trust  to  their  word,  my  foolish 
child?  Remember  the  race  of  Dermid  were  ever  fair 
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and  false,  and  no  sooner  shall  they  have  gyves  on  thy 
hands  than  they  will  strip  thy  shoulders  for  the 
scourge.' 

'Save  your  advice,  mother,'  said  Hamish,  sternly, 
'for  me,  my  mind  is  made  up.' 

But  though  he  spoke  thus,  to  escape  the  ahnost  per- 
secuting urgency  of  his  mother,  Hamish  would  have 
found  it,  at  that  moment,  impossible  to  say  upon  what 
course  of  conduct  he  had  thus  fixed.  On  one  point  alone 
he  was  determined  —  namely,  to  abide  his  destiny,  be 
what  it  might,  and  not  to  add  to  the  breach  of  his  word, 
of  which  he  had  been  involuntarily  rendered  guilty,  by 
attempting  to  escape  from  punishment.  This  act  of 
self-devotion  he  conceived  to  be  due  to  his  own  honour 
and  that  of  his  countrymen.  Which  of  his  comrades 
would  in  future  be  trusted,  if  he  should  be  considered  as 
having  broken  his  word,  and  betrayed  the  confidence  of 
his  officers?  and  whom  but  Hamish  Bean  MacTavish 
would  the  Gael  accuse,  for  having  verified  and  confirmed 
the  suspicions  which  the  Saxon  general  was  well  known 
to  entertain  against  the  good  faith  of  the  Highlanders? 
He  was,  therefore,  bent  firmly  to  abide  his  fate.  But 
whether  his  intention  was  to  yield  himself  peaceably 
into  the  hands  of  the  party  who  should  come  to  appre- 
hend him,  or  whether  he  purposed,  by  a  show  of  resist- 
ance, to  provoke  them  to  kill  him  on  the  spot,  was  a 
question  which  he  could  not  himself  have  answered.  His 
desire  to  see  Barcaldine,  and  explain  the  cause  of  his 
absence  at  the  appointed  time,  urged  him  to  the  one 
course;  his  fear  of  the  degrading  punishment,  and  of  his 
mother's  bitter  upbraidings,  strongly  instigated  the  lat- 
ter and  the  more  dangerous  purpose.  He  left  it  to  chance 
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to  decide  when  the  crisis  should  arrive;  nor  did  he  tarry 
long  in  expectation  of  the  catastrophe. 

Evening  approached,  the  gigantic  shadows  of  the 
mountains  streamed  in  darkness  towards  the  east,  while 
their  western  peaks  were  still  glowing  with  crimson  and 
gold.  The  road  which  winds  roimd  Ben  Cruachan  was 
fully  visible  from  the  door  of  the  bothy,  when  a  party, 
of  five  Highland  soldiers,  whose  arms  glanced  in  the  sun, 
wheeled  suddenly  into  sight  from  the  most  distant  ex- 
tremity, where  the  highway  is  hidden  behind  the  moun- 
tain. One  of  the  party  walked  a  little  before  the  other 
four,  who  marched  regularly  and  in  files,  according  to 
the  rules  of  military  discipline.  There  was  no  dispute, 
from  the  firelocks  which  they  carried,  and  the  plaids  and 
bonnets  which  they  wore,  that  they  were  a  party  of 
Hamish's  regiment,  under  a  non-commissioned  officer; 
and  there  could  be  as  little  doubt  of  the  purpose  of  their 
appearance  on  the  banks  of  the  Loch  Awe. 

'They  come  briskly  forward,'  said  the  widow  of  Mac- 
Tavish  Mhor;  'I  wonder  how  fast  or  how  slow  some  of 
them  will  return  again!  But  they  are  five,  and  it  is  too 
much  odds  for  a  fair  field.  Step  back  within  the  hut, 
my  son,  and  shoot  from  the  loophole  beside  the  door. 
Two  you  may  bring  down  ere  they  quit  the  highroad  for 
the  footpath;  there  will  remain  but  three,  and  your 
father,  with  my  aid,  has  often  stood  against  that  num- 
ber.' 

Hamish  Bean  took  the  gun  which  his  mother  offered, 
but  did  not  stir  from  the  door  of  the  hut.  He  was  sooa 
visible  to  the  party  on  the  highroad,  as  was  evident  from 
their  increasing  their  pace  to  a  rim;  the  files,  however, 
still  keeping  together  like  coupled  greyhounds,  and  ad- 
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vancing  with  great  rapidity.  In  far  less  time  than  would 
have  been  accomphshed  by  men  less  accustomed  to  the 
mountains,  they  had  left  the  highroad,  traversed  the 
narrow  path,  and  approached  within  pistol-shot  of  the 
bothy,  at  the  door  of  which  stood  Hamish,  fixed  hke  a 
statue  of  stone,  with  his  firelock  in  his  hand;  while  his 
mother,  placed  behind  him,  and  almost  driven  to  frenzy 
by  the  violence  of  her  passions,  reproached  him  in  the 
strongest  terms  which  despair  could  invent  for  his  want 
of  resolution  and  f  aintness  of  heart.  Her  words  increased 
the  bitter  gaU  which  was  arising  in  the  young  man's  own 
spirit,  as  he  observed  the  imf  riendly  speed  with  which  his 
late  comrades  were  eagerly  making  towards  him,  like 
hoimds  towards'the  stag  when  he  is  at  bay .  The  untamed 
and  angry  passions  which  he  inherited  from  father  and 
mother  were  awakened  by  the  supposed  hostility  of  those 
who  pursued  him;  and  the  restraint  under  which  these 
passions  had  been  hitherto  held  by  his  sober  judgment 
began  gradually  to  give  way. 

The  sergeant  now  called  to  him,  'Hamish  Bean  Mac- 
Tavish,  lay  down  your  arms  and  surrender.' 

'  Do  yoM  stand,  Allan  Breack  Cameron,  and  command 
your  men  to  stand,  or  it  will  be  the  worse  for  us  all.' 

'Halt,  men,'  said  the  sergeant,  but  continuing  him- 
self to  advance.  'Hamish,  think  what  you  do,  and  give 
up  your  gun;  you  may  spill  blood,  but  you  cannot  es- 
cape punishment.' 

'The  scoiurge  —  the  scourge,  my  son  — beware  the 
scourge!'  whispered  his  mother. 

'  Take  heed,  Allan  Breack,'  said  Hamish,  '  I  would  not 
hurt  you  willingly,  but  I  will  not  be  taken  unless  you 
can  assure  me  against  the  Saxon  lash.' 
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'Fool!'  answered  Cameron,  'you know  I  cannot.  Yet 
I  will  do  all  I  can.  I  will  say  I  met  you  on  your  retiim, 
and  the  punishment  will  be  light;  but  give  up  your  mus- 
ket.  Come  on,  men.' 

Instantly  he  rushed  forward,  extending  his  arm  as  if 
to  push  aside  the  yo\mg  man's  levelled  firelock.  Elspat 
exclaimed,  'Now,  spare  not  your  father's  blood  to  de- 
fend your  father's  hearth!'  Hamish  fired  his  piece, 
and  Cameron  dropped  dead.  All  these  things  happened, 
it  might  be  said,  in  the  same  moment  of  time.  The  sol- 
diers rushed  forward  and  seized  Hamish,  who,  seeming 
petrified  with  what  he  had  done,  offered  not  the  least 
resistance.  Not  so  his  mother,  who,  seeing  the  men 
about  to  put  handcuffs  on  her  son,  threw  herself  on  the 
soldiers  with  such  fury  that  it  required  two  of  them  to 
hold  her,  while  the  rest  secured  the  prisoner. 

'Are  you  not  an  accursed  creature,'  said  one  of  the  men 
to  Hamish, '  to  have  slain  your  best  friend,  who  was  con- 
triving, during  the  whole  march,  how  he  could  find  some 
way  of  getting  you  off  without  punishment  for  your 
desertion? ' 

'Do  you  hear  that,  mother?'  said  Hamish,  turning 
himself  as  much  towards  her  as  his  bonds  would  permit; 
but  the  mother  heard  nothing,  and  saw  nothing.  She 
had  fainted  on  the  floor  of  her  hut.  Without  waiting  for 
her  recovery,  the  party  almost  immediately  began  their 
homeward  march  towards  Dunbarton,  leading  along 
with  them  their  prisoner.  They  thought  it  necessary, 
however,  to  stay  for  a  little  space  at  the  village  of  Dal- 
mally,  from  which  they  despatched  a  party  of  the  in- 
habitants to  bring  away  the  body  of  their  imfortunate 
leader,  while  they  themselves  repaired  to  a  magistrate 
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to  state  what  had  happened,  and  require  his  instructions 
as  to  the  further  course  to  be  pursued.  The  crime  being 
of  a  military  character,  they  were  instructed  to  march 
the  prisoner  to  Dunbarton  without  delay. 

The  swoon  of  the  mother  of  Hamish  lasted  for  a  length 
of  time,  the  longer  perhaps  that  her  constitution,  strong 
as  it  was,  must  have  been  much  exhausted  by  her  pre- 
vious agitation  of  three  days'  endurance.  She  was 
roused  from  her  stupor  at  length  by  female  voices,  which 
cried  the  coronach,  or  lament  for  the  dead,  with  clapping 
of  hands  and  loud  exclamations;  while  the  melancholy 
note  of  a  lament,  appropriate  to  the  clan  Cameron, 
played  on  the  bagpipe,  was  heard  from  time  to  time. 

Elspat  started  up  Uke  one  awakened  from  the  dead, 
and  without  any  accurate  recollection  of  the  scene  which 
had  passed  before  her  eyes.  There  were  females  in  the 
hut,  who  were  swathing  the  corpse  in  its  bloody  plaid 
before  carrying  it  from  the  fatal  spot.  'Women,'  she 
said,  starting  up  and  interrupting  their  chant  at  once 
and  their  labour  —  'tell  me,  women,  why  sing  you  the 
dirge  of  MacDhonuil  Dhu  in  the  house  of  MacTavish 
Mhor?' 

'She-wolf,  be  silent  with  thine  ill-omened  yell,' 
answered  one  of  the  females,  a  relation  of  the  deceased, 
'and  let  us  do  our  duty  to  our  beloved  kinsman!  There 
shall  never  be  coronach  cried  or  dirge  played  for  thee 
or  thy  bloody  wolf-burd.  The  ravens  shall  eat  him  from 
the  gibbet,  and  the  foxes  and  wild-cats  shall  tear  thy 
corpse  upon  the  hill.  Cursed  be  he  that  would  sain  your 
bones,  or  add  a  stone  to  your  cairn!' 

'Daughter  of  a  foolish  mother,'  answered  the  widow  of 
MacTavish  Mhor,  'know  that  the  gibbet  with  which  you 
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threaten  us  is  no  portion  of  our  inheritance.  For  thirty 
years  the  "black  tree  of  the  law,"  whose  apples  are  dead 
men's  bodies,  hungered  after  the  beloved  husband  of  my 
heart;  but  he  died  like  a  brave  man,  with  the  sword  in 
his  hand,  and  defrauded  it  of  its  hopes  and  its  fruit.' 

'So  shall  it  not  be  with  thy  child,  bloody  sorceress,' 
replied  the  female  mourner,  whose  passions  were  as  Ado- 
lent  as  those  of  Elspat  herself:  'the  ravens  shall  tear  his 
fair  hair  to  line  their  nests,  before  the  sun  sinks  beneath 
the  Treshornish  islands.' 

These  words  recalled  to  Elspat's  mind  the  whole 
history  of  the  last  three  dreadful  days.  At  first,  she  stood 
fixed  as  if  the  extremity  of  distress  had  converted  her 
into  stone;  but  in  a  minute  the  pride  and  violence  of  her 
temper,  outbraved  as  she  thought  herself  on  her  own 
threshold,  enabled  her  to  reply  —  'Yes,  insulting  hag, 
my  fair-haired  boy  may  die,  but  it  will  not  be  with  a 
white  hand:  it  has  been  dyed  in  the  blood  of  his  enemy, 
in  the  best  blood  of  a  Cameron  —  remember  that;  and 
when  you  lay  your  dead  in  his  grave,  let  it  be  his  best 
epitaph,  that  he  was  killed  by  Hamish  Bean  for  essa3dng 
to  lay  hands  on  the  son  of  MacTavish  Mhor  on  his  own 
threshold.  Farewell ;  the  shame  of  defeat,  loss,  and 
slaughter  remain  with  the  clan  that  has  endured  it!' 

The  relative  of  the  slaughtered  Cameron  raised  her 
voice  in  reply;  but  Elspat,  disdaining  to  continue  the 
objurgation,  or  perhaps  feeling  her  grief  likely  to  over- 
master her  power  of  expressing  her  resentment,  had  left 
the  hut,  and  was  walking  forth  in  the  bright  moonshine. 

The  females  who  were  arranging  the  corpse  of  the 
slaughtered  man  hurried  from  their  melancholy  labour 
to  look  after  her  tall  figure  as  it  glided  away  among  the 
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cliffs.  'I  am  glad  she  is  gone,'  said  one  of  the  younger 
persons  who  assisted.  'I  would  as  soon  dress  a  corpse 
when  the  great  Fiend  himself  —  God  sain  us!  —  stood 
visibly  before  us,  as  when  Elspat  of  the  Tree  is  amongst 
us.  Ay  —  ay,  even  overmuch  intercourse  hath  she  had 
with  the  Enemy  in  her  day.' 

'Silly  woman,'  answered  the  female  who  had  main- 
tained the  dialogue  with  the  departed  Elspat,  'thinkest 
thou  that  there  is  a  worse  fiend  on  earth,  or  beneath 
it,  than  the  pride  and  fury  of  an  offended  woman,  like 
yonder  bloody-minded  hag?  Know  that  blood  has  been 
as  familiar  to  her  as  the  dew  to  the  mountain-daisy. 
Many  and  many  a  brave  man  has  she  caused  to  breathe 
their  last  for  little  wrong  they  had  done  to  her  or  hers. 
But  her  hough-sinews  are  cut,  now  that  her  wolf-burd 
must,  like  a  murderer  as  he  is,  make  a  murderer's  end.' 

Whilst  the  women  thus  discoursed  together,  as  they 
watched  the  corpse  of  Allan  Breack  Cameron,  the  un- 
happy cause  of  his  death  pursued  her  lonely  way  across 
the  mountain.  While  she  remained  within  sight  of  the 
bothy,  she  put  a  strong  constraint  on  herself,  that  by  no 
alteration  of  pace  or  gesture  she  might  afford  to  her  ene- 
mies the  triumph  of  calculating  the  excess  of  her  mental 
agitation,  nay,  despair.  She  stalked,  therefore,  with  a 
slow  rather  than  a  swift  step,  and,  holding  herself  up- 
right, seemed  at  once  to  endure  with  firmness  that  woe 
which  was  passed  and  bid  defiance  to  that  which  was 
about  to  come.  But  when  she  was  beyond  the  sight  of 
those  who  remained  in  the  hut,  she  could  no  longer  sup- 
press the  extremity  of  her  agitation.  Drawing  her  man- 
tle wildly  round  her,  she  stopped  at  the  first  knoll,  and 
climbing  to  its  summit,  extended  her  arms  up  to  the 
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bright  moon,  as  if  accusing  Heaven  and  earth  for  her 
misfortunes,  and  uttered  scream  on  scream,  like  those 
of  an  eagle  whose  nest  has  been  plundered  of  her  brood. 
Awhile  she  vented  her  grief  in  these  inarticulate  cries, 
then  rushed  on  her  way  with  a  hasty  and  unequal  step, 
in  the  vain  hope  of  overtaking  the  party  which  was 
convejdng  her  son  a  prisoner  to  Dunbarton.  But  her 
strength,  superhuman  as  it  seemed,  failed  her  in  the 
trial,  nor  was  it  possible  for  her,  with  her  utmost  ef- 
forts, to  accomplish  her  purpose. 

Yet  she  pressed  onward,  with  all  the  speed  which  her 
exhausted  frame  could  exert.  When  food  became  in- 
dispensable, she  entered  the  first  cottage.  '  Give  me  to 
eat,'  she  said,  'I  am  the  widow  of  MacTavish  Mhor,  I 
am  the  mother  of  Hamish  MacTavish  Bean  —  give  me 
to  eat,  that  I  may  once  more  see  my  fair-haired  son.'  Her 
demand  was  never  refused,  though  granted  in  many 
cases  with  a  kind  of  struggle  between  compassion  and 
aversion  in  some  of  those  to  whom  she  applied,  which 
was  in  others  qualified  by  fear.  The  share  she  had  had 
in  occasioning  the  death  of  Allan  Breack  Cameron 
which  must  probably  involve  that  of  her  own  son,  was 
not  accurately  known;  but,  from  a  knowledge  of  her 
violent  passions  and  former  habits  of  life,  no  one  doubted 
that  in  one  way  or  other  she  had  been  the  cause  of  the 
catastrophe;  and  Hamish  Bean  was  considered,  in  the 
slaughter  which  he  had  committed,  rather  as  the  instru- 
ment than  as  the  accomplice  of  his  mother. 

This  general  opinion  of  his  countrymen  was  of  little 
service  to  the  unfortunate  Hamish.  As  his  captain. 
Green  Colin,  understood  the  manners  and  habits  of  his 
country,  he  had  no  difficulty  in  collecting  from  Hamish 
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the  particiilars  accompan3dng  his  supposed  desertion, 
and  the  subsequent  death  of  the  non-commissioned  ofl&- 
cer.  He  felt  the  utmost  compassion  for  a  youth  who  had 
thus  fallen  a  victim  to  the  extravagant  and  fatal  fond- 
ness of  a  parent.  But  he  had  no  excuse  to  plead  which 
could  rescue  his  xmhappy  recruit  from  the  doom  which 
military  discipline  and  the  award  of  a  court-martial 
denounced  against  him  for  the  crime  he  had  committed. 

No  time  had  been  lost  in  their  proceedings,  and  as 
little  was  interposed  betwixt  sentence  and  execution. 

General had  determined  to  make  a  severe  example 

of  the  first  deserter  who  should  fall  into  his  power,  and 
here  was  one  who  had  defended  himself  by  main  force, 
and  slain  in  the  affray  the  officer  sent  to  take  him  into 
custody.  A  fitter  subject  for  punishment  could  not  have 
occurred,  and  Hamish  was  sentenced  to  immediate  exe- 
cution. All  which  the  interference  of  his  captain  in  his 
favoxu:  could  procure  was  that  he  should  die  a  soldier's 
death;  for  there  had  been  a  purpose  of  executing  him 
upon  the  gibbet. 

The  worthy  clergyman  of  Glenorquhy  chanced  to  be 
at  Dunbarton,  in  attendance  upon  some  church-courts, 
at  the  time  of  this  catastrophe.  He  visited  his  unfortu- 
nate parishioner  in  his  dungeon,  found  him  ignorant 
indeed,  but  not  obstinate,  and  the  answers  which  he  re- 
ceived from  him,  when  conversing  on  rehgious  topics, 
were  such  as  induced  him  doubly  to  regret  that  a  mind 
naturally  pure  and  noble  should  have  remained  unhap- 
pily so  wild  and  uncultivated. 

When  he  ascertained  the  real  character  and  disposi- 
tion of  the  young  man,  the  worthy  pastor  made  deep  and 
painful  reflections  on  his  own  shyness  and  timidity, 
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which,  arising  out  of  the  evil  fame  that  attached  to  the 
lineage  of  Hamish,  had  restrained  him  from  charitably 
endeavouring  to  bring  this  strayed  sheep  within  the 
great  fold.  While  the  good  minister  blamed  his  cowardice 
in  times  past,  which  had  deterred  him  from  risking  his 
person,  to  save,  perhaps,  an  immortal  soul,  he  resolved 
no  longer  to  be  governed  by  such  timid  counsels,  but  to 
endeavour,  by  application  to  his  oflScers,  to  obtain  a  re- 
prieve, at  least,  if  not  a  pardon,  for  the  criminal,  in  whom 
he  felt  so  unusually  interested,  at  once  from  his  docility 
of  temper  and  his  generosity  of  disposition. 

Accordingly  the  divine  sought  out  Captain  Camp- 
bell at  the  barracks  within  the  garrison.  There  was  a 
gloomy  melancholy  on  the  brow  of  Green  CoHn,  which 
was  not  lessened,  but  increased,  when  the  clergyman 
stated  his  name,  quality,  and  errand.  'You  cannot  tell 
me  better  of  the  yoimg  man  than  I  am  disposed  to  be- 
lieve,' answered  the  Highland  officer;  'you  cannot  ask 
me  to  do  more  in  his  behalf  than  I  am  of  myself  inclined, 
and  have  already  endeavoured  to  do.  But  it  is  all  in 
vain.  General is  half  a  Lowlander,  half  an  English- 
man. He  has  no  idea  of  the  high  and  enthusiastic  char- 
acter which  in  these  mountains  often  brings  exalted  vir- 
tues in  contact  with  great  crimes,  which,  however,  are 
less  ofEences  of  the  heart  than  errors  of  the  understand- 
ing. I  have  gone  so  far  as  to  tell  him,  that  in  this  yoimg 
man  he  was  putting  to  death  the  best  and  bravest  of  my 
company,  where  all,  or  almost  all,  are  good  and  brave. 
I  explained  to  him  by  what  strange  delusion  the  culprit's 
apparent  desertion  was  occasioned,  and  how  little  his 
heart  was  accessary  to  the  crime  which  his  hand  un- 
happily committed.  His  answer  was,  "These  are  High- 
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land  visions,  Captain  Campbell,  as  unsatisfactory  and 
vain  as  those  of  the  second-sight.  An  act  of  gross  de- 
sertion, may,  in  any  case,  be  palUated  under  the  plea 
of  intoxication;  the  murder  of  an  officer  may  be  as  easily 
coloured  over  with  that  of  temporary  insanity.  The  ex- 
ample must  be  made,  and  if  it  has  fallen  on  a  man  other- 
wise a  good  recruit,  it  wiU  have  the  greater  effect."  Such 
being  the  general's  unalterable  purpose,'  continued  Cap- 
tain Campbell,  with  a  sigh,  'be  it  your  care,  reverend 
sir,  that  your  penitent  prepare  by  break  of  day  to-mor- 
row for  that  great  change  which  we  shall  all  one  day  be 
subjected  to.' 

'And  for  which,'  said  the  clergyman,  'may  God  pre- 
pare us  all,  as  I  in  my  duty  will  not  be  wanting  to  this 
poor  youth.' 

Next  morning,  as  the  very  earliest  beams  of  sunrise 
saluted  the  grey  towers  which  crown  the  summit  of  that 
singular  and  tremendous  rock,  the  soldiers  of  the  new 
Highland  regiment  appeared  on  the  parade,  within  the 
Castle  of  Dunbarton,  and  having  fallen  into  order,  be- 
gan to  move  downward  by  steep  staircases  and  narrow 
passages  towards  the  external  barrier-gate,  which  is  at 
the  very  bottom  of  the  rock.  The  wild  wailings  of  the 
pibroch  were  heard  at  times,  interchanged  with  the 
drums  and  fifes,  which  beat  the  'Dead  March.' 

The  unhappy  criminal's  fate  did  not,  at  first,  excite 
that  general  sympathy  in  the  regiment  which  would 
probably  have  arisen  had  he  been  executed  for  desertion 
alone.  The  slaughter  of  the  unfortunate  Allan  Breack 
had  given  a  different  colour  to  Hamish's  offence;  for  the 
deceased  was  much  beloved,  and  besides  belonged  to  a 
numerous  and  powerful  clan,  of  whom  there  were  many 
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in  the  ranks.  The  unfortunate  criminal,  on  the  contrary, 
was  little  known  to,  and  scarcely  connected  with,  any 
of  his  regimental  companions.  His  father  had  been, 
indeed,  distinguished  for  his  strength  and  manhood; 
but  he  was  of  a  broken  clan,  as  those  names  were  called 
who  had  no  chief  to  lead  them  to  battle. 

It  would  have  been  almost  impossible  in  another  case 
to  have  turned  out  of  the  ranks  of  the  regiment  the  party 
necessary  for  execution  of  the  sentence;  but  the  six  in- 
dividuals selected  for  that  purpose  were  friends  of  the 
deceased,  descended,  like  him,  from  the  race  of  Mac- 
Dhonuil  Dhu ;  and  while  they  prepared  for  the  dismal 
task  which  their  duty  imposed,  it  was  not  without  a 
stem  feeHng  of  gratified  revenge.  The  leading  company 
of  the  regiment  began  now  to  defile  from  the  barrier- 
gate,  and  was  followed  by  the  others,  each  successively 
moving  and  halting  according  to  the  orders  of  the  adju- 
tant, so  as  to  form  three  sides  of  an  oblong  square,  with 
the  ranks  faced  inwards.  The  fourth  or  blank  side  of  the 
square  was  closed  by  the  huge  and  lofty  precipice  on 
which  the  castle  rises.  About  the  centre  of  the  proces- 
sion, bare-headed,  disarmed,  and  with  his  hands  bound, 
came  thS  unfortunate  victim  of  military  law.  He  was 
deadly  pale,  but  his  step  was  firm  and  his  eye  as  bright 
as  ever.  The  clergyman  walked  by  his  side;  the  coffin 
which  was  to  receive  his  mortal  remains  was  borne  before 
him.  The  looks.of  his  comrades  were  still,  composed,  and 
solemn.  They  felt  for  the  youth,  whose  handsome  form 
and  manly  yet  submissive  deportment  had,  as  soon  as  he 
was  distinctly  visible  to  them,  softened  the  hearts  of 
many,  even  of  some  who  had  been  actuated  by  vin- 
dictive feelings. 
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The  coflSn  destined  for  the  yet  living  body  of  Hamish 
Bean  was  placed  at  the  bottom  of  the  hollow  square, 
about  two  yards  distant  from  the  foot  of  the  precipice, 
which  rises  in  that  place  as  steep  as  a  stone  wall  to  the 
height  of  three  or  four  hundred  feet.  Thither  the  pris- 
oner was  also  led,  the  clergjonan  still  continuing  by  his 
side,  pouring  forth  exhortations  of  courage  and  consola- 
tion, to  which  the  youth  appeared  to  listen  with  respect- 
ful devotion.  With  slow,  and,  it  seemed,  almost  unwill- 
ing, steps  the  firing  party  entered  the  square,  and  were 
drawn  up  facing  the  prisoner,  about  ten  yards  distant. 
The  clergjonan  was  now  about  to  retire.  'Think,  my 
son,'  he  said, '  on  what  I  have  told  you,  and  let  your  hope 
be  rested  on  the  anchor  which  I  have  given.  You  will 
then  exchange  a  short  and  miserable  existence  here  for  a 
life  in  which  you  will  experience  neither  sorrow  nor  pain. 
Is  there  aught  else  which  you  can  entrust  to  me  to  exe- 
cute for  you? ' 

The  youth  looked  at  his  sleeve-buttons.  They  were  of 
gold,  booty  perhaps  which  his  father  had  taken  from 
some  English  ofl&cer  during  the  civil  wars.  The  clergy- 
man disengaged  them  from  his  sleeves. 

*  My  mother ! '  he  said  with  some  effort — '  give  them  to 
my  poor  mother!  See  her,  good  father,  and  teach  her 
what  she  should  think  of  all  this.  Tell  her  Hamish  Bean 
is  more  glad  to  die  than  ever  he  was  to  rest  after  the 
longest  day's  himting.  Farewell,  sir  —  farewell!' 

The  good  man  could  scarce  retire  from  the  fatal  spot. 
An  officer  afforded  him  the  support  of  his  arm.  At  his 
last  look  towards  Hamish,  he  beheld  him  alive  and  kneel- 
ing on  the  coffin;  the  few  that  were  around  him  had  all 
withdrawn.    The  fatal  word  was  given,  the  rock  rung 
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sharp  to  the  sound  of  the  discharge,  and  Hamish,  fall- 
ing forward  with  a  groan,  died,  it  may  be  supposed, 
without  almost  a  sense  of  the  passing  agony. 

Ten  or  twelve  of  his  own  company  then  came  forward, 
and  laid  with  solemn  reverence  the  remains  of  their  com- 
rade in  the  coffin,  while  the  'Dead  March'  was  again 
struck  up,  and  the  several  companies,  marching  in  single 
files,  passed  the  coffin  one  by  one,  in  order  that  all  might 
receive  from  the  awful  spectacle  the  warning  which  it 
was  peculiarly  intended  to  afford.  The  regiment  was 
then  marched  off  the  ground,  and  re-ascended  the  an- 
cient cliff,  their  music,  as  usual  on  such  occasions,  strik- 
ing lively  strains,  as  if  sorrow,  or  even  deep  thought, 
should  as  short  a  while  as  possible  be  the  tenant  of  the 
soldier's  bosom. 

At  the  same  time  the  small  party  which  we  before 
mentioned  bore  the  bier  of  the  ill-fated  Hamish  to  his 
humble  grave  in  a  comer  of  the  churchyard  of  Dunbar- 
ton,  usually  assigned  to  criminals.  Here,  among  the 
dust  of  the  guilty,  Ues  a  youth  whose  name,  had  he  sur- 
vived the  ruin  of  the  fatal  events  by  which  he  was  hur- 
ried into  crime,  might  have  adorned  the  annals  of  the 
brave. 

The  minister  of  Glenorquhy  left  Dunbarton  immedi- 
ately after  he  had  witnessed  the  last  scene  of  this  melan- 
choly catastrophe.  His  reason  acquiesced  in  the  justice 
of  the  sentence  which  required  blood  for  blood,  and  he 
acknowledged  that  the  vindictive  character  of  his  coun- 
trymen required  to  be  powerfully  restrained  by  the 
strong  curb  of  social  law.  But  still  he  mourned  over  the 
individual  victim.  Who  may  arraign  the  bolt  of  Heaven 
when  it  bursts  among  the  sons  of  the  forest;  yet  who  can 
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refrain  from  mourning  when  it  selects  for  the  object  of 
its  blighting  aim  the  fair  stem  of  a  young  oak,  that  prom- 
ised to  be  the  pride  of  the  dell  in  which  it  flourished? 
Musing  on  these  melancholy  events,  noon  found  him 
engaged  in  the  mountain  passes,  by  which  he  was  to 
return  to  his  still  distant  home. 

Confident  in  his  knowledge  of  the  country,  the  clergy- 
man had  left  the  main  road,  to  seek  one  of  those  shorter 
paths  which  are  only  used  by  pedestrians,  or  by  men, 
like  the  minister,  moimted  on  the  small,  but  sure-footed, 
hardy,  and  sagacious  horses  of  the  country.  The  place 
which  he  now  traversed  was  in  itself  gloomy  and  deso- 
late, and  tradition  had  added  to  it  the  terror  of  super- 
stition, by  affirming  it  was  haunted  by  an  evil  spirit, 
termed  Cloght-dearg,  that  is,  Redmantle,  who  at  all 
times,  but  especially  at  noon  and  at  midnight,  traversed 
the  glen,  in  enmity  both  to  man  and  the  inferior  creation, 
did  such  evil  as  her  power  was  permitted  to  extend  to, 
and  afflicted  with  ghastly  terrors  those  whom  she  had 
not  license  otherwise  to  hurt. 

The  minister  of  Glenorquhy  had  set  his  face  in  oppo- 
sition to  many  of  these  superstitions,  which  he  justly 
thought  were  derived  from  the  dark  ages  of  Popery, 
perhaps  even  from  those  of  paganism,  and  unfit  to  be 
entertained  or  believed  by  the  Christians  of  an  enlight- 
ened age.  Some  of  his  more  attached  parishioners  con- 
sidered him  as  too  rash  in  opposing  the  ancient  faith  of 
their  fathers;  and  though  they  honoured  the  moral  intre- 
pidity of  their  pastor,  they  could  not  avoid  entertain- 
ing and  expressing  fears  that  he  would  one  day  fall  a 
victim  to  his  temerity,  and  be  torn  to  pieces  in  the  glen 
of  the  Cloght-dearg,  or  some  of  those  other  haunted 
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wilds  which  he  appeared  rather  to  have  a  pride  and 
pleasure  in  traversing  alone,  on  the  days  and  hours  when 
the  wicked  spirits  were  supposed  to  have  especial  power 
over  man  and  beast. 

These  legends  came  across  the  mind  of  the  clergyman; 
and,  solitary  as  he  was,  a  melancholy  smile  shaded  his 
cheek,  as  he  thought  of  the  inconsistency  of  human 
nature,  and  reflected  how  many  brave  men,  whom  the 
yell  of  the  pibroch  would  have  sent  headlong  against 
fixed  bayonets,  as  the  wild  bull  rushes  on  his  enemy, 
might  have  yet  feared  to  encounter  those  visionary  ter- 
rors, which  he  himself,  a  man  of  peace,  and  in  ordinary 
perils  no  way  remarkable  for  the  firmness  of  his  nerves, 
was  now  risking  without  hesitation. 

As  he  looked  around  the  scene  of  desolation,  he  could 
not  but  acknowledge,  in  his  own  mind,  that  it  was  not 
ill  chosen  for  the  haunt  of  those  spirits  which  are  said  to 
delight  in  solitude  and  desolation.  The  glen  was  so  steep 
and  narrow,  that  there  was  but  just  room  for  the  meridian 
sun  to  dart  a  few  scattered  rays  upon  the  gloomy  and 
precarious  stream  which  stole  through  its  recesses,  for 
the  most  part  in  silence,  but  occasionally  murmuring 
sullenly  against  the  rocks  and  large  stones,  which 
seemed  determined  to  bar  its  further  progress.  In  win- 
ter, or  in  the  rainy  season,  this  small  stream  was  a  foam- 
ing torrent  of  the  most  formidable  magnitude,  and  it  was 
at  such  periods  that  it  had  torn  open  and  laid  bare  the 
broad-faced  and  huge  fragments  of  rock  which,  at  the 
season  of  which  we  speak,  hid  its  course  from  the  eye, 
and  seemed  disposed  totally  to  interrupt  its  course. 
'Undoubtedly,'  thought  the  clergymen,  'this  mountain 
riwdet,  suddenly  swelled  by  a  waterspout  or  thunder- 
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storm,  has  often  been  the  cause  of  those  accidents 
which,  happening  in  the  glen  called  by  her  name,  have 
been  ascribed  to  the  agency  of  the  Cloght-dearg.' 

Just  as  this  idea  crossed  his  mind,  he  heard  a  female 
voice  exclaim,  in  a  wild  and  thrilling  accent,  'Michael 
Tyrie  —  Michael  Tyrie!'  He  looked  round  in  astonish- 
ment, and  not  without  some  fear.  It  seemed  for  an 
instant  as  if  the  evil  being,  whose  existence  he  had  dis- 
owned, was  about  to  appear  for  the  punishment  of  his 
incredulity.  This  alarm  did  not  hold  him  more  than  an 
instant,  nor  did  it  prevent  his  replying  in  a  firm  voice, 
'Who  calls,  and  where  are  you?' 

'One  who  journeys  in  wretchedness,  between  life  and 
death,'  answered  the  voice;  and  the  speaker,  a  tall  fe- 
male, appeared  from  among  the  fragments  of  rocks 
which  had  concealed  her  from  view. 

As  she  approached  more  closely,  her  mantle  of  bright 
tartan,  in  which  the  red  colour  much  predominated,  her 
stature,  the  long  stride  with  which  she  advanced,  and 
the  writhen  features  and  wild  eyes  which  were  visible 
from  under  her  curch,  would  have  made  her  no  inade- 
quate representative  of  the  spirit  which  gave  name  to 
the  valley.  But  Mr.  Tyrie  instantly  knew  her  as  the 
Woman  of  the  Tree,  the  widow  of  MacTavish  Mhor, 
the  now  childless  mother  of  Hamish  Bean.  I  am  not  sure 
whether  the  minister  would  not  have  endured  the  visita- 
tion of  the  Cloght-dearg  herself,  rather  than  the  shock 
of  Elspat's  presence,  considering  her  crime  and  her 
misery.  He  drew  up  his  horse  instinctively,  and  stood 
endeavouring  to  collect  his  ideas,  while  a  few  paces 
brought  her  up  to  his  horse's  head. 

'Michael  Tyrie,'  said  she,  'the  foolish  women  of  the 
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clachan  hold  thee  as  a  god;  be  one  to  me,  and  say  that 
my  son  lives.  Say  this,  and  I  too  will  be  of  thy  worship: 
I  will  bend  my  knees  on  the  seventh  day  in  thy  house  of 
worship,  and  thy  God  shall  be  my  God.' 

'Unhappy  woman,'  replied  the  clergyman,  'man  forms 
not  pactions  with  his  Maker  as  with  a  creature  of  clay 
like  himself.  Thinkest  thou  to  chaffer  with  Him  who 
formed  the  earth  and  spread  out  the  heavens,  or  that 
thou  canst  offer  aught  of  homage  or  devotion  that  can 
be  worth  acceptance  in  His  eyes?  He  hath  asked  obedi- 
ence, not  sacrifice;  patience  under  the  trials  with  which 
He  afflicts  us,  instead  of  vain  bribes,  such  as  man  offers 
to  his  changeful  brother  of  clay,  that  he  may  be  moved 
from  his  purpose.' 

'Be  silent,  priest!'  answered  the  desperate  woman: 
'speak  not  to  me  the  words  of  thy  white  book.  Elspat's 
kindred  were  of  those  who  crossed  themselves,  and  knelt 
when  the  sacring  bell  was  rung ;  and  she  knows  that  atone- 
ment can  be  made  on  the  altar  for  deeds  done  in  the  field. 
Elspat  had  once  flocks  and  herds,  goats  upon  the  cliffs, 
and  cattle  in  the  strath.  She  wore  gold  around  her  neck 
and  on  her  hair  —  thick  twists  as  those  worn  by  the 
heroines  of  old.  All  these  would  she  have  resigned  to  the 
priest  —  all  these;  and  if  he  wished  for  the  ornaments 
of  a  gentle  lady,  or  the  sporran  of  a  high  chief,  though 
they  had  been  great  as  MacAllan  Mhor  himself,  Mac- 
Tavish  Mhor  would  have  procured  them  if  Elspat  had 
promised  them.  Elspat  is  now  poor,  and  has  nothing  to 
give.  But  the  Black  Abbot  of  Inchaffray  would  have 
bidden  her  scourge  her  shoulders  and  macerate  her  feet 
by  pilgrimage,  and  he  would  have  granted  his  pardon 
to  her  when  he  saw  that  her  blood  had  flowed,  and  that 
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her  flesh  had  been  torn.  These  were  the  priests  who  had 
indeed  power  even  with  the  most  powerful;  they  threat- 
ened the  great  men  of  the  earth  with  the  word  of  their 
mouth,  the  sentence  of  their  book,  the  blaze  of  their  torch, 
the  sound  of  their  sacring  bell.  The  mighty  bent  to  their 
will,  and  unloosed  at  the  word  of  the  priests  those  whom 
they  had  bound  in  their  wrath,  and  set  at  liberty,  un- 
harmed, him  whom  they  had  sentenced  to  death,  and 
for  whose  blood  they  had  thirsted.  These  were  a  power- 
IvH  race,  and  might  well  ask  the  poor  to  kneel,  since  their 
power  could  himible  the  proud.  But  you!  against  whom 
are  ye  strong,  but  against  women  who  have  been  guilty 
of  folly  and  men  who  never  wore  sword?  The  priests 
of  old  were  like  the  winter  torrent  which  fills  this  hollow 
valley,  and  rolls  these  massive  rocks  against  each  other 
as  easily  as  the  boy  plays  with  the  ball  which  he  casts 
before  him.  But  you!  you  do  but  resemble  the  summer- 
stricken  stream,  which  is  turned  aside  by  the  rushes,  and 
stemmed  by  a  bush  of  sedges.  Woe  worth  you,  for  there 
is  no  help  in  you!' 

The  clergjonan  was  at  no  loss  to  conceive  that  Elspat 
had  lost  the  Roman  Catholic  faith  without  gaining  any 
other,  and  that  she  still  retained  a  vague  and  confused 
idea  of  the  composition  with  the  priesthood,  by  confes- 
sion, alms,  and  penance,  and  of  their  extensive  power, 
which,  according  to  her  notion,  was  adequate,  if  duly 
propitiated,  even  to  effecting  her  son's  safety. 

Compassionating  her  situation,  and  allowing  for  her 
errors  and  ignorance,  he  answered  her  with  mildness. 
'Alas,  unhappy  woman!  Would  to  God  I  could  convince 
thee  as  easily  where  thou  oughtest  to  seek,  and  art  sure 
to  find,  consolation  as  I  can  assure  you  with  a  single 
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word  that,  were  Rome  and  all  her  priesthood  once  more 
in  the  plenitude  of  their  power,  they  could  not,  for  lar- 
gesse or  penance,  afford  to  thy  misery  an  atom  of  aid  or 
comfort.  Elspat  MacTavish,  I  grieve  to  tell  you  the 
news.' 

'I  know  them  without  thy  speech,'  said  the  unhappy 
woman.  'My  son  is  doomed  to  die.' 

'  Elspat,'  resumed  the  clergyman, '  he  was  doomed,  and 
the  sentence  has  been  executed.' 

The  hapless  mother  threw  her  eyes  up  to  heaven,  and 
uttered  a  shriek  so  unlike  the  voice  of  a  human  being, 
that  the  eagle  which  soared  in  middle  air  answered  it  as 
she  would  have  done  the  call  of  her  mate. 

'It  is  impossible!'  she  exclaimed  —  'it  is  impossible! 
Men  do  not  condemn  and  kill  on  the  same  day!  Thou 
art  deceiving  me.  The  people  call  thee  holy,  hast  thou 
the  heart  to  tell  a  mother  she  has  murdered  her  only 
child?' 

'God  knows,'  said  the  priest,  the  tears  falling  fast 
from  his  eyes,  'that,  were  it  in  my  power,  I  would 
gladly  tell  better  tidings.  But  these  which  I  bear  are  as 
certain  as  they  are  fatal.  My  own  ears  heard  the  death- 
shot,  my  own  eyes  beheld  thy  son's  death  —  thy  son's 
funeral.  My  tongue  bears  witness  to  what  my  ears  heard 
and  my  eyes  saw.' 

The  wretched  female  clasped  her  hands  close  together, 
and  held  them  up  towards  heaven  like  a  sibyl  announc- 
ing war  and  desolation,  while,  in  impotent  yet  frightful 
rage,  she  poured  forth  a  tide  of  the  deepest  impreca- 
tions. 'Base  Saxon  churl!'  she  exclaimed  —  'vile,  hypo- 
critical juggler!  May  the  eyes  that  looked  tamely  on  the 
death  of  my  fair-haired  boy  be  melted  in  their  sockets 
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with  ceaseless  tears,  shed  for  those  that  are  nearest  and 
most  dear  to  thee!  May  the  ears  that  heard  his  death- 
knell  be  dead  hereafter  to  all  other  sounds  save  the 
screech  of  the  raven  and  the  hissing  of  the  adder!  May 
the  tongue  that  tells  me  of  his  death  and  of  my  own 
crime  be  withered  in  thy  mouth;  or  better,  when  thou 
wouldst  pray  with  thy  people,  may  the  Evil  One  guide 
it,  and  give  voice  to  blasphemies  instead  of  blessings, 
until  men  shall  fly  in  terror  from  thy  presence,  and  the 
thimder  of  heaven  be  launched  against  thy  head,  and 
stop  for  ever  thy  cursing  and  accursed  voice!  Begone, 
with  this  malison!  Elspat  will  never,  never  again  be- 
stow so  many  words  upon  living  man.' 

She  kept  her  word :  from  that  day  the  world  was  to  her 
a  wilderness,  in  which  she  remained  without  thought, 
care,  or  interest,  absorbed  in  her  own  grief,  indifferent 
to  everything  else. 

With  her  mode  of  Ufe,  or  rather  of  existence,  the 
reader  is  already  as  far  acquainted  as  I  have  the  power 
of  making  him.  Of  her  death,  I  can  tell  him  nothing. 
It  is  supposed  to  have  happened  several  years  after  she 
had  attracted  the  attention  of  my  excellent  friend  Mrs. 
Bethime  Baliol.  Her  benevolence,  which  was  never  satis- 
fied with  dropping  a  sentimental  tear  when  there  was 
room  for  the  operation  of  effective  charity,  induced  her 
to  make  various  attempts  to  alleviate  the  condition  of 
this  most  wretched  woman.  But  all  her  exertions  could 
only  render  Elspat's  means  of  subsistence  less  precari- 
ous —  a  circumstance  which,  though  generally  interest- 
ing even  to  the  most  wretched  outcasts,  seemed  to  her  a 
matter  of  total  indifference.  Every  attempt  to  place 
any  person  in  her  hut  to  take  charge  of  her  miscarried, 
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through  the  extreme  resentment  with  which  she  regarded 
all  intrusion  on  her  solitude,  or  by  the  timidity  of  those 
who  had  been  pitched  upon  to  be  inmates  with  the 
terrible  Woman  of  the  Tree.  At  length,  when  Elspat 
became  totally  unable  (in  appearance  at  least)  to  turn 
herself  on  the  wretched  settle  which  served  her  for  a 
couch,  the  humanity  of  Mr.  Tyrie's  successor  sent  two 
women  to  attend  upon  the  last  moments  of  the  solitary, 
which  co\ild  not,  it  was  judged,  be  far  distant,  and  to 
avert  the  possibility  that  she  might  perish  for  want  of 
assistance  or  food  before  she  sunk  imder  the  effects  of 
extreme  age  or  mortal  malady. 

It  was  on  a  November  evening  that  the  two  women 
appointed  for  this  melancholy  purpose  arrived  at  the 
miserable  cottage  which  we  have  already  described.  Its 
wretched  inmate  lay  stretched  upon  the  bed,  and  seemed 
almost  already  a  lifeless  corpse,  save  for  the  wandering 
of  the  fierce  dark  eyes,  which  rolled  in  their  sockets  in  a 
manner  terrible  to  look  upon,  and  seemed  to  watch  with 
surprise  and  indignation  the  motions  of  the  strangers, 
as  persons  whose  presence  was  alike  unexpected  and 
imwelcome.  They  were  frightened  at  her  looks;  but, 
assured  in  each  other's  company,  they  kindled  a  fire, 
lighted  a  candle,  prepared  food,  and  made  other  arrange- 
ments for  the  discharge  of  the  duty  assigned  them. 

The  assistants  agreed  they  should  watch  the  bedside 
of  the  sick  person  by  turns ;  but,  about  midnight,  over- 
come by  fatigue,  for  they  had  walked  far  that  morning, 
both  of  them  fell  fast  asleep.  When  they  awoke,  which 
was  not  till  after  the  interval  of  some  hours,  the  hut  was 
empty  and  the  patient  gone.  They  rose  in  terror,  and 
went  to  the  door  of  the  cottage,  which  was  latched  as  it 
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had  been  at  night.  They  looked  out  into  the  darkness, 
and  called  upon  their  charge  by  her  name.  The  night- 
raven  screamed  from  the  old  oak-tree,  the  fox  howled 
on  the  hiU,  the  hoarse  waterfall  replied  with  its  echoes; 
but  there  was  no  human  answer.  The  terrified  women 
did  not  dare  to  make  further  search  till  morning  should 
appear;  for  the  sudden  disappearance  of  a  creature  so 
frail  as  Elspat,  together  with  the  wild  tenor  of  her  his- 
tory, intimidated  them  from  stirring  from  the  hut.  They 
remained,  therefore,  in  dreadful  terror,  sometimes  think- 
ing they  heard  her  voice  without,  and  at  other  times, 
that  sounds  of  a  different  description  were  mingled  with 
the  moumfiil  sigh  of  the  night-breeze,  or  the  dash  of  the 
cascade.  Sometimes,  too,  the  latch  rattled,  as  if  some 
frail  and  impotent  hand  were  in  vain  attempting  to  lift 
it,  and  ever  and  anon  they  expected  the  entrance  of 
their  terrible  patient,  animated  by  supernatural  strength, 
and  in  the  company,  perhaps,  of  some  being  more  dread- 
ful than  herself .  Morning  came  at  length.  They  sought 
brake,  rock,  and  thicket  in  vain.  Two  hours  after  day- 
light, the  minister  himself  appeared,  and,  on  the  report 
of  the  watchers,  caused  the  country  to  be  alarmed,  and  a 
general  and  exact  search  to  be  made  through  the  whole 
neighbourhood  of  tjie  cottage  and  the  oak-tree.  But  it  was 
all  in  vain.  Elspat  MacTavish  was  never  found,  whether 
dead  or  alive;  nor  could  there  ever  be  traced  the  slightest 
circimistance  to  indicate  her  fate. 

The  neighbourhood  was  divided  concerning  the  cause 
of  her  disappearance.  The  credulous  thought  that  the 
evil  spirit,  under  whose  influence  she  seemed  to  have 
acted,  had  carried  her  away  in  the  body;  and  there  are 
many  who  are  still  unwilling,  at  untimely  hours,  to  pass 
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the  oak-tree,  beneath  which,  as  they  allege,  she  may  still 
be  seen  seated  according  to  her  wont.  Others  less  super- 
stitious supposed  that,  had  it  been  possible  to  search  the 
gulf  of  the  'corrie  dhu,'  the  profound  deeps  of  the  lake, 
or  the  whelming  eddies  of  the  river,  the  remains  of  Elspat 
MacTavish  might  have  been  discovered;  as  nothing 
was  more  natural,  considering  her  state  of  body  and 
mind,  than  that  she  should  have  fallen  in  by  accident, 
or  precipitated  herself  intentionally  into  one  or  other  of 
those  places  of  sure  destruction.  The  clergyman  enter- 
tained an  opinion  of  his  own.  He  thought  that,impatient 
of  the  watch  which  was  placed  over  her,  this  imhappy 
woman's  instinct  had  taught  her,  as  it  directs  various 
domestic  animals,  to  withdraw  herself  from  the  sight 
of  her  own  race,  that  the  death-struggle  might  take 
place  in  some  secret  den,  where,  in  all  probability,  her 
mortal  relics  would  never  meet  the  eyes  of  mortals.  This 
species  of  instinctive  feeling  seemed  to  him  of  a  tenor 
with  the  whole  course  of  her  unhappy  life,  and  most 
likely  to  influence  her  when  it  drew  to  a  conclusion. 
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CHRONICLES   OF  THE  CANONGATE 

It  has  been  suggested  to  the  Author,  that  it  might  be  well  to  re- 
print here  a  detailed  account  of  the  public  dinner  alluded  to  in 
the  Introduction,  as  given  in  the  newspapers  of  the  time;  and  the 
reader  is  accordingly  presented  with  the  following  extract  from 
the  Edinburgh  Weekly  Journal  for  Wednesday  28th  February 
1827. 

THEATRICAL  FUND  DINNER 

Before  proceeding  with  our  account  of  this  very  interesting 
festival  —  for  so  it  may  be  termed  —  it  is  our  duty  to  present  to 
our  readers  the  following  letter,  which  we  have  received  from  the 
president. 

TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  THE  EDINBURGH  WEEKLY  JOURNAL 

Sir  —  I  am  extremely  sorry  I  have  not  leisure  to  correct  the 
copy  you  sent  me  of  what  I  am  stated  to  have  said  at  the  Dinner 
for  the  Theatrical  Fund.  I  am  no  orator,  and  upon  such  occasions 
as  are  alluded  to  I  say  as  well  as  I  can  what  the  time  requires. 

However,  I  hope  your  reporter  has  been  more  accurate  in  other 
instances  than  in  mine.  I  have  corrected  one  passage,  in  which  I 
am  made  to  speak  with  great  impropriety  and  petulance  respect- 
ing the  opinions  of  those  who  do  not  approve  of  dramatic  enter- 
tainments. I  have  restored  what  I  said,  which  was  meant  to  be 
respectful,  as  every  objection  fovmded  in  conscience  is,  in  my 
opinion,  entitled  to  be  so  treated.  Other  errors  I  left  as  I  found 
them,  it  being  of  little  consequence  whether  I  spoke  sense  or  non- 
sense, in  what  was  merely  intended  for  the  purpose  of  the  hour. 

I  am,  sir. 

Your  obedient  servant, 
Walter  Scott. 

Edinbusgh,  Monday, 
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The  Theatrical  Fund  Dinner,  which  took  place  on  Friday  in  the 
Assembly  Rooms,  was  conducted  with  admirable  spirit.  The 
Chairman,  Sir  Walter  Scott,  among  his  other  great  qualifica- 
tions ,  is  well  fitted  to  enliven  such  an  entertaimnent.  His  manners 
are  extremely  easy,  and  his  style  of  speaking  simple  and  natural, 
yet  full  of  vivacity  and  point;  and  he  has  the  art,  if  it  be  art,  of 
relaxing  into  a  certain  homeliness  of  manner,  without  losing  one 
particle  of  his  dignity.  He  thus  takes  ofi  some  of  that  solemn 
formality  which  belongs  to  such  meetings,  and,  by  his  easy  and 
graceful  familiarity,  imparts  to  them  somewhat  of  the  pleasing 
character  of  a  private  entertainment.  Near  Sir  W.  Scott,  sat  the 
Earl  of  Fife,  Lord  Meadowbank,  Sir  John  Hope  of  Pinkie,  Bart., 
Admiral  Adam,  Baron  Clerk  Rattray,  Gilbert  Innes,  Esq.,  James 
Walker,  Esq.,  Robert  Dundas,  Esq.,  Alexander  Smith,  Esq.,  etc. 

The  cloth  being  removed,  'Non  Nobis  Domine'  was  sung  by 
Messrs.  Thome,  Swift,  Collier,  and  Hartley,  after  which  the  fol- 
lowing toasts  were  given  from  the  chair:  — 

'The  King'  —  all  the  honours. 

'The  Duke  of  Clarence  and  the  Royal  Family.' 

The  Chairman,  in  proposing  the  next  toast,  which  he  wished 
to  be  drunk  in  solemn  silence,  said  it  was  to  the  memory  of  a 
regretted  prince  whom  we  had  lately  lost.  Every  individual  would 
at  once  conjecture  to  whom  he  alluded.  He  had  no  intention  to 
dwell  on  his  military  merits.  They  had  been  told  in  the  senate; 
they  had  been  repeated  in  the  cottage;  and  whenever  a  soldier 
was  the  theme,  his  name  was  never  far  distant.  But  it  was  chiefly 
in  connexion  with  the  business  of  this  meeting,  which  his  late 
Royal  Highness  had  condescended  in  a  particular  manner  to 
patronise,  that  they  were  called  on  to  drink  his  health.  To  that 
charity  he  had  often  sacrificed  his  time,  and  had  given  up  the  little 
leisure  which  he  had  from  important  business.  He  was  always 
ready  to  attend  on  every  occasion  of  this  kind,  and  it  was  in  that 
view  that  he  proposed  to  drink  to  the  memory  of  his  late  Royal 
Highness  the  Duke  of  York.  —  Drunk  in  solemn  silence. 

The  Chairman  then  requested  that  gentlemen  would  fill  a 
bumper  as  full  as  it  would  hold,  while  he  wotild  say  only  a  few 
words.  He  was  in  the  habit  of  hearing  speeches,  and  he  knew  the 
feeling  with  which  long  ones  were  regarded.  He  was  sure  that  it 
was  perfectly  unnecessary  for  him  to  enter  into  any  vindication  of 
the  dramatic  art,  which  they  had  come  here  to  support.  This, 
however,  he  considered  to  be  the  proper  time  and  proper  occa- 
sion for  him  to  say  a  few  words  on  that  love  of  representation 
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which  was  an  innate  feeling  in  human  nature.  It  was  the  first 
amusement  that  the  child  had;  it  grew  greater  as  he  grew  up; 
and,  even  m  the  dechne  of  life,  nothing  amused  so  much  as 
when  a  common  tale  is  told  with  appropriate  personification. 
The  first  thmg  a  child  does  is  to  ape  his  schoolmaster  by  flog- 
ging a  chair.  The  assuming  a  character  ourselves,  or  the  seeing 
others  assume  an  imaginary  character,  is  an  enjoyment  natural 
to  humanity.  It  was  implanted  in  our  very  nature  to  take  plea- 
sure from  such  representations,  at  proper  times  and  on  proper 
occasions.  In  all  ages  the  theatrical  art  had  kept  pace  with  the 
improvement  of  mankind,  and  with  the  progress  of  letters  and 
the  fine  arts.   As  man  has  advanced  from  the  ruder  stages  of 
society,  the  love   of   dramatic   representations  has  increased, 
and  all  works  of  this  nature  have  been  improved  in  character 
and  in  structure.   They  had  only  to  turn  their  eyes  to  the  his- 
tory of  ancient  Greece,  although  he  did  not  pretend  to  be  very 
deeply  versed  in  its  ancient  drama.    Its  first  tragic  poet  com- 
manded a  body  of  troops  at  the  battle  of  Marathon.    Sophocles 
and  Euripides  were  men  of  rank  in  Athens,  when  Athens  was  in 
its  highest  renown.  They  shook  Athens  with  their  discourses,  as 
their  theatrical  works  shook  the  theatre  itself.  If  they  turned  to 
France  in  the  time  of  Louis  the  Fourteenth,  that  era  which  is  the 
classical  history  of  that  country,  they  would  find  that  it  was  re- 
ferred to  by  all  Frenchmen  as  the  golden  age  of  the  drama  there. 
And  also  in  England,  in  the  time  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  the  drama 
was  at  its  highest  pitch  when  the  nation  began  to  mingle  deeply 
and  wisely  in  the  general  politics  of  Europe,  not  only  not  receiving 
laws  from  others,  but  giving  laws  to  the  world,  and  vindicating 
the  rights  of  mankind.  (Cheers.)  There  have  been  various  times 
when  the  dramatic  art  subsequently  fell  into  disrepute.  Its  pro- 
fessors have  been  stigmatised;  and  laws  have  been  passed  against 
them,  less  dishonourable  to  them  than  to  the  statesmen  by  whom 
they  were  proposed,  and  to  the  legislators  by  whom  they  were 
adopted.  What  were  the  times  in  which  these  laws  were  passed? 
Was  it  not  when  virtue  was  seldom  inculcated  as  a  moral  duty 
that  we  were  required  to  relinquish  the  most  rational  of  all  our 
amusements,  when  the  clergy  were  enjoined  celibacy,  and  when 
the  laity  were  denied  the  right  to  read  their  Bibles?  He  thought 
that  it  must  have  been  from  a  notion  of  penance  that  they  erected 
the  drama  into  an  ideal  place  of  profaneness,  and  spoke  of  the 
theatre  as  of  the  tents  of  sins.  He  did  not  mean  to  dispute  that 
there  were  many  excellent  persons  who  thought  differently  from 
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him,  and  he  disclaimed  the  slightest  idea  of  charging  them  with 
bigotry  or  hypocrisy  on  that  accovmt.  He  gave  them  full  credit 
for  their  tender  concisences  in  making  these  objections,  although 
they  did  not  appear  relevant  to  him.  But  to  these  persons,  being, 
as  he  believed  them,  men  of  worth  and  piety,  he  was  sure  the  pur- 
pose of  this  meeting  would  furnish  some  apology  for  an  error,  if 
there  be  any,  in  the  opinions  of  those  who  attend.  They  would 
approve  the  gift,  although  they  might  differ  in  other  points.  Such 
might  not  approve  of  going  to  the  theatre,  but  at  least  could  not 
deny  that  they  might  give  away  from  their  superfluity  what  was 
required  for  the  relief  of  the  sick,  the  support  of  the  aged,  and  the 
comfort  of  the  afflicted.  These  were  duties  enjoined  by  our  re- 
ligion itself.   (Loud  cheers.) 

I-  The  performers  are  in  a  particular  manner  entitled  to  the  sup- 
port or 'regard,  when  in  old  age  or  distress,  of  those  who  had  par- 
taken of  the  amuseinents  of  those  places  which  they  render  an 
ornament  to  society.  Their  art  was  of  a  peculiarly  delicate  and 
precarious  nature.  They  had  to  serve  a  long  apprenticeship.  It 
was  very  long  before  even  the  first-rate  geniuses  could  acquire 
the  mechanical  knowledge  of  the  stage  business.  They  must 
languish  long  in  obscurity  before  they  can  avail  themselves  of 
their  natural  talents;  and  after  that  they  have  but  a  short  space 
of  time,  during  which  they  are  fortunate  if  they  can  provide  the 
means  of  comfort  in  the  decline  of  life.  That  comes  late,  and  lasts 
but  a  short  time;  after  which  they  are  left  dependent.  Their 
limbs  fail,  their  teeth  are  loosened,  their  voice  is  lost,  and  they  are 
left,  after  giving  happiness  to  others,  in  a  most  disconsolate  state. 
The  public  were  liberal  and  generous  to  those  deserving  their  pro- 
tection. It  was  a  sad  thing  to  be  dependent  on  the  favour,  or,  he 
might  say,  in  plain  terms,  on  the  caprice,  of  the  public;  and  this 
more  particularly  for  a  class  of  persons  of  whom  extreme  prudence 
is  not  the  character.  There  might  be  instances  of  opportunities 
being  neglected;  but  let  each  gentleman  tax  himself,  and  consider 
the  opportunities  they  had  neglected,  and  the  sums  of  money 
they  had  wasted;  let  every  gentleman  look  into  his  own  bosom, 
and  say  whether  these  were  circumstances  which  would  soften 
his  own  feelings,  were  he  to  be  plunged  into  distress.  He  put  it 
to  every  generous  bosom  —  to  every  better  feeling  —  to  say  what 
consolation  was  it  to  old  age  to  be  told  that  you  might  have  made 
provision  at  a  time  which  had  been  neglected  (loud  cheers) ;  and 
to  find  it  objected,  that  if  you  had  pleased  you  might  have  been 
wealthy.   He  had  hitherto  been  speaking  of  what,  in  theatrical 
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language,  was  called  'stars,'  but  they  were  sometimes  falling  ones. 
There  were  another  class  of  sufferers  naturally  and  necessarily 
connected  with  the  theatre,  without  whom  it  was  impossible  to 
go  on.  The  sailors  have  a  saying,  'Every  man  cannot  be  a  boat- 
swam.'  If  there  must  be  a  great  actor  to  act  Hamlet,  there  must 
also  be  people  to  act  Laertes,  the  King,  Rosencrantz,  and  Guilden- 
stern,  otherwise  a  drama  cannot  go  on.  If  even  Garrick  himself 
were  to  rise  from  the  dead,  he  could  not  act  Hamlet  alone.  There 
must  be  generals,  colonels,  commanding-officers,  sulbaltems. 
But  what  are  the  private  soldiers  to  do?  Many  have  mistaken 
their  own  talents,  and  have  been  driven  in  early  youth  to  try  the 
stage,  to  which  they  are  not  competent.  He  would  know  what  to 
say  to  the  indifferent  poet  and  to  the  bad  artist.  He  would  say 
that  it  was  foolish,  and  he  would  recommend  to  the  poet  to  be- 
come a  scribe,  and  the  artist  to  paint  sign-posts.  (Loud  laughter.) 
But  you  could  not  send  the  player  adrift,  for  if  he  cannot  play 
Hamlet,  he  must  play  Guildenstern.  Where  there  are  many  la- 
bourers, wages  must  be  low,  and  no  man  in  such  a  situation  can 
decently  support  a  wife  and  family  and  save  something  off  his  in- 
come for  old  age.  What  is  this  man  to  do  in  latter  life?  Are  you 
to  cast  him  off  like  an  old  hinge  or  a  piece  of  useless  machinery 
which  has  done  its  work?  To  a  person  who  had  contributed  to  our 
amusement  this  would  be  unkind,  ungrateful,  and  unchristian. 
His  wants  are  not  of  his  own  making,  but  arise  from  the  natural 
sources  of  sickness  and  old  age.  It  cannot  be  denied  that  there  is 
one  class  of  sufferers  to  whom  no  imprudence  can  be  ascribed,  ex- 
cept on  first  entering  on  the  profession.  After  putting  his  hand  to 
the  dramatic  plough  he  cannot  drawback;  but  must  continue  at 
it,  and  toil,  tiU  death  release  him  from  want,  or  charity,  by  its 
milder  influence,  steps  in  to  render  that  want  more  tolerable.  He 
had  little  more  to  say,  except  that  he  sincerely  hoped  that  the  col- 
lection to-day,  from  the  number  of  respectable  gentlemen  present, 
would  meet  the  views  entertained  by  the  patrons.  He  hoped  it 
woTild  do  so.  They  should  not  be  disheartened.  Though  they  could 
not  do  a  great  deal,  they  might  do  something.  They  had  this  con- 
solation, that  everything  they  parted  with  from  their  superfluity 
would  do  some  good.  They  would  sleep  the  better  themselves 
when  they  have  been  the  means  of  giving  sleep  to  others.  It  was 
ungrateful  and  unkind  that  those  who  had  sacrificed  their  youth  to 
our  amusement  should  not  receive  the  reward  due  to  them,  but 
should  be  reduced  to  hard  fare  in  their  old  age.  We  cannot  think 
of  poor  Falstaff  going  to  bed  without  his  cup  of  sack,  or  Macbeth 
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fed  on  bones  as  marrowless  as  those  of  Banquo.  (Loud  cheers  and 
laughter.)  As  he  believed  that  they  were  all  as  fond  of  the  dra- 
matic art  as  he  was  in  his  younger  days,  he  would  propose  that 
they  should  drink  'The  Theatrical  Fund,'  with  three  times  three. 
Mr.  Mackay  rose,  on  behalf  of  his  brethren,  to  return  their 
thanks  for  the  toast  just  drunk.  Many  of  the  gentlemen  present, 
he  said,  were  perhaps  not  fully  acquainted  with  the  nature  and 
intention  of  the  institution,  and  it  might  not  be  amiss  to  enter 
into  some  explanation  on  the  subject.  With  whomsoever  the 
idea  of  a  Theatrical  Fund  might  have  originated  (and  it  had 
been  disputed  by  the  surviving  relatives  of  two  or  three  indi- 
viduals), certain  it  was  that  the  first  legally  constituted  Theatri- 
cal Fund  owed  its  origin  to  one  of  the  brightest  ornaments  in  the 
profession,  the  late  David  Garrick.  That  eminent  actor  conceived 
that,  by  a  weekly  subscription  in  the  theatre,  a  fund  might  be 
raised  among  its  members,  from  which  a  portion  might  be  given 
to  those  of  his  less  fortunate  brethren,  and  thus  an  opportunity 
would  be  ofiered  for  prudence  to  provide  what  fortime  had  de- 
nied —  a  comfortable  provision  for  the  winter  of  life.  With  the 
welfare  of  his  profession  constantly  at  heart,  the  zeal  with  which 
he  laboured  to  uphold  its  respectability,  and  to  impress  upon  the 
minds  of  his  brethren  not  only  the  necessity,  but  the  blessing,  of 
independence,  the  fund  became  his  peculiar  care.  He  drew  up  a 
form  of  laws  for  its  government,  procured,  at  his  own  expense,  the 
passing  of  an  Act  of  Parliament  for  its  confirmation,  bequeathed 
to  it  a  handsome  legacy,  and  thus  became  the  father  of  the  Drury 
Lane  Fund.  So  constant  was  his  attachment  to  this  infant  estab- 
lishment, that  he  chose  to  grace  the  close  of  the  brightest  theat- 
rical life  on  record  by  the  last  display  of  his  transcendent  talent 
on  the  occasion  of  a  benefit  for  this  child  of  his  adoption,  which 
ever  since  has  gone  by  the  name  of  the  Garrick  Fund.  In  imitation 
of  his  noble  example,  funds  had  been  established  in  several  provin- 
dal  theatres  in  England;  but  it  remained  for  Mrs.  Henry  Siddons 
and  Mr.  William  Murray  to  become  the  founders  of  the  first 
Theatrical  Fund  in  Scotland.  (Cheers.)  This  fund  commenced 
under  the  most  favourable  auspices:  it  was  liberally  supported  by 
the  management,  and  highly  patronised  by  the  public.  Notwith- 
standing, it  fell  short  in  the  accomplishment  of  its  intentions. 
What  those  intentions  were,  he  (Mr.  Mackay)  need  not  recapitu- 
late; but  they  failed,  and  he  did  not  hesitate  to  confess  that  a 
want  of  energy  on  the  part  of  the  performers  was  the  probable 
cause.  A  new  set  of  rules  and  regulations  were  lately  drawn  up, 
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submitted  to  and  approved  of  at  a  general  meeting  of  the  mem- 
bers of  the  theatre;  and  accordingly  the  fund  was  remodelled  on 
the  ist  of  January  last.  And  here  he  thought  he  did  but  echo  the 
feelings  of  his  brethren  by  publicly  acknowledging  the  obKgations 
they  were  under  to  the  management  for  the  aid  given,  and  the 
warm  interest  they  had  all  along  taken  in  the  welfare  of  the  fund. 
(Cheers.)  The  nature  and  object  of  the  profession  had  been  so  well 
treated  of  by  the  president,  that  he  would  say  nothing;  but  of 
the  numerous  offspring  of  science  and  genius  that  court  precari- 
ous fame,  the  actor  boasts  the  slenderest  fame  of  all:  the  sport  of 
fortune,  the  creatures  of  fashion,  and  the  victims  of  caprice,  they 
are  seen,  heard,  and  admired,  but  to  be  forgot.  They  leave  no 
trace,  no  memorial  of  their  existence;  they  'come  like  shadows, 
so  depart.'  (Cheers.)  Yet,  humble  though  their  pretensions  be, 
there  was  no  profession,  trade,  or  calling  where  such  a  combina- 
tion of  requisites,  mental  and  bodily,  were  indispensable.  In  all 
others  the  principal  may  practise  after  he  has  been  visited  by  the 
aflOiicting  hand  of  Providence  —  some  by  the  loss  of  limb,  some  of 
voice,  and  many,  when  the  faculty  of  the  mind  is  on  the  wane, 
may  be  assisted  by  dutiful  children  or  devoted  servants.  Not  so 
the  actor;  he  must  retain  all  he  ever  did  possess,  or  sink  dejected 
to  a  mournful  home.  (Applause.)  Yet,  whUe  they  are  toiling  for 
ephemeral  theatric  fame,  how  very  few  ever  possess  the  means  of 
hoarding  in  their  youth  that  which  would  give  bread  in  old  age! 
But  now  a  brighter  prospect  dawned  upon  them,  and  to  the  suc- 
cess of  this  their  infant  establishment  they  looked  with  hope,  as 
to  a  comfortable  and  peaceful  home  in  their  declining  years.  He 
concluded  by  tendering  to  the  meeting,  in  the  name  of  his  breth- 
ren and  sisters,  their  unfeigned  thanks  for  their  liberal  support, 
and  begged  to  propose  the  health  of  the  patrons  of  the  Edinburgh 
Theatrical  Fund.   (Cheers.) 

Lord  Meadowbank  said,  that  by  desire  of  his  hon.  friend  in 
the  chair,  and  of  his  noble  friend  at  his  right  hand,  he  begged  leave 
to  return  thanks  for  the  honour  which  had  been  conferred  on  the 
patrons  of  this  excellent  institution.  He  could  answer  for  himself 
—  he  could  answer  for  them  all  —  that  they  were  deeply  impressed 
with  the  meritorious  objects  which  it  has  in  view,  and  of  their 
anxious  wish  to  promote  its  interests.  For  himself,  he  hoped  he 
might  be  permitted  to  say  that  he  was  rather  surprised  at  finding 
his  own  name  as  one  of  the  patrons,  associated  with  so  many  indi- 
viduals of  high  rank  and  powerful  influence.  But  it  was  an  excuse 
for  those  who  had  placed  him  in  a  situation  so  honourable  and  so 
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distinguished,  that  when  this  charity  was  instituted  he  happened 
to  hold  a  high  and  responsible  station  under  the  crown,  when  he 
might  have  been  of  use  in  assisting  and  promoting  its  objects. 
His  lordship  much  feared  that  he  could  have  little  expectation, 
situated  as  he  now  was,  of  doiag  either;  but  he  could  confidently 
assert  that  few  things  would  give  him  greater  gratification  than 
being  able  to  contribute  to  its  prosperity  and  support;  and,  in- 
deed, when  one  recollects  the  pleasure  which  at  all  periods  of  life 
he  has  received  from  the  exhibitions  of  the  stage,  and  the  exertions 
of  the  meritorious  individuals  for  whose  aid  this  fund  has  been 
established,  he  must  be  divested  both  of  gratitude  and  feeling  who 
would  not  give  his  best  endeavours  to  promote  its  welfare.  And 
now,  that  he  might  in  some  measure  repay  the  gratification  which 
had  been  afforded  himself,  he  would  beg  leave  to  propose  a  toast, 
the  health  of  one  of  the  patrons,  a  great  and  distinguished  individ- 
ual, whose  name  must  always  stand  by  itself,  and  which,  in  an  as- 
sembly such  as  this,  or  in  any  other  assembly  of  Scotsmen,  can 
never  be  received  (not,  he  would  say,  with  ordinary  feelings  of 
pleasure  or  of  delight),  but  with  those  of  rapture  and  enthusiasm. 
In  doing  so,  he  felt  that  he  stood  in  a  somewhat  new  situation. 
Whoever  had  been  called  upon  to  propose  the  health  of  his  hon. 
friend  to  whom  he  alluded,  some  time  ago,  would  have  found  him- 
self enabled,  from  the  mystery  ia  which  certain  matters  were  in- 
volved, to  gratify  himself  and  his  auditors  by  allusions  which  foimd 
a  responding  chord  in  their  own  feelings,  and  to  deal  in  the  lan- 
guage —  the  sincere  language,  of  panegyric,  without  intruding  on 
the  modesty  of  the  great  individual  to  whom  he  referred.  But  it 
was  no  longer  possible,  consistently  with  the  respect  to  one's  audi- 
tors, to  use  upon  this  subject  terms  either  of  mystification  or  of 
obscure  or  indirect  allusion.  The  clouds  have  been  dispelled,  the 
darkness  visible  has  been  cleared  away,  and  the  Great  Unknown 
—  the  minstrel  of  our  native  land  —  the  mighty  magician  who  has 
roUed  back  the  current  of  time,  and  conjured  up  before  our  living 
senses  the  men  and  the  manners  of  days  which  have  long  passed 
away,  stands  revealed  to  the  hearts  and  the  eyes  of  his  affectionate 
and  admiring  countr}Tnen.  If  he  himself  were  capable  of  imagin- 
ing all  that  belonged  to  this  mighty  subject,  were  he  even  able  to 
give  utterance  to  all  that  as  a  friend,  as  a  man,  and  as  a  Scotsman 
he  must  feel  regarding  it,  yet  knowing,  as  he  well  did,  that  this 
illustrious  individual  was  not  more  distinguished  for  his  towering 
talents  than  for  those  feelings  which  rendered  such  allusions  un- 
grateful to  himself,  however  sparingly  introduced,  he  would,  on 

434 


TO  THE  CHRONICLES  OF  THE  CANONGATE 

that  account,  still  refrain  from  doing  that  which  would  otherwise 
be  no  less  pleasing  to  him  than  to  his  audience.  But  this  his  lord- 
ship hoped  he  would  be  allowed  to  say  (his  auditors  would  not 
pardon  him  were  he  to  say  less) ,  we  owe  to  him,  as  a  people,  a  large 
and  heavy  debt  of  gratitude.  He  it  is  who  has  opened  to  foreigners 
the  grand  and  characteristic  beauties  of  our  country.  It  is  to  him 
that  we  owe  that  our  gallant  ancestors  and  the  struggles  of  our 
illustrious  patriots,  who  fought  and  bled  in  order  to  obtam  and 
secure  that  independence  and  that  liberty  we  now  enjoy,  have  ob- 
tained a  fame  no  longer  confined  to  the  boundaries  of  a  remote 
and  comparatively  obscure  nation,  and  who  has  called  down  upon 
their  struggles  for  glory  and  freedom  the  admiration  of  foreign 
countries.  He  it  is  who  has  conferred  a  new  reputation  on  our 
national  character,  and  bestowed  on  Scotland  an  imperishable 
name,  were  it  only  by  her  having  given  birth  to  himself.  (Loud 
and  rapturous  applause.) 

Sir  Walter  Scott  certainly  did  not  think  that,  in  coming  here 
to-day,  he  would  have  the  task  of  acknowledging,  before  300 
gentlemen,  a  secret  which,  considering  that  it  was  communicated 
to  more  than  twenty  people,  had  been  remarkably  well  kept.  He 
was  now  before  the  bar  of  his  country,  and  might  be  understood 
to  be  on  trial  before  Lord  Meadowbrook  as  an  offender;  yet  he 
was  sure  that  every  impartial  jury  would  bring  in  a  verdict  of 
Not  Proven.  He  did  not  now  think  it  necessary  to  enter  into  the 
reasons  of  his  long  silence.  Perhaps  caprice  might  have  a  consider- 
able share  in  it.  He  had  now  to  say,  however,  that  the  merits  of 
these  works,  if  they  had  any,  and  their  faults,  were  entirely  imput- 
able to  himself.  (Long  and  loud  cheering.)  He  was  afraid  to  think 
on  what  he  had  done.  'Look  on't  again  I  dare  not.'  He  had  thus 
far  unbosomed  himself,  and  he  knew  that  it  would  be  reported  to 
the  public.  He  meant,  then,  seriously  to  state,  that  when  he  said 
he  was  the  author,  he  was  the  total  and  undivided  author.  With 
the  exception  of  quotations,  there  was  not  a  single  word  that  was 
not  derived  from  himself,  or  suggested  in  the  course  of  his  reading. 
The  wand  was  now  broken,  and  the  book  buried.  You  will  allow 
me  further  to  say,  with  Prospero,  it  is  your  breath  that  has  filled 
my  sails,  and  to  crave  one  single  toast  in  the  capacity  of  the  author 
of  these  novels;  and  he  would  dedicate  a  bumper  to  the  health  of 
one  who  has  represented  some  of  those  characters,  of  which  he 
had  endeavoured  to  give  the  skeleton,  with  a  degree  of  liveliness 
which  rendered  him  grateful.  He  would  propose  the  health  of  his 
friend  Bailie  Nicol  Jarvie  —  (loud  applause)  —  and  he  was  sure 
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that,  when  the  Author  of  Waverley  and  Rob  Roy  drinks  to  Nicol 
Jarvie,  it  would  be  received  with  that  degree  of  applause  to  which 
that  gentleman  has  always  been  accustomed,  and  that  they  would 
take  care  that  on  the  present  occasion  it  should  be  prodigious! 
(Long  and  vehement  applause.) 

Mr.  Mackay,  who  here  spoke  with  great  humour  in  the  char- 
acter of  Bailie  Jarvie.  —  My  conscience!  My  worthy  father  the 
deacon  could  not  have  believed  that  his  son  could  hae  had  sic  a 
compliment  paid  to  him  by  the  Great  Unknown! 

Sir  Walter  Scoxt.  —  The  Small  Known  now,  Mr.  Bailie. 

Mr.  Mackay.  —  He  had  been  long  identified  with  the  Bailie, 
and  he  was  vain  of  the  cognomen  which  he  had  now  worn  for 
eight  years;  and  he  questioned  if  any  of  his  brethren  in  the  coun- 
cil had  given  such  universal  satisfaction.  (Loud  laughter  and  ap- 
plause.) Before  he  sat  down  he  begged  to  propose  'The  Lord  Pro- 
vost and  the  City  of  Edinburgh.' 

Sir  Walter  Scott  apologised  for  the  absence  of  the  Lord  Pro- 
vost, who  had  gone  to  London  on  public  business. 

Tune  —  'Within  a  mile  of  Edinburgh  town.' 

Sir  Walter  Scott  gave  'The  Duke  of  Wellington  and  the 
army.' 

Glee  —  'How  merrily  we  live.' 

'Lord  Melville  and  the  Navy,  that  fought  till  they  left  nobody 
to  fight  with,  like  an  arch  sportsman  who  clears  aU  and  goes  after 
the  game.' 

Mr.  Pat.  Robertson.  —  They  had  heard  this  evening  a  toast 
which  had  been  received  with  intense  delight,  which  will  be  pub- 
lished in  every  newspaper,  and  will  be  hailed  with  joy  by  all  Eu- 
rope. He  had  one  toast  assigned  him  which  he  had  great  pleasure 
in  giving.  He  was  sure  that  the  stage  had  in  all  ages  a  great  ef- 
fect on  the  morals  and  manners  of  the  people.  It  was  very  desir- 
able that  the  stage  should  be  well  regulated;  and  there  was  no 
criterion  by  which  its  regulation  could  be  better  determined  than 
by  the  moral  character  and  personal  respectability  of  the  per- 
formers. He  was  not  one  of  those  stem  moralists  who  objected  to 
the  theatre.  The  most  fastidious  moralist  could  not  possibly  appre- 
hend any  injury  from  the  stage  of  Edinburgh,  as  it  was  presently 
managed,  and  so  long  as  it  was  adorned  by  that  illustrious  individ- 
ual Mrs.  Henry  Siddons,  whose  public  exhibitions  were  not  more 
remarkable  for  feminine  grace  and  delicacy  than  was  her  private 
character  for  every  virtue  which  could  be  admired  in  domestic 
life.  He  would  conclude  with  reciting  a  few  words  from  Shake- 
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speare,  in  a  spirit  not  of  contradiction  to  those  stem  moralists  who 
dishked  the  theatre,  but  of  meekness:  —  '  Good  my  lord,  will  you 
see  the  players  weU  bestowed?  do  you  hear,  let  them  be  well  used, 
for  they  are  the  abstract  and  brief  chronicles  of  the  time.'  He 
then  gave,  'Mrs.  Henry  Siddons,  and  success  to  the  Theatre- 
Royal  of  Edinburgh.' 

Mr.  Murray.  —  Gentlemen,  I  rise  to  return  thanks  for  the 
honour  you  have  done  Mrs.  Siddons,  in  doing  which  I  am  some- 
what difficulted,  from  the  extreme  delicacy  which  attends  a 
brother's  expatiating  upon  a  sister's  claims  to  honours  publicly 
paid—  (hear,  hear)  —yet,' gentlemen, your  kindness  emboldens 
me  to  say,  that  were  I  to  give  utterance  to  all  a  brother's  feelings, 
I  should  not  exaggerate  those  claims.  (Loud  applause.)  I  there- 
fore, gentlemen,  thank  you  most  cordially  for  the  honour  you  have 
done  her,  and  shall  now  request  permission  to  make  an  observation 
on  the  establishment  of  the  Edinburgh  Theatrical  Fund.  Mr.  Mac- 
kay  has  done  Mrs.  Henry  Siddons  and  myself  the  honour  to  as- 
cribe the  establishment  to  us;  but  no,  gentlemen,  it  owes  its  origin 
to  a  higher  source  —  the  publication  of  the  novel  of  Rob  Roy  — 
the  unprecedented  success  of  the  opera  adapted  from  that  popu- 
lar production.  (Hear,  hear.)  It  was  that  success  which  relieved 
the  Edinburgh  Theatre  from  its  diflSculties,  and  enabled  Mrs. 
Siddons  to  carry  into  effect  the  establishment  of  a  fimd  she  had 
long  desired,  but  was  prevented  from  effecting,  from  the  imsettled 
state  of  her  theatrical  concerns.  I  therefore  hope  that,  in  future 
years,  when  the  aged  and  infirm  actor  derives  relief  from  this 
fimd,  he  will,  in  the  language  of  the  gallant  Highlander, '  Cast  his 
eye  to  good  old  Scotland,  and  not  forget  Rob  Roy.'  (Loud  ap- 
plause.) 

Sir  Walter  Scott  here  stated,  that  Mrs.  Siddons  wanted  the 
means  but  not  the  will  of  beginning  the  Theatrical  Fund.  He  here 
alluded  to  the  great  merits  of  Mr.  Murray's  management,  and  to 
his  merits  as  an  actor,  which  were  of  the  first  order,  and  of  which 
every  person  who  attends  the  theatre  must  be  sensible;  and  after 
alluding  to  the  embarrassments  with  which  the  theatre  had  been 
at  one  period  threatened,  he  concluded  by  giving  the  health  of 
Mr.  Murray,  which  was  dnmk  with  three  times  three. 

Mr.  Murray.  —  Gentlemen,  I  wish  I  could  believe  that,  in  any 
degree,  I  merited  the  compliments  with  which  it  has  pleased  Sir 
Walter  Scott  to  preface  the  proposal  of  my  health,  or  the  very 
flattering  manner  in  which  you  have  done  me  the  honor  to  receive 
it.  The  approbation  of  such  an  assembly  is  most  gratifying  to  me, 
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and  might  encourage  feelings  of  vanity,  were  not  such  feelings 
crushed  by  my  conviction,  that  no  man  holding  the  situation  I 
have  so  long  held  in  Edinbiurgh  could  have  failed,  placed  in  the 
peculiar  circumstances  in  which  I  have  been  placed.  Gentlemen, 
I  shall  not  insult  your  good  taste  by  eulogiums  upon  your  judg- 
ment or  kindly  feelings;  though  to  the  first  I  owe  any  improve- 
ment I  may  have  made  as  an  actor,  and  certainly  my  success  as 
a  manager  to  the  second.  (Applause.)  When,  upon  the  death  of 
my  dear  brother  the  late  Mr.  Siddons,  it  was  proposed  that  I 
should  undertake  the  management  of  the  Edinburgh  Theatre,  I 
confess  I  drew  back,  doubting  my  capability  to  free  it  from  the 
load  of  debt  and  difficulty  with  which  it  was  surrounded.  In  this 
state  of  anxiety,  I  solicited  the  advice  of  one  who  had  ever  honoured 
me  with  his  kindest  regard,  and  whose  name  no  member  of  my 
profession  can  pronounce  without  feelings  of  the  deepest  respect 
and  gratitude  —  I  allude  to  the  late  Mr.  John  Kemble.  (Great 
applause.)  To  him  I  applied;  and  with  the  repetition  of  his  advice 
I  shall  cease  to  trespass  upon  your  time  —  (hear,  hear)  —  'My 
dear  William,  fear  not;  integrity  and  assiduity  must  prove  an 
overmatch  for  all  difficulty;  and  though  I  approve  your  not  in- 
dulging a  vain  confidence  in  your  own  ability,  and  viewing  with 
respectful  apprehension  the  judgment  of  the  audience  you  have 
to  act  before,  yet  be  assured  that  judgment  will  ever  be  tempered 
by  the  feeling  that  you  are  acting  for  the  widow  and  the  fatherless.' 
(Loud  applause.)  Gentlemen,  those  words  have  never  passed  from 
my  mind;  and  I  feel  convinced  that  you  have  pardoned  my  many 
errors  from  the  feeling  that  I  was  striving  for  the  widow  and  the 
fatherless.  (Long  and  enthusiastic  applause  followed  Mr.  Murray's 
address.) 

Sir  Walter  Scott  gave  the  health  of  the  Stewards. 

Mr.  Vandenhoff.  —  Mr.  President  and  gentlemen,  the  honour 
conferred  upon  the  Stewards,  in  the  very  flattering  compliment 
you  have  just  paid  us,  calls  forth  our  warmest  acknowledgments. 
In  tending  you  our  thanks  for  the  approbation  you  have  been 
pleased  to  express  of  our  humble  exertions,  I  would  beg  leave  to 
advert  to  the  cause  in  which  we  have  been  engaged.  Yet,  sur- 
rounded as  I  am  by  the  genius,  the  eloquence  of  this  enlightened 
city,  I  cannot  but  feel  the  presumption  which  ventures  to  address 
you  on  so  interesting  a  subject.  Accustomed  to  speak  in  the  lan- 
guage of  others,  I  feel  quite  at  a  loss  for  terms  wherein  to  clothe 
the  sentiments  excited  by  the  present  occasion.  (Applause.)  The 
nature  of  the  institution  which  has  sought  yoxir  fostering  patron- 
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age,  and  the  objects  which  it  contemplates,  have  been  fully  ex- 
plained to  you.  But,  gentlemen,  the  relief  which  it  proposes  is  not 
a  gratuitous  relief,  but  to  be  purchased  by  the  individual  contri- 
bution of  its  members  towards  the  general  good.  This  fund  lends 
no  encouragement  to  idleness  or  improvidence;  but  it  offers  an 
opportunity  to  prudence,  in  vigour  and  youth,  to  make  provision 
against  the  evening  of  life  and  its  attendant  infirmity.  A  period 
is  fixed,  at  which  we  admit  the  plea  of  age  as  an  exemption  from 
professional  labour.  It  is  painful  to  behold  the  veteran  on  the 
stage  (compelled  by  necessity)  contending  against  physical  decay, 
mocking  the  joyousness  of  mirth  with  the  feebleness  of  age,  when 
the  energies  decline,  when  the  memory  fails,  and  'the  big  manly 
voice,  turning  again  towards  childish  treble,  pipes  and  whistles 
in  the  sound.'  We  would  remove  him  from  the  mimic  scene,  where 
fiction  constitutes  the  charm;  we  would  not  view  old  age  carica- 
turing itself.  (Applause.)  But  as  our  means  may  be  found,  in 
time  of  need,  inadequate  to  the  fulfilment  of  our  wishes  —  fearful 
of  raising  expectations  which  we  may  be  unable  to  gratify  — 
desirous  not  'to  keep  the  word  of  promise  to  the  ear  and  break  it 
to  the  hope'  —  we  have  presumed  to  court  the  assistance  of  the 
friends  of  the  drama  to  strengthen  our  infant  institution.  Our 
appeal  has  been  successful  beyond  our  most  sanguine  expecta- 
tions. The  distinguished  patronage  conferred  on  us  by  your  pres- 
ence on  this  occasion,  and  the  substantial  support  which  your 
benevolence  has  so  liberally  afforded  to  oxu:  institution,  must 
impress  every  member  of  the  fund  with  the  most  grateful  senti- 
ments—  sentiments  which  no  language  can  express,  no  time 
obliterate.  (Applause.)  I  will  not  trespass  longer  on  yomr  atten- 
tion. I  would  the  task  of  acknowledging  our  obligation  had  fallen 
into  abler  hands.  (Hear,  hear.)  In  the  name  of  the  Stewards,  I 
most  respectfully  and  cordially  thank  you  for  the  honour  you 
have  done  us,  which  greatly  overpays  our  poor  endeavours. 
(Applause.) 

This  speech,  though  rather  inadequately  reported,  was  one  of 
the  best  delivered  on  this  occasion.  That  it  was  creditable  to  Mr. 
Vandenhoff's  taste  and  feelings,  the  preceding  sketch  will  show; 
but  how  much  it  was  so,  it  does  not  show. 

Mr.  J.  Cay  gave '  Professor  Wilson  and  the  University  of  Edin- 
burgh, of  which  he  was  one  of  the  brightest  ornaments.' 

Lord  Meadowbank,  after  a  suitable  eulogium,  gave  'The  Earl 
of  Fife,'  which  was  drunk  with  three  times  three. 

Earl  Fife  expressed  his  high  gratification  at  the  honour  con- 
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ferred  on  him.  He  intimated  his  approbation  of  the  institution, 
and  his  readiness  to  promote  its  success  by  every  means  in  his 
power.  He  concluded  with  giving  'The  health  of  the  Company  of 
Edinburgh.' 

Mr.  Jones,  on  rising  to  return  thanks,  being  received  with 
considerable  applause,  said  he  was  truly  grateful  for  the  kind 
encouragement  he  had  experienced,  but  the  novelty  of  the  situa- 
tion in  which  he  now  was,  renewed  all  the  feelings  he  experienced 
when  he  first  saw  himself  aimoimced  in  the  bills  as  a  young  gen- 
tleman, being  his  first  appearance  on  any  stage.  (Laughter  and 
applause.)  Although  in  the  presence  of  those  whose  indulgence 
had,  ia  another  sphere,  so  often  shielded  him  from  the  penalties 
of  inability,  he  was  imable  to  execute  the  task  which  had  so  unex- 
pectedly devolved  upon  him  in  behalf  of  his  brethren  and  himself. 
He  therefore  begged  the  company  to  imagine  all  that  grateful 
hearts  could  prompt  the  most  eloquent  to  utter,  and  that  it  would 
be  a  copy  of  their  feelings.  (Applause.)  He  begged  to  trespass 
another  moment  on  their  attention,  for  the  purpose  of  expressing 
the  thanks  of  the  members  of  the  fund  to  the  gentlemen  of  the 
Edinbmrgh  Professional  Society  of  Musicians,  who,  finding  that 
this  meeting  was  appointed  to  take  place  on  the  same  evening 
with  their  concert,  had  in  the  handsomest  manner  agreed  to  post- 
pone it.  Although  it  was  his  duty  thus  to  preface  the  toast  he  had 
to  propose,  he  was  certain  the  meeting  required  no  further  induce- 
ment, than  the  recollection  of  the  pleasure  the  exertions  of  those 
gentlemen  had  often  afforded  them  within  those  walls,  to  join 
heartily  in  drinking  'Health  and  prosperity  to  the  Ediaburgh 
Professional  Society  of  Musicians.'  (Applause.) 

Mr.  Pat.  Robertson  proposed  'The  health  of  Mr.  Jeffrey,' 
whose  absence  was  owing  to  indisposition.  The  public  was  well 
aware  that  he  was  the  most  distinguished  advocate  at  the  bar;  he 
was  likewise  distinguished  for  the  kindness,  frankness,  and  cordial 
manner  in  which  he  communicated  with  the  junior  members  of  the 
profession,  to  the  esteem  of  whom  his  splendid  talents  would  al- 
ways entitle  him. 

Mr.  J.  Maconochie  gave  'The  health  of  Mrs.  Siddons,  senior 
—  the  most  distinguished  ornament  of  the  stage.' 

Sir  W.  Scott  said,  that  if  anything  could  reconcile  him  to  old 
age,  it  was  the  reflection  that  he  had  seen  the  rising  as  well  as  the 
setting  sun  of  Mrs.  Siddons.  He  remembered  well  their  breakfast- 
ing near  to  the  theatre,  waiting  the  whole  day,  the  crushing  at  the 
doors  at  six  o'clock,  and  their  going  in  and  counting  their  fingers 
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till  seven  o'clock.  But  the  very  first  step,  the  very  first  word  which 
she  uttered,  was  sufficient  to  overpay  him  for  all  his  labours.  The 
house  was  literally  electrified;  and  it  was  only  from  witnessing  the 
effects  of  her  genius  that  he  could  guess  to  what  a  pitch  theatrical 
excellence  could  be  carried.  Those  young  gentlemen  who  have 
only  seen  the  setting  sun  of  this  distinguished  performer,  beautiful 
and  serene  as  that  was,  must  give  us  old  fellows,  who  have  seen  its 
rise  and  its  meridian,  leave  to  hold  our  heads  a  little  higher. 

Mr.  Dtjndas  gave  'The  memory  of  Home,  the  author  of 
Douglas.' 

Mr.  Mackay  here  announced  that  the  subscription  for  the  night 
amounted  to  £280;  and  he  expressed  gratitude  for  this  substantial 
proof  of  their  kindness. 

We  are  happy  to  state  that  subscriptions  have  since  flowed  in 
very  liberally. 

Mr.  Mackay  here  entertained  the  company  with  a  pathetic 
song. 

Sir  Walter  Scotx  apologised  for  having  so  long  forgotten  their 
native  land.  He  would  now  give  'Scotland,  the  land  of  Cakes.' 
He  would  give  every  river,  every  loch,  every  hill,  from  Tweed  to 
Johnnie  Groat's  house;  every  lass  in  her  cottage  and  countess  in 
her  castle;  and  may  her  sons  stand  by  her,  as  their  fathers  did 
before  them,  and  he  who  would  not  drink  a  bumper  to  his  toast, 
may  he  never  drink  whisky  more! 

Sir  Walter  Scott  here  gave  'Lord  Meadowbank,'  who 
returned  thanks. 

Mr.  H.  G.  Bell  said,  that  he  should  not  have  ventured  to  in- 
trude himself  upon  the  attention  of  the  assembly,  did  he  not  feel 
confident  that  the  toast  he  begged  to  have  the  honour  to  propose 
would  make  amends  for  the  very  imperfect  manner  in  which  he 
might  express  his  sentiments  regarding  it.  It  had  been  said  that, 
notwithstanding  the  mental  supremacy  of  the  present  age,  not- 
withstanding that  the  page  of  our  history  was  studded  with  names 
destined  also  for  the  page  of  immortality  —  that  the  genius  of 
Shakespeare  was  extinct,  and  the  fountain  of  his  inspiration  dried 
vp.  It  might  be  that  these  observations  were  unfortunately  cor- 
rect, or  it  might  be  that  we  were  bewildered  with  a  name,  not 
disappointed  of  the  reality;  for  though  Shakespeare  had  brought 
a  Hamlet,  an  Othello,  and  a  Macbeth,  an  Ariel,  a  Juliet,  and  a 
Rosalind  upon  the  stage,  were  there  not  authors  living  who  had 
brought  as  varied,  as  exquisitely  painted,  and  as  undying  a  range 
of  characters  into  our  hearts?  The  shape  of  the  mere  mould  into 
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which  genius  poured  its  golden  treasures  was  surely  a  matter  of 
little  moment  —  let  it  be  called  a  tragedy,  a  comedy,  or  a  Waver- 
ley  novel.  But,  even  among  the  dramatic  authors  of  the  present 
day,  he  was  unwilling  to  allow  that  there  was  a  great  and  palpable 
decline  from  the  glory  of  preceding  ages,  and  his  toast  alone  would 
bear  him  out  in  denying  the  truth  of  the  proposition.  After  eulo- 
gising the  names  of  Baillie,  Byron,  Coleridge,  Maturin,  and  others, 
he  begged  to  have  the  honour  of  proposing  the  health  of  James 
Sheridan  Knowles. 

Sir  Walter  Scott.  —  Gentlemen,  I  crave  a  bumper  all  over. 
The  last  toast  reminds  me  of  a  neglect  of  duty.  Unaccustomed  to  a 
public  duty  of  this  kind,  errors  in  conducting  the  ceremonial  of  it 
may  be  excused  and  omissions  pardoned.  Perhaps  I  have  made 
one  or  two  omissions  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  for  which  I  trust 
you  wiU  grant  me  your  pardon  and  indulgence.  One  thing  in  par- 
ticular I  have  omitted,  and  I  would  now  wish  to  make  amends 
for  it,  by  a  libation  of  reverence  and  respect  to  the  memory  of 
Shakespeare.  He  was  a  man  of  universal  genius,  and  from  a 
period  soon  after  his  own  era  to  the  present  day  he  has  been  uni- 
versally idolised.  When  I  come  to  his  honoured  name,  I  am  like  the 
sick  man  who  hung  up  his  crutches  at  the  shrine,  and  was  obliged 
to  confess  that  he  did  not  walk  better  than  before.  It  is  indeed 
difficult,  gentlemen,  to  compare  him  to  any  other  individual. 
The  only  one  to  whom  I  can  at  all  compare  him  is  the  wonderful 
Arabian  dervise,  who  dived  into  the  body  of  each,  and  in  this  way 
became  familiar  with  the  thoughts  and  secrets  of  their  hearts. 
He  was  a  man  of  obscure  origin,  and,  as  a  player,  limited  in  his 
acquirements,  but  he  was  bom  evidently  with  a  universal  genius. 
His  eyes  glanced  at  all  the  varied  aspects  of  life,  and  his  fancy 
portrayed  with  equal  talents  the  king  on  the  throne  and  the  clown 
who  crackles  his  chestnuts  at  a  Christmas  fire.  Whatever  note  he 
takes,  he  strikes  it  just  and  true,  and  awakens  a  corresponding 
chord  in  our  own  bosoms.  Gentlemen,  I  propose  'The  memory  of 
William  Shakespeare.' 

Glee  —  'Lightly  tread,  't  is  hallowed  ground.' 

After  the  glee,  Sir  Walter  rose,  and  begged  to  propose  as  a  toast 
the  health  of  a  lady  whose  living  merit  is  not  a  little  honourable 
to  Scotland.  The  toast  (said  he)  is  also  flattering  to  the  national 
vanity  of  a  Scotchman,  as  the  lady  whom  I  intend  to  propose  is  a 
native  of  this  country.  From  the  public  her  works  have  met  with 
the  most  favourable  reception.  One  piece  of  hers,  in  particular, 
was  often  acted  here  of  late  years,  and  gave  pleasure  of  no  mean 
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kind  to  many  brilliant  and  fashionable  audiences.  In  her  private 
character  she  (he  begged  leave  to  say)  is  as  remarkable  as  in  a 
public  sense  she  is  for  her  genius.  In  short,  he  would  in  one  word 
name  —  'Joanna  Baillie.' 

This  health  being  drunk,  Mr.  Thome  was  called  on  for  a  song, 
and  sung,  with  great  taste  and  feeling,  'The  Anchor's  weighed.' 

W.  Menzies,  Esq.,  advocate,  rose  to  propose  the  health  of  a 
gentleman  for  many  years  connected  at  intervals  with  the  dramatic 
art  in  Scotland.  Whether  we  look  at  the  range  of  characters  he 
performs  or  at  the  capacity  which  he  evinces  in  executing  those 
which  he  undertakes,  he  is  equally  to  be  admired.  In  all  his  parts 
he  is  unrivalled.  The  individual  to  whom  he  alluded  is  (said  he) 
well  known  to  the  gentlemen  present,  in  the  characters  of  Malvolio, 
Lord  Ogleby,  and  the  Green  Man;  and,  in  addition  to  his  other 
qualities,  he  merits,  for  his  perfection  in  these  characters,  the 
grateful  sense  of  this  meeting.  He  would  wish,  in  the  first  place, 
to  drink  his  health  as  an  actor;  but  he  was  not  less  estimable  in 
domestic  life,  and  as  a  private  gentleman;  and  when  he  annoimced 
him  as  one  whom  the  Chairman  had  honoured  with  his  friendship, 
he  was  sure  that  all  present  would  cordially  join  him  in  drinking 
'The  health  of  Mr.  Terry.' 

Mr.  William  Allan,  banker,  said,  that  he  did  not  rise  with  the 
intention  of  making  a  speech.  He  merely  wished  to  contribute 
in  a  few  words  to  the  mirth  of  the  evening  —  an  evening  which 
certainly  had  not  passed  off  without  some  blunders.  It  had  been 
understood  —  at  least  he  had  learnt  or  supposed,  from  the  expres- 
sions of  Mr.  Pritchard  —  that  it  would  be  sufficient  to  put  a  paper, 
with  the  name  of  the  contributor,  into  the  box,  and  that  the  gentle- 
man thus  contributing  would  be  called  on  for  the  money  next 
morning.  He,  for  his  part,  had  committed  a  blunder,  but  it  might 
serve  as  a  caution  to  those  who  may  be  present  at  the  dinner  of 
next  year.  He  had  merely  put  in  his  name,  written  on  a  slip  of 
paper,  without  the  money.  But  he  would  recommend  that,  as 
some  of  the  gentlemen  might  be  in  the  same  situation,  the  box 
should  be  again  sent  round,  and  he  was  confident  that  they,  as  well 
as  he,  would  redeem  their  error. 

Sir  Walter  Scott  said,  that  the  meeting  was  somewhat  in  the 
situation  of  Mrs.  Anne  Page,  who  had  £300  and  possibilities.  We 
have  already  got,  said  he,  £280,  but  I  should  like,  I  confess,  to 
have  the  £300.  He  would  gratify  himself  by  proposing  the  health 
of  an  honourable  person,  the  Lord  Chief  Baron,  whom  England 
has  sent  to  us,  and  connecting  with  it  that  of  his  'yoke-fellow  on 
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the  bench,'  as  Shakespeare  says,  Mr.  Baron  Clerk  —  'The  Court 
of  Exchequer.' 

Mr.  Baron  Clerk  regretted  the  absence  of  his  learned  brother. 
None,  he  was  sure,  could  be  more  generous  in  his  nature,  or  more 
ready  to  help  a  Scottish  purpose. 

Sir  Walter  Scott.  —  There  is  one  who  ought  to  be  remembered 
on  this  occasion.  He  is,  indeed,  well  entitled  to  our  grateful  recol- 
lection — one,  in  short,  to  whom  the  drama  in  this  city  owes  much. 
He  succeeded,  not  without  trouble,  and  perhaps  at  some  consid- 
erable sacrifice,  in  establishing  a  theatre.  The  younger  part  of  the 
company  may  not  recollect  the  theatre  to  which  I  allude;  but  there 
are  some  with  me  who  may  remember  by  name  a  place  called  Car- 
rubber's  Close.  There  Allan  Ramsay  established  his  little  theatre. 
His  own  pastoral  was  not  fit  for  the  stage,  but  it  has  its  admirers 
in  those  who  love  the  Doric  language  in  which  it  is  written;  and 
it  is  not  without  merits  of  a  very  peculiar  kind.  But,  laying  aside 
all  considerations  of  his  literary  merit,  Allan  was  a  good,  jovial, 
honest  fellow,  who  could  crack  a  bottle  with  the  best.  'The 
memory  of  AUan  Ramsay.' 

Mr.  Murray,  on  being  requested,  sung,  "T  was  merry  in  the 
hall,'  and  at  the  conclusion  was  greeted  with  repeated  rounds  of 
applause. 

Mr.  Jones.  —  One  omission  I  conceive  has  been  made.  The 
cause  of  the  fund  has  been  ably  advocated,  but  it  is  still  suscept- 
ible, in  my  opinion,  of  an  additional  charm  — 

Without  the  smile  from  partial  beauty  won, 
Oh,  what  were  man  ?  —  a  world  without  a  sun! 

And  there  would  not  be  a  darker  spot  in  poetry  than  would  be  the 
comer  in  Shakespeare  Square  if,  like  its  fellow,  the  Register  OfiBce, 
the  theatre  were  deserted  by  the  ladies.  They  are,  in  fact,  our 
most  attractive  stars.  'The  Patronesses  of  the  Theatre  —  the 
ladies  of  the  city  of  Edinburgh.'  This  toast  I  ask  leave  to  drink 
with  all  the  honours  which  conviviality  can  confer. 

Mr.  Patrick  Robertson  would  be  the  last  man  willingly  to 
introduce  any  topic  calculated  to  interrupt  the  harmony  of  the 
evening;  yet  he  felt  himself  treading  upon  ticklish  ground  when 
he  approached  the  region  of  the  Nor'  Loch.  He  assured  the  com- 
pany, however,  that  he  was  not  about  to  enter  on  the  subject  of 
the  improvement  bill.  They  all  knew,  that  if  the  public  were 
unanimous  —  if  the  consent  of  all  parties  were  obtained  —  if  the 
rights  and  interests  of  everybody  were  therein  attended  to,  saved, 
reserved,  respected,  and  excepted  —  if  everybody  agreed  to  it  — 
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and  finally,  a  most  essential  point,  if  nobody  opposed  it  —  then 
and  in  that  case,  and  provided  also  that  due  intimation  were 
given  —  the  bill  in  question  might  pass  —  would  pass  —  or  might, 
could,  would,  or  should  pass  — all  expenses  being  defrayed. 
(Laughter.)  He  was  the  advocate  of  neither  champion,  and  would 
neither  avail  himself  of  the  absence  of  the  Right  Hon.  the  Lord 
Provost  nor  take  advantage  of  the  non-appearance  of  his  friend, 
Mr.Cockburn.  (Laughter.)  But,  in  the  midst  of  these  civic  broils, 
there  had  been  elicited  a  ray  of  hope,  that,  at  some  future  period, 
in  Hereford  Park,  or  some  other  place,  if  all  parties  were  consulted 
and  satisfied,  and  if  intimation  were  duly  made  at  the  kirk  doors 
of  all  the  parishes  in  Scotland,  in  terms  of  the  statute  in  that  be- 
half provided,  the  people  of  Edinburgh  might  by  possibiUty  get  a 
new  theatre.  (Cheers  and  laughter.)  But  wherever  the  belliger- 
ent powers  might  be  pleased  to  set  down  this  new  theatre,  he  was 
sure  they  all  hoped  to  meet  the  Old  Company  in  it.  He  should 
therefore  propose, '  Better  accommodation  to  the  Old  Company 
in  the  new  theatre,  site  unknown.'  Mr.  Robertson's  speech  was 
most  humorously  given,  and  he  sat  down  amidst  loud  cheers  and 
laughter. 

Sir  Walter  Scott.  —  Wherever  the  new  theatre  is  built,  I 
hope  it  will  not  be  large.  There  are  two  errors  which  we  commonly 
commit  —  the  one  arising  from  our  pride,  the  other  from  our 
poverty.  If  there  are  twelve  plans,  it  is  odds  but  the  largest,  with- 
out any  regard  to  comfort,  or  an  eye  to  the  probable  expense,  is 
adopted.  There  was  the  College  projected  on  this  scale,  and  under- 
taken in  the  same  manner,  and  who  shall  see  the  end  of  it?  It  has 
been  building  all  my  life,  and  may  probably  last  during  the  lives  of 
my  children,  and  my  children's  children.  Let  not  the  same  pro- 
phetic hymn  be  sung,  when  we  commence  a  new  theatre,  which 
was  performed  on  the  occasion  of  laying  the  foundation-stone  of  a 
certain  edifice,  'Behold  the  endless  work  begun.'  Play-going  folks 
should  attend  somewhat  to  convenience.  The  new  theatre  should, 
in  the  first  place,  be  such  as  may  be  finished  in  eighteen  months  or 
two  years;  and,  in  the  second  place,  it  should  be  one  in  which  we 
can  hear  our  old  friends  with  comfort.  It  is  better  that  a  moderate- 
sized  house  should  be  crowded  now  and  then  than  to  have  a  large 
theatre  with  benches  continually  empty,  to  the  discouragement 
of  the  actors  and  the  discomfort  of  the  spectators.  (Applause.) 
He  then  commented  in  flattering  terms  on  the  genius  of  Mac- 
kenzie and  his  private  worth,  and  concluded  by  proposing  'The 
health  of  Henry  Mackenzie,  Esq.' 
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Immediately  afterwards  he  said:  Gentlemen,  it  is  now  wearing 
late,  and  I  shall  request  permission  to  retire.  Like  Partridge  I  may 
say,  'non  sum  qualis  eram.'  At  my  time  of  day,  I  can  agree  with 
Lord  Ogleby  as  to  his  rheumatism,  and  say,  'There's  a  twinge.'  I 
hope,  therefore,  you  will  excuse  me  for  leaving  the  chair. 

The  worthy  baronet  then  retired  amidst  long,  loud,  and  raptur- 
ous cheering. 

Mr.  Patrice  Robertson  was  then  called  to  the  chair  by  com- 
mon acclamation. 

Gentlemen,  said  Mr.  Robertson,  I  take  the  liberty  of  asking 
you  to  fill  a  bumper  to  the  very  brim.  There  is  not  one  of  us  who 
will  not  remember,  while  he  lives,  being  present  at  this  day's  festi- 
val, and  the  declaration  made  this  night  by  the  gentleman  who  has 
just  left  the  chair.  That  declaration  has  rent  the  veil  from  the 
features  of  the  Great  Unknown  —  a  name  which  must  now  merge 
in  the  name  of  the  Great  Known.  It  will  be  henceforth  coupled 
with  the  name  of  Scott,  which  will  become  familiar  like  a  house- 
hold word.  We  have  heard  the  confession  from  his  own  immortal 
lips  (cheering),  and  we  cannot  dwell  with  too  much,  or  too  fer- 
vent, praise  on  the  merits  of  the  greatest  man  whom  Scotland  has 
produced. 

After  which,  several  other  toasts  were  given,  and  Mr.  Robert- 
son left  the  room  about  half  past  eleven.  A  few  choice  spirits, 
however,  rallied  round  Captain  Broadhead  of  the  7th  Hussars, 
who  was  called  to  the  chair,  and  the  festivity  was  prolonged  till  an 
early  hour  on  Saturday  morning. 

The  band  of  the  theatre  occupied  the  gallery,  and  that  of  the  7th 
Hussars  the  end  of  the  room,  opposite  the  chau:,  whose  perform- 
ances were  greatly  admired.  It  is  but  justice  to  Mr.  Gibb  to  state 
that  the  dinner  was  very  handsome,  though  slowly  served  in,  and 
the  wines  good.  The  attention  of  the  stewards  was  exemplary. 
Mr.  Murray  and  Mr.  Vandenhofi,  with  great  good  taste,  attended 
on  Sir  Walter  Scott's  right  and  left,  and  we  know  that  he  has 
expressed  himself  much  gratified  by  their  anxious  politeness  and 
sedulity. 


NOTES 

Note  i,  p.  5 

These  lines  are  stiU  extant  in  the  ruinous  house  of  an  abbot,  and 
are  said  to  be  allusive  to  the  holy  man  having  kept  a  mistress. 

Note  2,  p.  15 

Mastere  Henry  of  Wardlaw 
That  like  til  Vertue  was  to  draw, 
Chantour  tliat  time  of  Glasgu, 
Commendit  of  alkyn  Vertew, 
The  Pape  had  in  affectioun 
Baith  for  his  fame  and  his  resoun. 

Sua  by  this  resoun  speciale 
Of  the  threttinth  Benet  Pape, 
This  Master  Henry  was  Bischape 
Of  Sanct  Andrewis  with  honoure. 
Of  Canon  be  was  then  Doctour. 

Wyntoun,  bk.  ix.  chap.  23. 

Note  3,  p.  21 

Tine-egan,  or  neidfyre,  i.e.  forced  fire.  All  the  fires  in  the  house 
being  extinguished,  two  men  produced  a  flame  of  potent  virtue  by 
the  friction  of  wood.  This  charm  was  used,  within  the  memory  of 
living  persons,  in  the  Hebrides,  in  cases  of  murrain  among  cattle. 

Note  4,  p.  26 

Mohr  ar  Chat,  i.e.  The  Great  Cat.  The  county  of  Caithness  is 
supposed  to  have  its  name  from  Teutonic  settlers  of  the  race  of  the 
Catti,  and  heraldry  has  not  neglected  so  fair  an  occasion  for  that 
species  of  painted  punning  in  which  she  used  to  delight.  'Touch 
not  the  cat  but  a  glove,'  is  the  motto  of  Mackintosh,  alluding  to 
his  crest,  which,  as  with  most  of  the  now  scattered  septs  of  the  old 
Clan  Chattan,  is  the  mountain  cat. 

Note  s.  P-  27 

Their  territory,  commonly  called,  after  the  chief  of  the  Mac- 
Kays,  'Lord  Reay's  country,'  has  lately  passed  into  the  possession 
of  the  noble  family  of  Stafford-Sutherland. 

447 


NOTES 

Note  6,  p.  38 

The  security  no  less  than  the  beauty  of  the  situations  led  to  the 
choice  of  these  lake  islands  for  religious  establishments.  Those  in 
the  Highlands  were  generally  of  a  lowly  character,  and  in  many  of 
them  the  monastic  orders  were  tolerated,  and  the  rites  of  the 
Romish  Church  observed,  long  after  the  Reformation  had  swept 
both  'the  rooks  and  their  nests'  out  of  the  Lowlands.  The  priory 
on  Loch  Tay  was  founded  by  Alexander  I  and  the  care  of  it  com- 
mitted to  a  small  body  of  monks;  but  the  last  residents  in  it  were 
three  nuns,  who,  when  they  did  emerge  into  society,  seemed 
determined  to  enjoy  it  in  its  most  complicated  and  noisy  state,  for 
they  came  out  only  once  a  year,  and  that  to  a  market  at  Kenmore. 
Hence  that  fair  is  still  called  'Fiell  na  m'hau  maomb,'  or  Holy 
Woman's  Market. 

Note  7,  p.  41 

A  very  ancient  custom,  which  consists  in  going  three  times 
round  the  body  of  a  dead  or  living  person,  imploring  blessings 
upon  him.  The  deasil  must  be  performed  simways,  that  is,  by 
moving  from  right  to  left.  If  misfortune  is  imprecated,  the  party 
moves  withershins  (German,  widdersini),  that  is,  against  the  sun, 
from  left  to  right. 

Note  8,  p.  41 

The  installation,  the  marriage,  and  the  funeral  of  a  chieftain 
were  the  three  periods  of  his  course  observed  with  the  highest 
ceremony  by  all  the  clan.  The  latter  was  perhaps  the  most  impos- 
ing of  the  three  spectacles,  from  the  solemnity  of  the  occasion  and 
the  thrilling  effect  produced  by  the  coronach,  sung  by  hundreds  of 
voices,  its  melancholy  notes  undulating  through  the  valleys  or 
reverberating  among  the  hiUs.  AD  these  observances  are  fading 
away,  and  the  occasional  attempt  at  a  gathering  for  the  funeral  of 
a  chief  now  resembles  the  dying  note  of  the  coronach,  faintly 
echoed  for  the  last  time  among  the  rocks. 

Note  9,  p.  127 

Sir  Alexander  Ramsay  of  Dalhousie  having  irritated  William 
Douglas,  Lord  of  Galloway,  by  obtaining  the  sheriffship  of 
Teviotdale,  which  the  haughty  baron  considered  due  to  himself, 
was  siirprised  in  Hawick  whUe  exercising  his  office,  and  confined 
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in  Hermitage  Castle  untU  he  died  of  famine  in  June  a.d.  1342. 
Godscrof t  mentions  the  circumstance  of  the  grain  dropping  from 
the  corn-loft.  —  p.  75. 

Note  10,  p.  129 

'Bowie,'  a  small  milk-pail.   One  of  the  sweetest  couplets  in 
The  Gentle  Shepherd  is  — 

To  bear  the  milk-bowie  no  pain  was  to  me, 
When  I  at  the  buchting  forgather'd  wi'  thee. 

Note  ii,  p.  142 

Mr.  Morrison  says:  'The  case  of  a  person  taken  "red-hand"  by 
the  magistrates  of  Perth  and  immediately  executed  was  the  main 
cause  of  the  power  of  trying  cases  of  hfe  and  death  being  taken 
from  them  and  from  all  subordinate  judicatories.  A  young  Eng- 
lish officer  connected  with  some  faniilies  of  rank  and  influence, 
who  was  stationed  with  a  recruiting  party  at  Perth,  had  become 
enamoured  of  a  lady  there,  so  young  as  still  to  be  under  the  tuition 
of  a  dancing-master.  Her  admirer  was  in  the  habit  of  following 
her  into  the  school,  to  the  great  annoyance  of  the  teacher,  who,  on 
occasion  of  a  ball  given  in  his  class-room  in  the  Kirkgate,  sta- 
tioned himself  at  the  door,  determined  to  resist  the  entrance  of  the 
officer,  on  account  of  the  scandal  to  which  his  visits  had  given  rise. 
The  officer  came  as  a  matter  of  course,  and  a  scuffle  ensued,  which 
at  last  bore  so  threatening  an  aspect,  that  the  poor  dancing- 
master  fled  through  the  passage,  or  "close,"  as  it  is  called,  by 
which  there  was  access  to  the  street.  He  was  pursued  by  the  officer 
with  his  drawn  sword,  and  was  run  through  the  body  ere  he  could 
reach  the  street,  where  the  crowd  usually  assembled  on  such  occa- 
sions might  have  protected  him.  The  officer  was  instantly  appre- 
hended, and  executed,  it  is  understood,  even  without  any  form  of 
trial;  at  least  there  is  no  notice  of  it  in  any  of  the  records  where  it 
would  with  most  probability  have  been  entered.  But  the  sword  is 
still  in  the  possession  of  a  gentleman  whose  ancestors  held  official 
situations  in  the  town  at  the  time,  and  the  circumstances  of  the 
murder  and  of  the  execution  have  been  handed  down  with  great 
minuteness  and  apparent  truth  of  description  from  father  to  son. 
It  was  immediately  afterwards  that  the  power  of  the  civic  magis- 
trates in  matters  criminal  was  abridged,  it  is  thought  chiefly 
through  the  influence  of  the  friends  of  this  young  officer.' 
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Note  12,  p.  156 

'This  place,  twice  referred  to  in  the  course  of  our  story  as  hate- 
ful to  the  Highlanders,  lies  near  the  Stare  dam,  a  collection  of 
waters  in  a  very  desolate  hollow  between  the  Hill  of  Bimam  and 
the  road  from  Perth  to  Dunkeld.  The  eerieness  of  the  place  is  inde- 
scribable, and  is  rendered  yet  more  striking  from  its  being  within 
a  furlong  of  one  of  the  loveliest  and  richest  scenes  in  Scotland  — 
the  north-west  opening  of  Strathmore.  The  "dam"  has  been 
nearly  drained  within  these  few  years,  but  the  miserable  patches 
of  sickly  corn  which  have  with  vast  labour  and  cost  been  obtained 
look  still  more  melancholy  than  the  solitary  tarn  which  the  barren 
earth  seems  to  have  drunk  up.  The  whole  aspect  of  the  place 
fitted  it  for  being  the  scene  of  the  trial  and  pimishment  of  one  of 
the  most  notorious  bands  of  thieves  and  outlaws  that  ever  laid  the 
Low  Country  under  contribution.  Ruthven,  the  sheriff,  is  said  to 
have  held  his  court  on  a  rising  ground  to  the  north,  still  called  the 
Court-hill;  and  there  were  lately,  or  there  still  may  be,  at  the  east 
end  of  the  Roch-in-roy  wood,  some  oaks  on  which  the  Highlanders 
were  hung,  and  which  long  went  by  the"name  of  the  Hanged-men's- 
trees.  The  hideous  appearance  of  the  bodies  hanging  in  chains 
gave  the  place  a  name  which  to  this  day  grates  on  the  ear  of  a 
Celt.'  —  Morrison. 

Note  13,  p.  162 

'The  gardens  of  the  Dominicans  surrounded  the  monastery  on 
all  sides,  and  were  of  great  extent  and  beauty.  Part  of  them 
immediately  adjoined  the  North  Inch,  and  covered  aU  that  space 
of  ground  now  occupied  by  Atholl  Place,  the  Crescent,  and  Rose 
Terrace,  besides  a  considerable  extent  of  ground  to  the  west  and 
south,  still  known  by  the  name  of  the  Blackfriars.  On  a  part  of 
these  grounds  overlooking  the  North  Inch,  probably  near  the 
south  end  of  the  Terrace,  a  richly  decorated  summer-house  stood, 
which  is  frequently  mentioned  in  old  writings  as  the  Gilten 
Arbour.  From  the  balconies  of  this  edifice  King  Robert  is  sup- 
posed to  have  witnessed  the  conflict  of  the  clans.  What  the 
peculiar  forms,  construction,  or  ornaments  of  this  building  were, 
which  gained  for  it  this  title,  is  not  even  hinted  at  by  any  of  the 
local  chroniclers.  It  may  be  mentioned,  however,  although  it  is  a 
matter  of  mere  tradition,  that  the  ornaments  on  the  ceiling  of  the 
Monks'  Tower  (a  circular  watch-tower  at  the  south-east  angle  of 
the  town)  were  said  to  have  been  copied  from  those  on  the  Gilten 
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Arbour,  by  orders  of  the  first  Earl  of  Gowrie,  at  the  comer  of 
whose  garden  the  Monks'  Tower  stood.  This  tower  was  taken  down 
at  the  same  time  with  Gowrie  House,  and  many  yet  remember  the 
general  appearance  of  the  paintings  on  the  ceiling,  yet  it  does  not 
seem  to  have  occurred  to  any  one  to  have  had  them  copied.  They 
were  allegorical  and  astronomical,  representing  the  virtues  and 
vices,  the  seasons,  the  zodiac,  and  other  subjects  commonplace 
enough;  yet  even  the  surmise  that  they  might  have  been  copied 
from  others  stUl  more  ancient,  if  it  could  not  save  them  from 
destruction,  should  have  entitled  them  to  a  greater  share  than 
they  seem  to  have  possessed  of  the  notice  of  their  contemporaries. 
The  patience  with  which  the  antiquaries  of  Perth  have  submitted 
to  the  removal  (in  many  cases  the  wanton  and  useless  removal)  of 
the  historical  monimients  with  which  they  were  at  one  time  sur- 
rounded is  truly  wonderful!'  —  Morrison. 

Note  14,  p.  189 

The  present  Cluny  MacPherson,  chief  of  his  clan,  is  in  posses- 
sion of  this  ancient  trophy  of  their  presence  at  the  North  Inch. 
Another  account  of  it  is  given  by  a  tradition,  which  says,  that  an 
aerial  minstrel  appeared  over  the  heads  of  the  Clan  Chattan,  and, 
having  played  some  wild  strains,  let  the  instrument  drop  from  his 
hand.  Being  made  of  glass,  it  was  broken  by  the  fall,  excepting 
only  the  chanter,  which,  as  usual,  was  of  lignum  vitae.  The 
MacPherson  piper  secured  this  enchanted  pipe,  and  the  possession 
of  it  is  still  considered  as  ensuring  the  prosperity  of  the  clan. 

Note  15,  p.  195 

The  reader  may  be  amused  with  the  account  of  this  onslaught 
in  Boece,  as  translated  by  Bellenden:  — 

'At  this  time,  mekil  of  all  the  north  of  Scotland  was  hevely 
trublit  be  two  clannis  of  Irsmen,  namit  Clankayis  and  Glen- 
quhattanis,  invading  the  cuntre,  be  thair  weris,  with  ithand 
slauchter  and  reif .  At  last,  it  was  appointit  betwix  the  heidis-men 
of  thir  two  clannis,  be  avise  of  the  Erlis  of  Murray  and  Cra,w- 
furd,  that  xxx  of  the  principall  men  of  the  ta  clan  sal  cum,  with 
othir  xxx  of  the  tothir  clan,  arrayit  in  thair  best  avise;  and  sail 
convene  afore  the  king  at  Perth,  for  decision  of  al  pleis,  and  fecht 
with  scharp  swerdis  to  the  deith,  but  ony  hames;  and  that  clan 
quhare  the  victory  succedit  to  have  perpetuall  empire  above  the 
tothir.   Baith  thir  clannis,  glaid  of  this  condition,  come  to  the 
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North  Inche,  beside  Perth,  with  jugis  set  in  scaffaldis,  to  discus 
the  verite.  Ane  of  thir  clannis  wantit  ane  man  to  perfurnis  furth 
the  nowmer,  and  wagit  ane  carll,  for  money,  to  debait  thair 
actioim,  howbeit  this  man  pertenit  na  thing  to  thaim  in  blud  nor 
kindnes.  Thir  two  clannis  stude  arrayit  with  gret  hatrent  aganis 
othir;  and,  be  sound  of  trumpet,  ruschit  togidder,  takand  na 
respect  to  thair  woundis,  sa  that  thay  micht  distroy  thair  ennimes; 
and  faucht  in  this  maner  lang,  with  uncertane  victory:  quhen  ane 
fel,  ane  othir  was  put  in  his  rowme.  At  last,  the  Clankayis  war 
al  slane  except  ane,  that  swam  throw  the  watter  of  Tay.  Of  Glen- 
quhattannis  was  left  xi  personis  on  live;  bot  thay  war  sa  hurt,  that 
thay  micht  nocht  hald  thair  swerdis  in  thair  handis.  This  debait 
was  fra  the  incarnation,  Mcccxcvi  yeris.' 

Note  i6,  p.  201 

The  death  of  the  Duke  of  Rothsayis  not  accompanied  with  the 
circumstances  detailed  by  later  writers  in  Wyntoun.  The  Chron- 
icler of  Lochleven  says  simply:  — 

A  thousand  foure  hundyr  yeris  and  twa, 

All  before  as  ye  herd  done 

Our  lord  the  kingis  eldest  sone, 

Suete  and  vertuous,  yong  and  fair. 

And  his  nerast  lauchful  ayr, 

Honest,  habil,  and  avenand. 

Our  lord,  our  prynce,  in  all  pleasand, 

Cunnand  into  letterature, 

A  seymly  persone  in  stature, 

Schir  Davy  Duke  of  Rothesay, 

Of  Marche  the  sevyn  and  twenty  day 

Yauld  his  saule  til  his  Creatoure, 

His  corse  till  hallowit  sepulture. 

In  Lundoris  his  body  lies. 

His  spirite  intil  Faradys. 

Ek.  a.  chap.  23. 

The  Continuator  of  Fordun  is  far  more  particular,  and,  though 
he  does  not  positively  pronounce  on  the  guilt  of  Albany,  says 
enough  to  show  that,  when  he  wrote,  the  suspicion  against  him 
was  universal,  and  that  Sir  John  Ramorny  was  generally  consid- 
ered as  having  followed  the  dark  and  double  course  ascribed  to  him 
in  the  novel. 

'Anno  Domini  millesimo  quadringentesimo  primo,  obiit 
columna  ecclesise  robustissima,  vas  eloquentise,  thesaurus 
scientiae,  ac  defensor  catholicae  fidei,  dominus  Walterus  Treyl, 
episcopus  S.  Andreae;  et  etiam  Domina  Anabella  regina  apud 
Sconam  decessit,  et  sepulta  est  in  Dunfermelyn.   Hi  enim  duo, 
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dum  viverent,  honorem  quasi  regni  exaltabant;  videlicet,  prin- 
cipes  at  magnates  in  discordiam  concitatos  ad  concordiam  revo- 
cantes,  alienigenas  et  extraneos  egregie  susceptantes  at  convi- 
yantes,  ac  munifice  dimissos  laetificantes.  Unda  quasi  provarbial- 
iter  tunc  dictum  exstitit,  qu6d  mortuis  regina  Scotise,  comita  de 
Douglas,  et  episcopo  Sancti  Andreas,  abiit  dacus,  recessit  honor,  et 
honestas  obiit  Scotise.  Eodam  anno  quarta  mortalitas  exstitit  in 
regno.  Paulo  ante  dominus  rex  in  consilio  deputavit  certos 
consiliarios,  valantes  barones  et  milites,  juratos  ad  ragendum  et 
consiliandum,  Dominum  David  Stewart,  ducem  Rothsaiensem, 
comitem  de  Carrik,  et  principam  regni,  quia  videbatur  ragi  et 
consilio  quod  immiscabat  sa  saepius  affraenatis  lusibus  et  lavioribus 
ludicris;  propter  quod  et  ipse  consilio  astrictus  saniori,  juravit  se 
regimini  eorum  et  consilio  conformare.  Sed  mortuS,  regina  ipsius 
nobili  matre,  quae  eum  in  multis  refrasnabat,  tanquam  laquaus 
contritus  fuissat,  sparavit  se  liberatum,  et,  spreto  proborum 
consilio,  denuo  in  priori  levitate  sa  totum  dedit.  Propter  quod 
consilium  procerum  sibi  assignatum  quitabit  se  regi,  et  si  voluis- 
sat,  non  tamen  posse  se  aum  ad  gravitatam  morum  flexisse 
attestatur.  Unda  rex  impotens  et  decrapitus  scripsit  fratri  suo 
duci  Albaniae,  gubematori  regni,  ut  arrestaretur,  et  ad  tempus 
custodiae  deputaretur,  donee  virga  disciplinas  castigatus,  seipsum 
meliiis  cognoscarat.  Non  enim  osculatur  filium  pater,  sed  aU- 
quando  castigat.  Sed  quod  rex  proposuit  ad  filii  emendam, 
tendit  ei  ad  noxam.  Nam  uterque  bajulus  litarae  regalis  ad  gubar- 
natoram  da  facto  ostendit,  sa  incentorem  et  instigatorem  regi  ut 
taliter  demandaret,  quod  honori  alterius  obviaret,  sicut  axpari- 
entiel  exitus  rei  patafacit.  Domini  enim  WUlelmus  Lindesay  de 
Rossy  et  Johannes  Remorgeney  milites,  regis  famUiaras  et  con- 
siliarii,  nuncii  et  portatores  arant  literarum  regis  gubarnatori: 
quique  etiam,  ut  dicitur,  duci  Rothsaiansi  priiis  suggasserunt,  ut, 
post  obitum  episcopi  Sancti  Andrese,  castrum  suum  ad  usum  regis, 
quousque  novus  episcopus  institueretur,  reciperet  et  servarat; 
quique  ipsum  ducam,  nihil  mali  praemeditatum,  ad  castrum 
Sancti  Andreae  simpliciter,  et  cum  modarata  familia,  equitantem, 
inter  vUlam  de  Nidi  et  Stratyrum  arrestaverunt,  et  per  potentiam 
eundem  ducem  ad  ipsimi  castrum  Sancti  Andreae,  sibi  ad  deliber- 
andum paratum,  induxerunt,  et  ibidem  in  custodia  tanuerunt, 
quousque  dux  Albaniae  cum  suo  consilio  apud  Culros  tento,  quid 
de  eo  facerent,  daliberaverunt.  Qui  quidam  dux  Albaniae,  cum 
domino  Archibaldo  II  comite  de  Douglas,  manu  validi,  ipsum 
ad  turrim  de  Faulkland,  jumento  impositum  et  russeto  coUobio 
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chlamidatum  transvexerunt;  ubi  in  quadam  honesta  camerula 
eum  servandum  deputaverunt.  In  qua  tarn  diu  custoditus,  scilicet 
per  Johannem  Selkirk  et  Johannem  Wrycht,  donee  dyssenterii, 
sive,  ut  alii  volunt,  fame  tabefactus,  finem  vitae  dedit  vij.  Kal. 
Apiilis,  in  vigilia  Paschae,  sero,  sive  in  die  Paschae  summo  mane, 
et  sepultus  est  in  Londoris.  Praemissus  ver6  Johannes  Remorgeney 
tam  principi,  qui,m  domino  regi,  erat  consiliarius,  audax  spiritu, 
et  pronunciatione  eloquentissimus,  ac  in  ardms  causis  prolocutor 
regis,  et  causidicus  disertissimus;  qui,  ut  dicitur,  ante  haec  sug- 
gessit  ipsi  principi  duci  Rothsaiensi,  ut  patruum  suum  ducem 
Albanise  arrestaret,  et,  qualicunque  occasione  nactft,  statim  de 
medio  toUeret;  quod  facere  omnino  princeps  refutavit.  Istud 
attendens  miles,  malitise  suas  fuligine  occKcatus,  k  coeptis  desistere 
nequivit,  hujusmodi  labe  attachiatus;  quia,  ut  ait  Chrysostomus, 
"  Coerceri  omnino  nequit  animus  pravd  semel  voluntate  vitiatus." 
Et  ideo,  vice  versa,  pallium  in  alterum  humerum  convertens,  hoc 
idem  maleficium  ducem  Albaniae  de  nepote  suo  duce  Rothsaiensi 
facere  instruxit;  aMs  fine  fallo,  ut  asseruit,  dux  Rothsaiensis  de 
ipso  finem  facturus  fuisset.  Dictus  insuper  D.  WiUelmus  Lindesay 
cum  ipso  Johanne  Remorgeney  in  eandem  sententiam  fortfi  con- 
sentivit,  pro  eo  qudd  dictus  dvx  Rothsaiensis  sororem  ipsius  D. 
Willelmi  Euphemiam  de  Lindesay  affidavit,  sed  per  sequentia 
aliarum  matrimonia  attemptata,  sicut  et  filiam  comitis  Marchiae, 
sic  eandem  repudiavit.  Ipse  enim,  ut  aestimo,  est  ille  David,  de 
quo  vates  de  Brecl)^gton  sic  vaticinatus  est,  dicens; 

Fsalletur  gestis  David  luxuria  festis, 
Qu5d  tenet  uxores  uxore  su&  meliores, 
Deficient  mores  regales,  petdet  honores. 

Paulo  ante  captionem  suam  apparuit  mirabilis  cometes,  emittens 
ex  se  radios  crimitos  ad  aquilonem  tendentes.  Ad  quam  visen- 
dum,  ciim  primo  appareret,  quodam  vespere  in  castro  de  Edin- 
burgh cum  aliis  ipse  dux  secedens,  fertur  ipsum  sic  de  Stella  dis- 
seruisse,  dicens;  "  Ut  k  mathematicis  audivi,  hujusmodi  cometes, 
cto  apparet,  signat  mortem  vel  mutationem  alicujus  principis, 
vel  alicujus  patrias  destructionem."  Et  sic  evenit  ut  praedixit. 
Nam,  duce  capto,  statim  jn  praejacentem  materiam,  sicut  Deus 
voluit,  redit  stella.  In  hoc  potuit  iste  dux  Sibyllae  prophetissae 
comparari,  de  qua  sic  loquitur  Claudianue:  — 

Miror,  cur  aliis  quee  fata  pandeie  soles. 
Ad  propriam  cladem  cseca  Sibylla  taces.' 

The  narrative  of  Boece  attaches  murder  distinctly  to  Albany. 
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After  mentioning  the  death  of  Queen  Annabella  Drummond,  he 
thus  proceeds:  — 

'Be  quhais  deith,  succedit  gret  displeseir  to  hir  son,  David,  Duk 
of  Rothesay:  for,  during  hir  life,  he  wes  haldin  in  virtews  and 
honest  occupatioun;  eftir  hir  deith,  he  began  to  rage  in  all  maner 
of  insolence,  and  fulyeit  virginis,  matronis,  and  nunnis,  be  his 
unbridillit  lust.  At  last,  King  Robert,  informit  of  his  young  and 
insolent  maneris,  send  letteris  to  his  brothir,  the  Duke  of  Albany, 
to  intertene  his  said  son,  the  Duk  of  Rothesay,  and  to  leir  him 
honest  and  civill  maneris.  The  Duk  of  Albany,  glaid  of  thir 
writtingis,  tuk  the  Duk  of  Rothesay  betwix  Dunde  and  Sanct 
Androis,  and  brocht  him  to  Falkland,  and  inclusit  him  in  the  tour 
thairof ,  but  ony  meit  or  drink.  It  is  said,  ane  woman,  havand 
commiseratioun  on  this  Duk,  leit  meill  fall  doun  throw  the  loftis 
of  the  toure,  be  quhilkis  his  Hfe  wes  certane  dayis  savit.  This 
woman,  fra  it  wes  knawin,  wes  put  to  deith.  On  the  same  maner, 
ane  othir  woman  gaif  him  milk  of  hir  paup,  throw  ane  lang  reid; 
and  wes  slane  with  gret  cruelte,  fra  it  wes  knawin.  Than  wes  the 
Duke  destitute  of  all  mortall  supplie;  and  brocht,  finalie,  to  sa 
miserable  and  hungry  appetite,  that  he  eit,  nocht  allanerlie  the 
filth  of  the  toure  quhare  he  wes,  bot  his  awin  fingaris,  to  his  gret 
marterdome.  His  body  wes  ber3at  in  Lundoris,  and  kithit 
miraklis  mony  yeris  eftir;  quhil,  at  last.  King  James  the  First 
began  to  punis  his  slayaris,  and  fra  that  time  furth  the  miraclis 
ceissit.' 

The  remission  which  Albany  and  Douglas  afterwards  received 
at  the  hands  of  Robert  III  was  first  printed  by  Lord  Hailes,  and  is 
as  follows:  — 

'Robertus,  Dei  gratia,  rex  Scottorum,  universis,  ad  quorum 
notitiam  prsesentes  literae  pervenerint,  salutem  in  Domino 
sempitemam  —  Cum  nuper  carissimi  nobis,  Robertus  Albaniae 
Dux,  Comes  de  Fife  et  de  Menteth,  frater  noster  germanus,  et 
Archibaldus  Comes  de  Douglas,  et  Dominus  Galwidiae,  filius  noster 
secundum  legem,  ratione  filias  nostrae  quam  duxit  in  uxorem,  prae- 
carissimum  filium  nostrum  primogenitum  David,  quondam 
Ducem  Rothsaye  ac  Comitem  de  Garrick  et  Atholiae,  capi 
fecerunt,  et  personaliter  arrestari,  et  in  castro  Sancti  Andreas 
primo  custodiri,  deindeque  apud  Faucland  in  custodia  detineri, 
ubi  ab  hac  luce,  diving  providently,  et  non  aliter,  migrasse 
dignoscitur.  Quibus  comparentibus  coram  nobis,  in  concilio 
nostro  general!  apud  Edinburgh,  decuno  sexto  die  mensis  Mali, 
anno  Domini  miUesimo  quadringentesimo  secundo,  inchoate,  et 
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nonnullis  diebus  continuato,  et  super  hoc  interrogatis  ex  officio 
nostro  regali,  sive  accusatis,  hujusmodi  captionem,  arrestionem, 
mortem,  ut  superius  est  expressum,  confitentes,  causas  ipsos  adi 
hoc  moventes,  pro  publica,  ut  asseruerunt,  utilitate  arctantes,  in 
praesentia  nostra  assignirunt,  quas  non  duximus  praesentibus 
inserendas,  et  ex  causi.  Habits  deinde  super  hoc  dih'genti  in- 
quisitione,  consideratis  omnibus  et  singulis  in  hac  parte  consider- 
andis,  hujusmodi  causam  tangentibus,  et  maturi.  deliberatione 
concilii  nostri  praehabitS,  discussis,  praenotatos  Robertum  fratrem 
nostrum  germanum,  Archibaldumque  filium  nostrum  secundum 
jura,  et  eorum  in  hac  parte  participes  quoscunque,  viz.  arresta- 
tores,  detentores,  custodes,  consiliarios,  et  omnes  aUos  consiUum, 
videhcet,  auxilium,  vel  favorem  eisdem  praestantes,  sive  eorum 
jussum  aut  mandatum  qualitercunque  exsequentes,  excusatos 
habemus;  necnon  et  ipsos,  et  eorum  quemlibet,  a  crimine  laesae 
majestatis  nostrae,  vel  alio  quocunque  crimine,  culpa,  injuria, 
rancore,  et  offensa,  quae  eis  occasione  praemissorum  imputari 
possent  qualitercunque,  in  dicto  consilio  nostro  palam  et  publice 
declaravimus,  pronunciavimus,  et  diffinivimus,  tenoreque  praesen- 
tium  declaramus,  pronunciamus,  et  per  banc  diffinitivam  nostram 
sententiam  diffinimus,  innocentes,  innoxios,  inculpabiles,  quietos, 
liberos,  et  immunes,  penitus  et  omnimodo.  Et  si  quam  contra 
ipsos,  sive  eorum  aliquem,  aut  aliquam  vel  aliquos,  in  hoc  facto 
quahtercunque  participes,  vel  eis  quomodolibet  adhserentes, 
indignationem,  iram,  rancorem,  vel  offensionem,  concepimus 
quahtercunque,  iUos  proprio  motu,  ex  certa  scientia,  et  etiam  ex 
deliberatione  concilii  nostri  jam  dicti,  annullamus,  removemus,  et 
adnullatos  volumvis  haberi,  in  perpetuum.  Quare  omnibus  et 
singulis  subditis  nostris,  cujuscunque  states  aut  conditionis 
exstiterint,  districte  praecipimus  et  mandamus,  quatemis  saepe 
dictis  Roberto  et  Archibaldo,  eorumque  in  hoc  facto  participibus, 
consentientibus,  seu  adhaerentibus,  ut  praemittitur,  verbo  non 
detrahent,  neque  facto,  nee  contra  eosdem  murmurent  qualiter- 
cunque, unde  possit  eorum  bona  fama  laedi,  vel  ahquod  praejudi- 
cium  generari,  sub  omni  poena  quae  exinde  competere  poterit, 
quomodolibet  ipso  jure.  Datum,  sub  testimonio  magni  sigilli 
nostri,  in  monasterio  Sanctae  Crucis  de  Edinburgh,  vicesimo  die 
mensis  Mali  praedicti,  anno  Domini  millesimo  quadringentesimo 
secundo,  et  regni  nostri  anno  tertio  decimo.' 

Lord  Hailes  sums  up  his  comment  on  the  document  with  words 
which,  as  Pinkerton  says,  leave  no  doubt  that  he  considered  the 
Prince  as  having  been  murdered,  viz.  'The  Duke  of  Albany  and 

456 


NOTES 

the  Earl  of  Douglas  obtained  a  remission  in  terms  as  ample  as  if 
they  had  actually  murdered  the  heir-apparent.' 

Note  17,  p.  232 

The  Keiths  of  Craig,  in  Kincardineshire,  descended  from  John 
Keith,  fourth  son  of  William,  second  Earl  Marischal,  who  got  from 
his  father,  about  1480,  the  lands  of  Craig,  and  part  of  Garvock,  in 
that  county.  In  Douglas's  Baronage,  443  to  445,  is  a  pedigree  of 
that  family.  Colonel  Robert  Keith  of  Craig  (the  seventh  in  de- 
scent from  John),  by  his  wife,  Agnes,  daughter  of  Robert  Murray 
of  Murrayshall,  of  the  family  of  Blackbarony,  widow  of  Colonel 
Stirling,  of  the  family  of  Keir,  had  one  son,  viz.  Robert  Keith  of 
Craig,  ambassador  to  the  court  of  Vienna,  afterwards  to  St. 
Petersburgh  —  which  latter  situation  he  held  at  the  accession  of 
King  George  III  —  who  died  at  Edinburgh  in  1774.  He  married 
Margaret,  second  daughter  of  Sir  William  Cunningham  of  Cap- 
rington,  by  Janet,  only  child  and  heiress  of  Sir  James  Dick  of 
Prestonfield;  and,  among  other  children  of  this  marriage,  were  the 
well-known  diplomatist.  Sir  Robert  Murray  Keith,  K.  B.,  a  gen- 
eral in  the  army,  and  for  some  time  ambassador  at  Vienna;  Sir 
Basil  Keith,  Knight,  captain  in  the  navy,  who  died  governor  of 
Jamaica;  and  my  excellent  friend,  Anne  Murray  Keith,  who  ulti- 
mately came  into  possession  of  the  family  estates,  and  died  not 
long  before  the  date  of  the  Introduction  (1831). 

Note  18,  p.  236 

The  reader  may  be  gratified  with  Hector  Boece's  narrative  of 
the  original  foundation  of  the  famous  abbey  of  Holsrood,  or  the 
Holy  Cross,  as  given  in  Bellenden's  translation:  — 

'Eftir  death  of  Alexander  the  First,  his  brothir  David  come  out 
of  Ingland,  and  wes  crownit  at  Scone,  the  yeir  of  God  mcxxiv 
yeiris,  and  did  gret  justice,  eftir  his  coronation,  in  all  partis  of  his 
realme.  He  had  na  weris  during  the  time  of  King  Hary;  and  wes 
so  pietuous,  that  he  sat  daylie  in  judgement,  to  caus  his  pure  com- 
monis  to  have  justice;  and  causit  the  actionis  of  his  noblis  to  be 
decidit  be  his  othir  jugis.  He  gart  ilk  juge  redres  the  skaithis  that 
come  to  the  party  be  his  wrang  sentence;  throw  quhilk,  he  decorit 
his  realm  with  mony  nobil  actis,  and  ejeckit  the  vennomus  cus- 
tome  of  riotus  cheir,  quhilk  wes  inducit  afore  be  Inglismen, 
quhen  thay  com  with  Queue  Margaret;  for  the  samin  wes  noisum 
to  al  gud  maneris,  makand  his  pepil  tender  and  efieminat. 
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'  In  the  f ourt  yeir  of  his  regne,  this  nobill  prince  come  to  visie  the 
madin  Castell  of  Edinburgh.  At  this  time,  all  the  boimdis  of 
Scotland  wer  ful  of  woddis,  lesouris,  and  medois;  for  the  coimtre 
wes  more  egvin  to  store  of  bestiall  than  ony  productioun  of  comis ; 
and  about  this  castell  was  ane  gret  forest,  full  of  haris,  hindis, 
toddis,  and  sicklike  maner  of  beistis.  Now  was  the  Rude  Day 
cumin,  called  the  exaltation  of  the  croce;  and,  becaus  the  samin 
wes  ane  hie  solempne  day,  the  king  past  to  his  contemplation. 
Eftir  that  the  messis  wer  done  with  maist  solempnitie  and  rever- 
ence, comperit  afore  him  mony  young  and  insolent  baronis  of 
Scotland,  richt  desirus  to  half  sum  plesur  and  solace,  be  chace  of 
hundus  in  the  said  forest.  At  this  time  wes  with  the  king  ane  man 
of  singulare  and  devoit  life,  namit  Alkwine,  channon  eftir  the  or- 
dour  of  Sanct  Augustine,  quhilk  wes  lang  time  confessoure,  afore, 
to  King  David  in  Ingland,  the  time  that  he  wes  Erie  of  Hunting- 
toun  and  Northumbirland.  This  religious  man  dissuadit  the  king, 
be  mony  reasonis,  to  pas  to  this  huntis;  and  allegit  the  day  wes  so 
solempne,  be  reverence  of  the  haly  croce,  that  he  suld  gif  him  erar, 
for  that  day,  to  contemplation  than  ony  othir  exersition.  Noch- 
theles,  his  dissuasion  is  litill  avalit ;  for  the  king  wes  finallie  so  pro- 
vokit,  be  inoportune  solidtatioun  of  his  baronis,  that  he  past, 
nochtwithstanding  the  solempnite  of  this  day,  to  his  hountis.  At 
last,  quhen  he  wes  cumin  throw  the  vail  that  lyis  to  the  gret  eist 
fra  the  said  castell,  quhare  now  lyis  the  Canongait,  the  staik  past 
throw  the  wod  with  sic  noyis  and  din  of  rachis  and  bugillis,  that 
all  the  bestis  were  rasit  fra  thair  dennis.  Now  wes  the  king  cumin 
to  the  fute  of  the  crag,  and  all  his  nobilis  severit,  heir  and  thair, 
fara  him  at  thair  game  and  solace;  quhen  suddenlie  apperit  to  his 
sicht  the  f airist  hart  that  evir  wes  sene  afore  with  levand  creature. 
The  noyis  and  din  of  this  hart  rinnand,  as  apperit,  with  awful 
and  braid  tindis,  maid  the  kingis  hors  so  eifrayit,  that  na  renzeis 
micht  hald  him;  bot  ran,  perforce,  ouir  mire  and  mossis,  away  with 
the  king.  Nochtheles,  the  hart  followit  so  fast,  that  he  dang  baith 
the  king  and  his  hors  to  the  ground.  Than  the  king  kest  abak  his 
handis  betwix  the  tindis  of  this  hart,  to  half  savit  him  fra  the  strak 
thairof ;  and  the  haly  croce  staid,  incontinent,  in  his  handis.  The 
hart  fled  away  with  gret  violence,  and  evanist  in  the  same  place 
quhare  now  springis  the  Rude  Well.  The  pepil,  richt  afErayitly, 
retumit  to  him  out  of  all  partis  of  the  wod,  to  comfort  him  efter  his 
trubill,  and  fell  on  kneis,  devotly  adoring  the  haly  croce;  for  it  was 
not  cumin  but  sum  hevinly  providence,  as  weill  apperis,  for  thair 
is  na  man  can  schaw  of  quhat  mater  it  is  of,  metal  or  tre.  Sone 
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eftir,  the  king  returnit  to  his  castell;  and  in  the  nicht  following,  he 
was  admonist,  be  ane  vision  in  his  sleip,  to  big  ane  abbay  of  chan- 
nonis  regular  in  the  same  place  quhare  he  gat  the  croce.  Als  sone 
as  he  was  awalkinnit,  he  schew  his  visione  to  Alkwine,  his  confes- 
soure;  and  he  na  thing  suspended  his  gud  mind,  bot  erar  inflam- 
mit  him  with  maist  fervent  devotion  thairto.  The  king,  inconti- 
nent, send  his  traist  servandis  in  France  and  Flanderis,  and  brocht 
richt  crafty  masonis  to  big  this  abbay;  syne  dedicat  it  in  the  hon- 
our of  this  haly  croce.  The  croce  remanit  continewally  in  the  said 
abbay,  to  the  time  of  King  David  Bruce;  quhilk  was  unhappily 
tane  with  it  at  Durame,  quhare  it  is  haldin  yit  in  gret  veneration.' 
—  Boece,  Book  xn,  ch.  xvi. 

It  is  by  no  means  clear  what  Scottish  prince  first  built  a  palace, 
properly  so  called,  in  the  precincts  of  this  renowned  seat  of  sanc- 
tity. The  abbey,  endowed  by  successive  sovereigns  and  many 
powerfvd  nobles  with  munificent  gifts  of  lands  and  tithes,  came,  in 
process  of  time,  to  be  one  of  the  most  important  of  the  ecclesiasti- 
cal corporations  of  Scotland;  and  as  early  as  the  days  of  Robert 
Bruce  parliaments  were  held  occasionally  within  its  buildings. 
We  have  evidence  that  James  IV  had  a  royal  lodging  adjoining 
to  the  cloister;  but  it  is  generally  agreed  that  the  first  considerable 
edifice  for  the  accommodation  of  the  royal  family  erected  here  was 
that  of  James  V,  anno  15251  great  part  of  which  still  remains,  and 
forms  the  north-western  side  of  the  existing  palace.  The  more 
modem  buildings  which  complete  the  quadrangle  were  erected  by 
King  Charles  II.  The  name  of  the  old  conventual  church  was 
used  as  the  parish  church  of  the  Canongate  from  the  period  of 
the  Reformation,  until  James  II  claimed  it  for  his  chapel  royal, 
and  had  it  fitted  up  accordingly  in  a  style  of  splendour  which 
grievously  outraged  the  feelings  of  his  Presbyterian  subjects. 
The  roof  of  this  fragment  of  a  once  magnificent  church  fell  in  in  the 
year  1768,  and  it  has  remained  ever  since  in  a  state  of  desolation. 
For  fuller  particvdars,  see  the  Provincial  Antiquities  of  Scotland, 
or  the  History  of  Holyrood  by  Mr.  Charles  Mackie. 

The  greater  part  of  this  ancient  palace  is  now  again  occupied 
by  his  Majesty  Charles  the  Tenth  of  France,  and  the  rest  of  that 
illustrious  family,  which,  in  former  ages  so  closely  connected  by 
marriage  and  alliance  with  the  house  of  Stuart,  seems  to  have 
been  destined  to  run  a  similar  career  of  misfortune.  Eequiescant  in 

pace  I 

Note  19,  p.  253 

This  club,  of  which  the  Author  of  Wawrley  has  the  honour  to  be 
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president,  was  instituted  in  February  1823,  for  the  purpose  of 
printing  and  publishing  works  illustrative  of  the  history,  litera- 
ture, and  antiquities  of  Scotland.  It  continues  to  prosper,  and 
has  already  rescued  from  obhvion  many  curious  materials  of 
Scottish  history. 

Note  20,  p.  254 

The  ancient  Norman  fanuly  of  the  Sommervilles  came  into  this 
island  with  WiUiam  the  Conqueror,  and  estabUshed  one  branch 
in  Gloucestershire,  another  in  Scotland.  After  the  lapse  of  seven 
hundred  years,  the  remaining  possessions  of  these  two  branches 
were  united  in  the  person  of  the  late  Lord  Sommerville,  on  the 
death  of  his  English  kinsman,  the  well-known  author  of  The 
Chase. 

Note  21,  p.  271 

Horace,  Sat.,  bk.  ii,  2.  The  meaning  will  be  best  conveyed  to 
the  English  reader  in  Pope's  imitation:  — 

What's  property,  dear  Swift?  you  see  it  alter 
From  you  to  me,  from  me  to  Feter  Walter, 
Or  in  a  mortgage  prove  a  lawyer's  share. 
Or  in  a  jointure  vanish  from  the  heir. 


Shades,  that  to  Bacon  could  retreat  aSord, 

Become  the  portion  of  a  booby  lord; 

And  Helmsley,  once  proud  Buckingham's  delight, 

Slides  to  a  scrivener  or  a  city  knight. 

Let  lands  and  bouses  have  what  lords  they  will. 

Let  us  be  Sz'd,  and  our  own  masters  still. 

Note  22,  p.  274 

The  following  extract  from  Swift's  Life  0}  Creichton  gives  the 
particulars  of  the  bloody  scene  alluded  to  in  the  text:  — 

'Having  drank  hard  one  night,  I  (Creichton)  dreamed  that  I 
had  found  Captain  David  Steele,  a  notorious  rebel,  in  one  of  the 
five  farmers'  houses  on  a  mountain  in  the  shire  of  Clydesdale,  and 
parish  of  Lismahago,  within  eight  miles  of  Hamilton,  a  place  that 
I  was  well  acquainted  with.  This  man  was  head  of  the  rebels 
since  the  affair  of  Airs-Moss,  having  succeeded  to  Hackston,  who 
had  been  there  taken,  and  afterward  hanged,  as  the  reader  has 
already  heard;  for,  as  to  Robert  Hamilton,  who  was  then  com- 
mander-in-chief at  Bothwell  Bridge,  he  appeared  no  more  among 
them,  but  fled,  as  it  was  believed,  to  HoUand. 

'Steele,  and  his  father  before  him,  held  a  farm  in  the  estate  of 
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Hamilton,  within  two  or  three  miles  of  that  town.  When  he  be- 
took himself  to  arms,  the  farm  lay  waste,  and  the  Duke  could  find 
no  other  person  who  would  venture  to  take  it ;  whereupon  his  Grace 
sent  several  messages  to  Steele,  to  know  the  reason  why  he  kept 
the  farm  waste.  The  Duke  received  no  other  answer  than  that  he 
would  keep  it  waste,  in  spite  of  him  and  the  king  too;  whereupon 
his  Grace,  at  whose  table  I  had  always  the  honour  to  be  a  welcome 
guest,  desired  I  would  use  my  endeavours  to  destroy  that  rogue, 
and  I  would  oblige  him  for  ever. 

'  I  return  to  my  story.  When  I  awaked  out  of  my  dream,  as  I 
had  done  before  in  the  affair  of  Wilson  (and  I  desire  the  same  apol- 
ogy I  made  in  the  introduction  to  these  Memoirs  may  serve  for 
both),  I  presently  rose,  and  ordered  thirty-six  dragoons  to  be  at  the 
place  appointed  by  break  of  day.  When  we  arrived  thither,  I  sent 
a  party  to  each  of  the  five  farmers'  houses.  This  villain  Steele 
had  murdered  about  forty  of  the  king's  subjects  in  cold  blood,  and, 
as  I  was  informed,  had  often  laid  snares  to  entrap  me;  but  it  hap- 
pened that,  although  he  usually  kept  a  gang  to  attend  him,  yet 
at  this  time  he  had  none,  when  he  stood  in  the  greatest  need.  One 
of  the  party  found  him  in  one  of  the  farmers'  houses,  just  as  I  hap- 
pened to  dream.  The  dragoons  first  searched  all  the  rooms  below 
without  success,  till  two  of  them,  hearing  somebody  stirring  over 
their  heads,  went  up  a  pair  of  turnpike  stairs.  Steele  had  put  on 
his  clothes  while  the  search  was  making  below;  the  chamber  where 
he  lay  was  called  the  Chamber  of  Deese,'  which  is  the  name  given 
to  a  room  where  the  laird  lies,  when  he  comes  to  a  tenant's  house. 
Steele,  suddenly  opened  the  door,  fired  a  blunderbuss  down  at  the 
two  dragoons  as  they  were  coming  up  the  stairs;  but  the  bul- 
lets grazing  against  the  side  of  the  turnpike,  only  wounded,  and 
did  not  kill,  them.  Then  Steele  violently  threw  hinself  down  the 
stairs  among  them,  and  made  towards  the  door  to  save  his  life, 
but  lost  it  upon  the  spot;  for  the  dragoons  who  guarded  the  house 
dispatched  him  with  their  broadswords.  I  was  not  with  the  party 
when  he  was  killed,  being  at  that  time  employed  in  searching  at 
one  of  the  other  houses,  but  I  soon  found  what  had  happened,  by 
hearing  the  noise  of  the  shot  made  with  the  blunderbuss;  from 
whence  I  returned  straight  to  Lanark,  and  immediately  sent  one 
of  the  dragoons  express  to  General  Drummond  at  Edinburgh.' 

•  Or  chamber  of  state;  so  called  from  the  dais,  op  canopy  and  elevation  of  floor,  which 
distinguished  the  part  of  old  halls  which  was  occupied  by  those  of  high  degree.  Hence  the 
phrase  was  obliquely  used  to  signify  state  in  general. 
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—  Swift's  Works,  vol.  xn  (Memoirs  of  Captain  John  Creichton), 
pages  57-59,  edit.  Edinb.  1824. 

Wodrow  gives  a  different  account  of  this  exploit.  'In  Decem- 
ber this  year  (1686),  David  Steil,  in  the  parish  of  Lismahagow, 
was  surprised  in  the  fields  by  Lieutenant  Creichton,  and  after 
his  surrender  of  himself  on  quarters,  he  was  in  a  very  little 
time  most  barbarously  shot,  and  lies  buried  in  the  churchyard 
there.' 

Note  23,  p.  311 

The  ingenious  Mr.  R.  Chambers's  Traditions  of  Edinburgh  give 
the  following  account  of  the  forgotten  rasp  or  risp:  — 

'This  house  had  a  pin  or  risp  at  the  door,  instead  of  the  more 
modern  convenience,  a  knocker.  The  pin,  rendered  interesting 
by  the  figure  which  it  makes  in  Scottish  song,  was  formed  of  a  small 
rod  of  iron,  twisted  or  notched,  which  was  placed  perpendicularly, 
starting  out  a  little  from  the  door,  and  bore  a  small  ring  of  the  same 
metal,  which  an  applicant  for  admittance  drew  rapidly  up  and 
down  the  nicks,  so  as  to  produce  a  grating  sound.  Sometimes  the 
rod  was  simply  stretched  across  the  vizzying  hole,  a  convenient 
apertiu-e  through  which  the  porter  could  take  cognisance  of  the 
person  applying;  in  which  case  it  acted  also  as  a  stanchion.  These 
were  almost  all  disused  about  sixty  years  ago,  when  knockers 
were  generally  substituted  as  more  genteel.  But  knockers  at  that 
time  did  not  long  remain  in  repute,  though,  they  have  never 
been  altogether  superseded,  even  by  bells,  in  the  old  Town. 
The  comparative  merit  of  knockers  and  pins  was  for  a  long  time 
a  subject  of  doubt,  and  many  knockers  got  their  heads  twisted 
off  in  the  course  of  the  dispute.' 

Note  24,  p.  313 

The  Rev.  Mr.  Bowles  derives  the  name  of  these  crags,  as  of  the 
episcopal  city  in  the  west  of  England,  from  the  same  root;  both, 
in  his  opinion,  which  he  very  ably  defends  and  illustrates,  having 
been  the  sites  of  druidical  temples. 

Note  25,  p.  314 

The  well-known  original  designation  of  the  gallant  42d  Regi- 
ment. Being  the  first  corps  raised  for  the  royal  service  in  the  High- 
lands, and  allowed  to  retain  their  national  garb,  they  were  thus 
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named  from  the  contrast  which  their  dark  tartans  furnished  to 
the  scarlet  and  white  of  the  other  regiments. 

Note  26,  p.  320 

Susannah  Kennedy,  daughter  of  Sir  Archibald  Kennedy  of 
Cullean,  Bart.,  by  Ehzabeth  Lesly,  daughter  of  David  Lord  New- 
ark, third  wife  of  Alexander  ninth  Earl  of  Eglinton,  and  mother 
of  the  tenth  and  eleventh  earls.  She  survived  her  husband,  who 
died  1729,  no  less  than  fifty-seven  years,  and  died  March  1780, 
in  her  ninety-first  year.  Man  Ramsay's  Gentk  Shepherd,  pub- 
lished 1726,  is  dedicated  to  her,  in  verse,  by  Hamilton  of  Ban- 
gour. 

The  following  account  of  this  distinguished  lady  is  taken  from 
Boswell's  Life  of  Johnson  by  Mr.  Croker:  — 

'Lady  Margaret  Dalrymple,  only  daughter  of  John  Earl  of 
Stair,  married  in  1700,  to  Hugh,  third  Earl  of  Loudoun.  She  died 
in  1777,  aged  one  hundred.  Of  this  venerable  lady,  and  of  the 
Coimtess  of  Eglintoune,  whom  Johnson  visited  next  day,  he  thus 
speaks  in  his  Journey :  —  "  Length  of  life  is  distributed  impartially 
to  very  different  modes  of  life,  in  very  different  climates;  and  the 
mountains  have  no  greater  examples  of  age  than  the  Lowlands, 
where  I  was  introduced  to  two  ladies  of  high  quality,  one  of  whom, 
(Lady  Loudoun),  in  her  ninety-fourth  year,  presided  at  her  table 
with  the  full  exercise  of  all  her  powers,  and  the  other  (Lady  Eglin- 
toun)  had  attained  her  eighty-fourth  year,  without  any  diminu- 
tion of  her  vivacity,  and  little  reason  to  accuse  time  of  depreda- 
tions on  her  beauty.  .  .  . 

' "  Lady  Eglintoune,  though  she  was  now  in  her  eighty-fifth  year, 
and  had  lived  in  the  retirement  of  the  country  for  almost  half  a 
century,  was  still  a  very  agreeable  woman.  She  was  of  the  noble 
house  of  Kennedy,  and  had. all  the  elevation  which  the  conscious- 
ness of  such  birth  inspires.  Her  figure  was  majestic,  her  manners 
high-bred,  her  reading  extensive,  and  her  conversation  elegant.  She 
had  been  the  admiration  of  the  gay  circles  of  life,  and  the  patroness 
of  poets.  Dr.  Johnson  was  delighted  with  his  reception  here.  Her 
principles  in  church  and  state  were  congenial  with  his.  She  knew 
all  his  merit,  and  had  heard  much  of  him  from  her  son,  Earl  Alex- 
ander, who  loved  to  cxiltivate  the  acquaintance  of  men  of  talents 
in  every  department.  .  .  . 

' "  In  the  course  of  our  conversation  this  day  it  came  out 
that  Lady  Eglintoune  was  married  the  year  before  Dr.  Johnson 
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was  born;  upon  which  she  gradously  said  to  him  that  she  might 
have  been  his  mother,  and  that  she  now  adopted  him;  and  when 
we  were  going  away,  she  embraced  him,  saying,  'My  dear  son, 
farewell! '  My  friend  was  much  pleased  with  this  day's  entertain- 
ment, and  owned  that  I  had  done  well  to  force  him  out.  .  .  . 

' "  At  Sir  Alexander  Dick's,  from  that  absence  of  mind  to  which 
every  man  is  at  times  subject,  I  told,  in  a  blundering  manner,  Lady 
Eglintoime's  complimentary  adoption  of  Dr.  Johnson  as  her  son; 
for  I  unfortunately  stated  that  her  ladyship  adopted  him  as  her 
son,  in  consequence  of  her  having  been  married  the  year  after  he 
was  born.  Dr.  Johnson  instantly  corrected  me.  'Sir,  don't  you 
perceive  that  you  are  defaming  the  Countess?  For,  supposing  me 
to  be  her  son,  and  that  she  was  not  married  till  the  year  after  my 
birth,  I  must  have  been  her  natural  son.'  A  young  lady  of  qiial- 
ity  who  was  present  very  handsomely  said,  'Might  not  the  son 
have  justified  the  fault?'  My  friend  was  much  flattered  by  this 
compliment,  which  he  never  forgot.  When  in  more  than  ordinary 
spirits,  and  talking  of  his  journey  in  Scotland,  he  has  called  to  me, 
'Boswell,  what  was  it  that  the  young  lady  of  quality  said  of  me  at 
Sir  Alexander  Dick's?'  Nobody  will  doubt  that  I  was  happy  in 
repeating  it."' 

Note  27,  p.  325 

The  incident  here  alluded  to  is  thus  narrated  in  Nichols's  Pro- 
gresses oj  James  I,  vol.  in,  p.  306. 

'The  family  (of  Winton)  owed  its  first  elevation  to  the  union  of 
Sir  Christopher  Seton,  with  a  sister  of  King  Robert  Bruce.  With 
King  James  VI  they  acquired  great  favour,  who,  having  created 
his  brother  Earl  of  Dunfermline  in  1S99,  made  Robert,  seventh 
Lord  Seton,  Earl  of  Winton  in  1600.  Before  the  King's  accession 
to  the  English  throne,  his  Majesty  and  the  Queen  were  frequently 
at  Seton,  where  the  Earl  kept  a  very  hospitable  table,  at  which  all 
foreigners  of  quality  were  entertained  on  their  visits  to  Scotland. 
His  lordship  died  in  1603,  and  was  buried  on  the  sth  of  April,  on 
the  very  day  the  King  left  Edinburgh  for  England.  His  Majesty, 
we  are  told,  was  pleased  to  rest  himself  at  the  south-west  round 
of  the  orchard  of  Seton,  on  the  highway,  till  the  funeral  was  over, 
that  he  might  not  withdraw  the  noble  company;  and  he  said  that 
he  had  lost  a  good,  faithful,  and  loyal  subject.' 

Note  28,  p.  327. 
The  2  of  Octr:  (1603)  Allaster  MacGregor  of  Glanstrae  tane  be 
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the  laird  Arkynles,  bot  escapit  againe;  bot  after  taken  be  the  Earle 
of  Argyll  the  4  of  Januarii,  and  brought  to  Edr:  the  9  of  Januar: 
1604,  wt:  18  mae  of  hes  friendes  MacGregors.  He  wes  convoyit 
to  Berwick  be  the  gaird,  conform  to  the  Earle's  promes;  for  he 
promesit  to  put  him  out  of  Scottis  grund.  Sua  he  keipit  an  Hie- 
landman's  promes,  in  respect  he  sent  the  gaird  to  convoy  him 
out  of  Scottis  grund;  bot  yai  wer  not  directit  to  pairt  wt:  him,  bot 
to  fetche  him  bak  againe.  The  18  of  Januar,  he  came  at  evin 
againe  to  Edinburghe;  and  upone  the  20  day,  he  wes  hangit  at 
the  crosse,  and  ij  of  his  f  reindes  and  name,  upone  ane  gallows :  him- 
self being  chieff,  he  was  hangit  his  awin  hight  above  the  rest  of 
hes  freindis.  —  Birrell's  Diary,  in  Dalzell's  Fragments  of  Scottish 
History,  pp.  60,  61. 

Note  29,  p.  335 

This  is,  or  was,  at  least,  a  necessary  accomplishment.  In  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  districts  of  the  Highlands  was,  not  many  years 
since,  a  bridge  bearing  this  startling  caution,  'Keep  to  the  right 
side,  the  left  being  dangerous.' 

Note  30,  p.  338 

Loch  Awe,  upon  the  banks  of  which  the  scene  of  action  took 
place,  is  thirty-four  miles  in  length.  The  north  side  is  bounded  by 
wide  muirs  and  inconsiderable  hills,  which  occupy  an  extent  of 
country  from  twelve  to  twenty  miles  in  breadth,  and  the  whole 
of  this  space  is  inclosed  as  by  circumvallation.  Upon  the  north  it 
is  barred  by  Loch  Eitive,  on  the  south  by  Loch  Awe,  and  on  the 
east  by  the  dreadful  pass  of  Brandir,  through  which  an  arm  of  the 
latter  lake  opens,  at  about  four  miles  from  its  eastern  extremity, 
and  discharges  the  river  Awe  into  the  former.  The  pass  is  about 
three  miles  in  length;  its  east  side  is  bounded  by  the  almost  inac- 
cessible steeps  which  form  the  base  of  the  vast  and  rugged  moun- 
tain of  Cruachan.  The  crags  rise  in  some  places  almost  perpen- 
dicularly from  the  water,  and  for  their  chief  extent  show  no  space 
nor  level  at  their  feet,  but  a  rough  and  narrow  edge  of  stony  beach 
Upon  the  whole  of  these  cliffs  grows  a  thick  and  interwoven  wood 
of  all  kinds  of  trees,  both  timber,  dwarf,  and  coppice;  no  track 
existed  through  the  wilderness,  but  a  winding  path,  which  some- 
times crept  along  the  precipitous  height,  and  sometimes  de- 
scended  in  a  straight  pass  along  the  margin  of  the  water.  Near  the 
extremity  of  the  defile,  a  narrow  level  opened  between  the  water 
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and  the  crag;  but  a  great  part  of  this,  as  well  as  of  the  preceding 
steeps,  was  formerly  enveloped  in  a  thicket,  which  showed  little 
facility  to  the  feet  of  any  but  the  martins  and  wild-cats.  Along  the 
west  side  of  the  pass  lies  a  wall  of  sheer  and  barren  crags.  From 
behind  they  rise  in  rough,  imeven,  and  heathy  declivities,  out  of 
the  wide  muir  before  mentioned,  between  Loch  Eitive  and  Loch 
Awe;  but  in  front  they  terminate  abruptly  in  the  most  frightful 
precipices,  which  form  the  whole  side  of  the  pass,  and  descend  at 
one  faU  into  the  water  which  fills  its  trough.  At  the  north  end 
of  the  barrier,  and  at  the  termination  of  the  pass,  lies  that  part  of 
the  clifE  which  is  called  Craiganuni;  at  its  foot  the  arm  of  the  lake 
gradually  contracts  its  water  to  a  very  narrow  space,  and  at  length 
terminates  at  two  rocks  called  the  Rocks  of  Brandir,  which  form 
a  strait  channel,  something  resembling  the  lock  of  a  canal.  From 
this  outlet  there  is  a  continual  descent  towards  Lock  Eitive,  and 
from  hence  the  river  Awe  pours  out  its  ciurent  in  a  furious  stream, 
foaming  over  a  bed  broken  with  holes,  and  cumbered  with  masses 
of  granite  and  whinstone. 

If  ever  there  was  a  bridge  near  Craiganuni  in  ancient  times,  it 
must  have  been  at  the  Rocks  of  Brandir.  From  the  days  of  Wallace 
to  those  of  General  Wade,  there  were  never  passages  of  this  kind 
but  in  places  of  great  necessity,  too  narrow  for  a  boat  and  too  wide 
for  a  leap;  even  then  they  were  but  an  unsafe  footway  formed  of 
the  trunks  of  trees  placed  transversely  from  rock  to  rock,  un- 
stripped  of  their  bark,  and  destitute  of  either  plank  or  rail.  For 
such  a  structure,  there  is  no  place  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Craig- 
anuni but  at  the  rocks  above  mentioned.  In  the  lake  and  on  the 
river,  the  water  is  far  too  wide;  but  at  the  strait,  the  space  is  not 
greater  than  might  be  crossed  by  a  tall  mountain  pine,  and  the 
rocks  on  either  side  are  formed  by  nature  like  a  pier.  That  this 
point  was  always  a  place  of  passage  is  rendered  probable  by  its 
facility,  and  the  use  of  recent  times.  It  is  not  long  since  it  was 
the  common  gate  of  the  country  on  either  side  the  river  and  the 
pass:  the  mode  of  crossing  is  yet  in  the  memory  of  people  living, 
and  was  performed  by  a  little  currach  moored  on  either  side  the 
water,  and  a  stout  cable  fixed  across  the  stream  from  bank  to  bank, 
by  which  the  passengers  drew  themselves  across  in  the  manner  still 
practised  in  places  of  the  same  nature.  It  is  no  argument  against 
the  existence  of  a  bridge  in  former  times,  that  the  above  method 
only  existed  in  ours,  rather  than  a  passage  of  that  kind  which  would 
seem  the  more  improved  expedient.  The  contradiction  is  suffi- 
ciently accounted  for  by  the  decay  of  timber  in  the  neighbourhood. 
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Of  old,  both  oaks  and  firs  of  an  immense  size  abounded  within  a 
very  mconsiderable  distance;  but  it  is  now  many  years  since  the 
destruction  of  the  forests  of  Glen  Eitive  and  Glen  Urcha  has  de- 
prived the  country  of  all  the  trees  of  sufficient  size  to  cross  the 
strait  of  Brandir;  and  it  is  probable  that  the  currach  was  not  mtro- 
duced  till  the  want  of  timber  had  disenabled  the  inhabitants  of  the 
country  from  maintaining  a  bridge.  It  only  further  remains  to 
be  noticed  that,  at  some  distance  below  the  Rocks  of  Brandir, 
there  was  formerly  a  ford,  which  was  used  for  cattle  in  the  memory 
of  people  living;  from  the  narrowness  of  the  passage,  the  force  of 
the  stream,  and  the  broken  bed  of  the  river,  it  was,  however,  a 
dangerous  pass,  and  could  only  be  attempted  with  safety  at  lei- 
sure and  by  experience.  —  Notes  to  The  Bridal  of  Caolchairn. 

Note  31,  p.  339 

^  But  the  King,  whose  dear-bought  experience  in  war  had  taught 
him  extreme  caution,  remained  in  the  Braes  of  Balquhidder  till 
he  had  acquired  by  his  spies  and  outskirries  a  perfect  knowledge 
of  the  disposition  of  the  army  of  Lorn,  and  the  intention  of  its 
leader.  He  then  divided  his  force  into  two  columns,  entrusting  the 
command  of  the  first,  in  which  he  placed  his  archers  and  lightest 
armed  troops,  to  Sir  James  Douglas,  whilst  he  himself  took  the 
leading  of  the  other,  which  consisted  principally  of  his  knights  and 
barons.  On  approachmg  the  defile,  Bruce  despatched  Sir  James 
Douglas  by  a  pathway  which  the  enemy  had  neglected  to  occupy, 
with  directions  to  advance  silently,  and  gain  the  heights  above 
and  in  front  of  the  hilly  ground  where  the  men  of  Lorn  were  con- 
cealed; and,  having  ascertained  that  this  movement  had  been 
executed  with  success,  he  put  himself  at  the  head  of  his  own  divi- 
sion, and  fearlessly  led  his  men  into  the  defile.  Here,  prepared  as 
he  was  for  what  was  to  take  place,  it  was  difficult  to  prevent  a 
temporary  panic,  when  the  yell,  which,  to  this  day,  invariably 
precedes  the  assault  of  the  mountaineer,  burst  from  the  rugged 
bosom  of  Ben  Cruachan;  and  the  woods  which,  the  moment  be- 
fore, had  waved  in  silence  and  solitude,  gave  forth  their  birth  of 
steel-clad  warriors,  and,  in  an  instant,  became  instinct  with  the 
dreadful  vitality  of  war.  But,  although  appalled  and  checked  for 
a  brief  space  by  the  suddenness  of  the  assault,  and  the  masses  of 
rock  which  the  enemy  rolled  down  from  the  precipices,  Bruce,  at 
the  head  of  his  division,  pressed  up  the  side  of  the  mountain. 
Whilst  this  party  assaulted  the  men  of  Lorn  with  the  utmost 
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fury,  Sir  James  Douglas  and  his  party  shouted  suddenly  upon  the 
heights  in  their  front,  showering  down  their  arrows  upon  them, 
and;  when  these  missiles  were  exhausted,  attacking  them  with 
their  swords  and  battle-axes.  The  consequence  of  such  an  attack, 
both  in  front  and  rear,  was  the  total  discomfiture  of  the  army  of 
Lorn;  and  the  circumstances  to  which  this  chief  had  so  confidently 
looked  forward,  as  rendering  the  destruction  of  Bruce  almost  in- 
evitable, were  now  turned  with  fatal  effect  against  himself.  His 
great  superiority  of  numbers  cumbered  and  impeded  his  movements. 
Thrust,  by  the  double  assault,  and  by  the  peculiar  nature  of  the 
ground,  into  such  narrow  room  as  the  pass  afforded,  and  driven 
to  fury  by  finding  themselves  cut  to  pieces  in  detail,  without  power 
of  resistance,  the  men  of  Lorn  fled  towards  Loch  Eitive,  where  a 
bridge  thrown  over  the  Awe,  and  supported  upon  two  immense 
rocks,  known  by  the  name  of  the  Rocks  of  Brandir,  formed  the 
solitary  communication  between  the  side  of  the  river  where  the 
battle  took  place  and  the  country  of  Lorn.  Their  object  was  to 
gain  the  bridge,  which  was  composed  entirely  of  wood,  and,  hav- 
ing availed  themselves  of  it  in  their  retreat,  to  destroy  it,  and  thus 
throw  the  impassable  torrent  of  the  Awe  between  them  and  their 
enemies.  But  their  intention  was  instantly  detected  by  Douglas, 
who,  rushing  down  from  the  high  grounds  at  the  head  of  his 
archers  and  light-armed  foresters,  attacked  the  body  of  the  moun- 
taineers, which  had  occupied  the  bridge,  and  drove  them  from  it 
with  great  slaughter,  so  that  Bruce  and  his  division,  on  coming  up, 
passed  it  without  molestation;  and,  this  last  resoiu-ce  being  taken 
from  them,  the  army  of  Lorn  were,  in  a  few  hours,  literally  cut 
to  pieces,  whilst  their  chief,  who  occupied  Loch  Eitive  with  his 
fleet,  saw,  from  his  ships,  the  discomfiture  of  his  men,  and  found 
it  impossible  to  give  them  the  least  assistance.  — Ty tier's  Life  of 
Bruce. 

Note  32,  p.  371 

The  following  succinct  account  of  this  too  celebrated  event  may 
be  sufficient  for  this  place:  — 

.  'In  the  beginning  of  the  year  1692,  an  action  of  imexampled 
barbarity  disgraced  the  government  of  King  William  III  in  Scot- 
land. In  the  August  preceding,  a  proclamation  had  been  issued, 
offering  an  indemnity  to  such  insurgents  as  should  take  the 
oaths  to  the  king  and  queen,  on  or  before  the  last  day  of  Decem- 
ber; and  the  chiefs  of  such  tribes  as  had  been  in  arms  for  James 
soon  after  took  advantage  of  the  proclamation.  But  Macdonald 
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of  Glencoe  was  prevented  by  accident,  rather  than  design,  from 
tendering  his  submission  within  the  limited  time.  In  the  end  of 
December  he  went  to  Colonel  Hill,  who  commanded  the  garrison 
in  Fort  William,  to  take  the  oaths  of  allegiance  to  the  government; 
and  the  latter  having  furnished  him  with  a  letter  to  Sir  Colin 
Campbell,  sheriff  of  the  county  of  Argyll,  directed  him  to  repair 
immediately  to  Inverary,  to  make  his  submission  in  a  legal  man- 
ner before  that  magistrate.  But  the  way  to  Inverary  lay  through 
almost  impassable  mountains,  the  season  was  extremely  rigor- 
ous, and  the  whole  country  was  covered  with  a  deep  snow.  So 
eager,  however,  was  Macdonald  to  take  the  oaths  before  the 
limited  time  should  expire,  that,  though  the  road  lay  within  half  a 
mile  of  his  own  house,  he  stopped  not  to  visit  his  family,  and,  after 
various  obstructions,  arrived  at  Inverary.  The  time  had  elapsed, 
and  the  sheriff  hesitated  to  receive  his  submission;  but  Macdonald 
prevailed  by  his  importunities,  and  even  tears,  in  inducing  that 
fimctionary  to  administer  to  him  the  oath  of  allegiance,  and  to 
certify  the  cause  of  his  delay.  At  this  time  Sir  John  Dalrymple, 
afterwards  Earl  of  Stair,  being  in  attendance  upon  William  as 
Secretary  of  State  for  Scotland,  took  advantage  of  Macdonald's 
neglecting  to  take  the  oath  within  the  time  prescribed,  and  pro- 
cured from  the  king  a  warrant  of  military  execution  against  that 
chief  and  his  whole  clan.  This  was  done  at  the  instigation  of  the 
Earl  of  Breadalbane,  whose  lands  the  Glencoe  men  had  plundered, 
and  whose  treachery  to  government  in  negotiating  with  the  High- 
land clans  Macdonald  himself  had  exposed.  The  king  was  accord- 
ingly persuaded  that  Glencoe  was  the  main  obstacle  to  the  paci- 
fication of  the  Highlands;  and  the  fact  of  the  unfortunate  chief's 
submission  having  been  concealed,  the  sanguinary  orders  for  pro- 
ceeding to  military  execution  against  his  clan  were  inconsequence 
obtained.  The  warrant  was  both  signed  and  countersigned  by  the 
king's  own  hand,  and  the  Secretary  urged  the  officers  who  com- 
manded in  the  Highlands  to  execute  their  orders  with  the  utmost 
rigour.  Campbell  of  Glenlyon,  a  captain  in  Argyll's  regiment,  and 
two  subalterns,  were  ordered  to  repair  to  Glencoe  on  the  first  of 
February  with  a  hundred  and  twenty  men.  Campbell,  being  imcle 
to  young  Macdonald's  wife,  was  received  by  the  father  with  all 
manner  of  friendship  and  hospitality.  The  men  were  lodged  at 
free  quarters  in  the  houses  of  his  tenants,  and  received  the  kindest 
entertainment.  Till  the  13th  of  the  month  the  troops  lived  in  the 
utmost  harmony  and  familiarity  with  the  people;  and  on  the  very 
night  of  the  massacre  the  officers  passed  the  evening  at  cards  in 
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Macdonald's  house.  In  the  night  Lieutenant  Lindsay,  with  a  party 
of  soldiers,  called  in  a  friendly  manner  at  his  door,  and  was  in- 
stantly admitted.  Macdonald,  while  in  the  act  of  rising  to  receive 
his  guest,  was  shot  dead  through  the  back  with  two  bullets.  His 
wife  had  already  dressed;  but  she  was  stripped  naked  by  the  sol- 
diers, who  tore  the  rings  oS  her  fingers  with  their  teeth.  The 
slaughter  now  became  general,  and  neither  age  nor  infirmity  was 
spared.  Some  women,  in  defending  their  children,  were  killed; 
boys,  imploring  mercy,  were  shot  dead  by  officers  on  whose  knees 
they  hung.  In  one  place  nine  persons,  as  they  sat  enjo3dng  them- 
selves at  table,  were  butchered  by  the  soldiers.  In  Inverriggon, 
Campbell's  own  quarters,  nine  men  were  first  bound  by  the  sol- 
diers, and  then  shot  at  intervals,  one  by  one.  Nearly  forty  persons 
were  massacred  by  the  troops;  and  several  who  fled  to  the  moun- 
tains perished  by  famine  and  the  inclemency  of  the  season.  Those 
who  escaped  owed  their  lives  to  a  tempestuous  night.  Lieutenant- 
Colonel  Hamilton,  who  had  received  the  charge  of  the  execution 
from  Dalrymple,  was  on  his  march  with  four  hundred  men,  to 
guard  all  the  passes  from  the  valley  of  Glencoe;  but  he  was 
obliged  to  stop  by  the  severity  of  the  weather,  which  proved  the 
safety  of  the  unfortunate  clan.  Next  day  he  entered  the  valley, 
laid  the  houses  in  ashes,  and  carried  away  the  cattle  and  spoil, 
which  were  divided  among  the  officers  and  soldiers.'  —  Article 
'Britain,'  Encyc.  Briiannica,  New  Edition. 

Note  33,  p.  386 

Of  the  strong,  undeviating  attachment  of  the  Highlanders  to 
the  person,  and  their  deference  to  the  wUl  or  commands,  of  their 
chiefs  and  superiors,  their  rigid  adherence  to  duty  and  principle, 
and  their  chivalrous  acts  of  self-devotion  to  these  in  the  face  of 
danger  and  death,  there  are  many  instances  recorded  in  General 
Stewart  of  Garth's  interesting  Sketches  of  the  Highlanders  and 
Highland  Regiments,  which  might  not  inaptly  supply  parallels  to 
the  deeds  of  the  Romans  themselves,  at  the  era  when  Rome  was  in 
her  glory.  The  following  instances  of  such  are  worthy  of  being  here 
quoted:  — 

'In  the  year  1795,  a  serious  disturbance  broke  out  in  Glasgow 
among  the  BreadalbaneFencibles.  Several  men  having  been  con- 
fined and  threatened  with  corporal  punishment,  considerable  dis- 
content and  irritation  were  excited  among  their  comrades,  which 
increased  to  such  violence,  that,  when  some  men  were  confined  in 
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the  guard-house,  a  great  proportion  of  the  regiment  rushed  out 
and  forcibly  released  the  prisoners.  This  violation  of  military  dis- 
cipline was  not  to  be  passed  over,  and  accordingly  measures  were 
immediately  taken  to  secure  the  ringleaders.  But  so  many  were 
equally  concerned,  that  it  was  di£Bcult,  if  not  impossible,  to  fix  the 
crime  on  any,  as  being  more  prominently  guilty.  And  here  was 
shown  a  trait  of  character  worthy  of  a  better  cause,  and  which 
originated  from  a  feeling  alive  to  the  disgrace  of  a  degrading  pun- 
ishment. The  soldiers  being  made  sensible  of  the  nature  of  their 
misconduct,  and  the  consequent  necessity  of  public  example, 
several  men  voluntarily  offered  themselves  to  stand  trial,  and  suffer 
the  sentence  of  the  law  as  an  atonement  for  the  whole.  These  men 
were  accordingly  marched  to  Edinburgh  Castle,  tried,  and  four 
condemned  to  be  shot.  Three  of  them  were  afterwards  reprieved, 
and  the  fourth,  Alexander  Sutherland,  was  shot  on  Musselburgh 
Sands. 

'The  following  demi-official  account  of  this  unfortunate  mis- 
understanding was  published  at  the  time:  — 

'  "During  the  afternoon  of  Monday,  when  a  private  of  the  light 
company  of  the  Breadalbane  Fencibles,  who  had  been  confined 
for  a  military  offence,  was  released  by  that  company,  and  some 
other  companies  who  had  assembled  in  a  tumultuous  manner  be- 
fore the  guard-house,  no  person  whatever  was  hurt,  and  no  violence 
offered;  and  however  unjustifiable  the  proceedings,  it  originated 
not  from  any  disrespect  or  ill-will  to  their  officers,  but  from  a  mis- 
taken point  of  honour,  in  a  particular  set  of  men  in  the  battalion, 
who  thought  themselves  disgraced  by  the  impending  punishment 
of  one  of  their  number.  The  men  have,  in  every  respect,  since  that 
period  conducted  themselves  with  the  greatest  regularity  and 
strict  subordination.  The  whole  of  the  battalion  seemed  extremely 
sensible  of  the  improper  conduct  of  such  as  were  concerned,  what- 
ever regret  they  might  feel  for  the  fate  of  the  few  individuals  who 
had  so  readily  given  themselves  up  as  prisoners,  to  be  tried  for 
their  own  and  others'  misconduct." 

'On  the  march  to  Edinburgh,  a  circumstance  occurred,  the 
more  worthy  of  notice,  as  it  shows  a  strong  principle  of  honour  and 
fidelity  to  his  word  and  to  his  officer  in  a  common  Highland  sol- 
dier. One  of  the  men  stated  to  the  officer  commanding  the  party, 
that  he  knew  what  his  fate  would  be,  but  that  he  had  left  business 
of  the  utmost  importance  to  a  friend  in  Glasgow,  which  he  wished 
to  transact  before  his  death;  that,  as  to  himself,  he  was  fully  pre- 
pared to  meet  his  fate;  but  with  regard  to  his  friend,  he  could  not 
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die  in  peace  unless  the  business  was  settled;  and  that,  if  the  officer 
would  suffer  him  to  retvurn  to  Glasgow,  a  few  hours  there  would  be 
sufficient,  and  he  would  join  him  before  he  reached  Edinburgh 
and  march  as  a  prisoner  with  the  party.  The  soldier  added,  "You 
have  known  me  since  I  was  a  child;  you  know  my  country  and 
kindred,  and  you  may  believe  I  shall  never  bring  you  to  any  blame 
by  a  breach  of  the  promise  I  now  make,  to  be  with  you  in  full 
time,  to  be  delivered  up  in  the  Castle."  This  was  a  startling  pro- 
posal to  the  officer,  who  was  a  judicious,  humane  man,  and  knew 
perfectly  his  risk  and  responsibility  in  yielding  to  such  an  ex- 
traordinary application.  However,  his  confidence  was  such,  that 
he  complied  with  the  request  of  the  prisoner,  who  returned  to  Glas- 
gow at  night,  settled  his  business,  and  left  the  town  before  day- 
light to  redeem  his  pledge.  He  took  a  long  circuit  to  avoid  being 
seen,  apprehended  as  a  deserter,  and  sent  back  to  Glasgow,  as 
probably  his  account  of  his  officer's  indulgence  would  not  have 
been  credited.  In  consequence  of  this  caution,  and  the  lengthened 
march  through  woods  and  over  hills  by  an  unfrequented  route, 
there  was  no  appearance  of  him  at  the  hour  appointed.  The  per- 
plexity of  the  officer  when  he  reached  the  neighbourhood  of  Edin- 
burgh may  be  easily  imagined.  He  moved  forward  slowly  indeed, 
but  no  soldier  appeared;  and  unable  to  delay  any  longer,  he 
marched  up  to  the  Castle,  and  as  he  was  delivering  over  the  pris- 
oners, but  before  any  report  was  given  in,  Macmartin,  the  ab- 
sent soldier,  rushed  in  among  his  fellow-prisoners,  all  pale  with 
anxiety  and  fatigue,  and  breathless  with  apprehension  of  the  con- 
sequences in  which  his  delay  might  have  involved  his  benefactor. 

'In  whatever  light  the  conduct  of  the  officer  (my  respectable 
friend.  Major  Colin  Campbell)  may  be  considered,  either  by  mili- 
tary men  or  others,  in  this  memorable  exemplification  of  the  char- 
acteristic principle  of  his  coimtrymen,  fidelity  to  their  word,  it 
cannot  but  be  wished  that  the  soldier's  magnanimous  self-devo- 
tion had  been  taken  as  an  atonement  for  his  own  misconduct  and 
that  of  the  whole,  who  also  had  made  a  high  sacrifice,  in  the  volun- 
tary offer  of  their  lives  for  the  conduct  of  their  brother  soldiers. 
Are  these  a  people  to  be  treated  as  malefactors,  without  regard 
to  their  feelings  and  principles;  and  might  not  a  discipline  some- 
what different  from  the  usual  mode  be,  with  advantage,  applied 
to  them  ?'  —  Vol.  n,  pp.  413-415,  3d  edit. 

'A  soldier  of  this  regiment  (the  Argyllshire  Highlanders)  de- 
serted, and  emigrated  to  America,  where  he  settled.  Several  years 
after  his  desertion,  a  letter  was  received  from  him,  with  a  sum  of 
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money,  for  the  purpose  of  procuring  one  or  two  men  to  supply  his 
place  in  the  regiment,  as  the  only  recompense  he  could  make  for 
"breaking  his  oath  to  his  God  and  his  allegiance  to  his  king,  which 
preyed  on  his  conscience  in  such  a  manner  that  he  had  no  rest 
night  nor  day." 

'This  man  had  had  good  principles  early  instilled  into  his  mind, 
and  the  disgrace  which  he  had  been  originally  taught  to  beUeve 
would  attach  to  a  breach  of  faith  now  operated  with  full  effect. 
The  soldier  who  deserted  from  the  42d  Regiment  at  Gibraltar,  in 
1797,  exhibited  the  same  remorse  of  conscience  after  he  had  vio- 
lated his  allegiance.  In  countries  where  such  principles  prevail, 
and  regulate  the  character  of  a  people,  the  mass  of  the  population 
may,  on  occasions  of  trial,  be  reckoned  on  as  sound  and  trust- 
worthy.' —  Vol.  n,  p.  218,  3d  edit. 

"The  late  James  Menzies  of  Culdares,  having  engaged  in  the  re- 
bellion of  1715,  and  been  taken  at  Preston,  in  Lancashire,  was 
carried  to  London,  where  he  was  tried  and  condemned,  but  after- 
wards reprieved.  Grateful  for  this  clemency,  he  remained  at  home 
in  174s,  but,  retaining  a  predilection  for  the  old  cause,  he  sent  a 
handsome  charger  as  a  present  to  Prince  Charles,  when  advancing 
through  England.  The  servant  who  led  and  delivered  the  horse 
was  taken  prisoner,  and  carried  to  Carlisle,  where  he  was  tried  and 
condemned.  To  extort  a  discovery  of  the  person  who  sent  the 
horse,  threats  of  immediate  execution  in  case  of  refusal,  and  of- 
fers of  pardon  on  his  giving  information,  were  held  out  ineffectu- 
ally to  the  faithful  messenger.  He  knew,  he  said,  what  the  conse- 
quence of  a  disclosure  would  be  to  his  master,  and  his  own  life  was 
nothing  in  the  comparison.  When  brought  out  for  execution,  he 
was  again  pressed  to  inform  on  his  master.  He  asked  if  they  were 
serious  in  supposing  him  such  a  villain.  If  he  did  what  they  de- 
sired, and  forgot  his  master  and  his  trust,  he  could  not  return  to 
his  native  country,  for  Glenlyon  would  be  no  more  home  or  country 
for  him,  as  he  would  be  despised  and  hunted  out  of  the  glen.  Ac- 
cordingly he  kept  steady  to  his  trust,  and  was  executed.  This 
trusty  servant's  name  was  John  Macnaughton,  from  Glenlyon,  in 
Perthshire;  he  deserves  to  be  mentioned,  both  on  account  of  his 
incorruptible  fidelity,  and  of  his  testimony  to  the  honourable 
principles  of  the  people,  and  to  their  detestation  of  a  breach  of 
trust  to  a  kind  and  honourable  master,  however  great  might  be  the 
risk,  or  however  fatal  the  consequences,  to  the  individual  himself.' 
—  Vol.  I,  pp.  52,  S3,  3d  edit. 
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a',  all;  a'  ae,  all  one. 

a'body's,  anybody's,  everybody's. 

aboon,  above. 

aB.oB. 

ain,  own. 

alkys,  all  kind  of. 

allanerlie,  only. 

allay,  mix  with,  dilute. 

almoner,  a  distributor  of  alms. 

amiial,  an  admiral. 

an,  if. 

ane,  one,  a. 

anent,  about. 

angel,  a  gold  coin  varying  in  value 

from  6s.  8d.  to  los. 
apparitor,  a  messenger  or  officer  of  a 

spiritual  court. 
arietta,  an  Italian  dance, 
assoilzie,  acquit,  pardon, 
assythment,  a  fine  for  bloodshed,  paid 

to  the  nearest  relatives  of  the  slain 

person, 
astucious,  astute,  designing. 
auld,  old;  Auld  Reekie,  Edinburgh. 
avenand,  elegant  in  person  and  in 

manners. 
Bvise,  fashion,  manner;  also,  advice, 
awa',  away. 
awmous,  alms, 
awn,  own. 
ayr,  an  heir. 

ba',  a  ball. 

bairn,  a  child. 

baith,  both. 

balloch,  Gaelic  for  the  discharge  of  a 

lake  into  a  river. 
bang  out,  to  rush  out  hastily. 
banace,  the  lists  or  enclosure  for 

tournaments. 
barrens,  barriers,  lists. 
bas  air  son  Eacbin,  death  for  Hector, 
bestiall,  cattle. 
betid,  happened,  came  to  pass. 


bide,  stay,  remain,  endure. 

bien,  frugal,  comfortable. 

bieyfir,  a  double  portion  of  food. 

bigging,  a  building;  biggit,  built. 

birling,  a  boat  with  six  or  eight  oars. 

bittock,  a  short  distance. 

blink,  a  moment,  a  short  time. 

blood-boltered,  clotteed  or  clogged 
with  blood. 

blood-wit,  a  penalty  for  bloodshed, 

paid  to  the  king, 
blythe,  glad,  happy. 
bodach,  a  spirit,  a  spectre. 
boddle,  a  small  Scotch  copper  coin, 
boddle  prin,  a  toilet  pin  that  costs  a 

boddle. 
bogle,  a  bogie, 
bona   roba,    a    courtesan,  a  showy 

wanton. 
bonny,  beautiful. 

bordeller,  a  frequenter  of  brothels. 
borrel,  rustic,  rough, 
bothy,  a  hut,  a  hovel. 
bowie,  a  small  wooden  milk  pail, 
brae,  a  hillside,  an  ascent. 
brattach,  the  standard  of  a  Highland 

clan. 
braw,  fine. 
breacan,  that  which  is  variegated, 

i.e.,  the  tartan. 
breckan,  bracken,  fern. 
brent-browed,  smooth  browed,  un- 

wrinkled. 
brogue,  the  Highland  shoe. 
bughting,  boughting,    the    time    at 

evening  for  penning  sheep. 
burgage  tenement,  property  held  un- 
der the  crown  in  a  royal  burgh. 
btisk,  dress,  prepare, 
but,  without;butdout,  without  doubt. 

cailliach,  an  old  woman. 
cairn,  a  pile  of  stones  raised  for  a 
memorial  or  as  a  boundary  mark. 
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callant,  a  lad. 

canna,  cannot. 

canny,  lucky,  safe. 

cantrip,  a  trick,  a  spell. 

carle,  a  fellow,  a  man. 

cailine,  an  old  woman,  a  witch. 

carried,  abstracted. 

carritch,  the  catechism. 

cateran,  a  Highland  robber. 

cavey,  cavie,  a  hen-coop. 

chappit,  struck. 

chield,  a  fellow. 

clachan,  the  village  (literally,  the 
stones). 

cogging,  cheating,  wheedling. 

cogue,  a  drinking  cup,  a  wooden 
vessel. 

corbie,  a  raven. 

cordovan,  a  species  of  leather,  as 
originally  dressed  at  Cordova,  in 
Spain. 

coronach,  a.  Highland  dirge  for  the 
dead. 

coronal,  a  wreath,  a  crown. 

costard,  the  head,  a  term  implying 
contempt. 

cottar,  a  cottager,  a  peasant. 

covine,  a.  secret  or  collusive  agree- 
ment. 

cracks,  gossip. 

creagh,  a  cattle-stealing  raid. 

cioft-rig,  a  small  agricultural  holding 
worked  by  a  peasant  tenant. 

cumber,  a  disturbance,  an  embarrass- 
ment. 

cummer,  a  gossip,  a  companion. 

cunnand,  skilful,  knowing. 

curch,  a  kerchief  for  the  head. 

curragh,  a  light  skiff,  made  of  a  hide 
stretched  over  wicker  work  or  the 
branches  of  a  tree. 

curtal  axe,  a  short  curved  sword  or 
cutlass. 

darg,  dargue,  a  task  or  work. 

dault,  a  foster-son. 

deasil,  circling  round  a  thing  the 

same  way  that  the  sun  goes,  i.e., 

from  right  to  left, 
debait,  strive,  fight. 
deil,  the  devil. 
deil,  share,  distribute. 


dey-woman,  a  dairymaid. 

ding,  beat,  knock. 

dink,    contemptuous,    scornful    of 

others. 
dinna,  do  not. 
dittay,  in,  under  indictment, 
divot,  a  roofing  sod. 
doch-an-dorroch,  a  parting  cup. 
doer,  an  agent,  an  attorney. 
door-cheek,  the  door-post. 
douce,  fair,  honest. 
dour,  hard,  obstinate, 
dout,  doubt. 
douze,  twelve, 
dowaire,  a  dowager. 
dree,  do,  endure. 
dun,  a  fortified  hill. 

ephemerides,  a  table  showing  the 
daily  positions  of  the  planets. 

etymon,  the  root,  the  original  form  of 
a  word. 

evened,  compared. 

ezheredation,  a  disinheriting. 

factor,  an  agent. 

far  eil  aji  son  Eachin,  another  for 

Hector, 
fash,  trouble. 
faucht,  fought, 
fause,  false. 
faut,  fault. 

federan  Dhu,  black  chanter. 
fee,  wage. 
fey,  doomed, 
fir  nan  ord,  a  man  of  the  hammer,  a 

smith, 
flasket,  a  long  shallow  basket, 
fleech,  cajole,  flatter, 
flyte  die,  fling  she,  whether  she  scold 

or  kick,  go  into  a  fit  of  anger. 
foin,  thrust,  stab. 
fra,  as  soon  as. 
firae,  from. 

frampal  jades,  tmruly  horses. 
freris,  friars, 
fule,  fool. 
fulyeit,  defiled. 


I,  went. 

gaffer,  said  to  be  a  contraction  for 
grandfather  or  good  father. 
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gaUiard,  a  gallant. 

galloglass,  gallowglasa,  a  heavy 
armed  Highlander. 

gane,  gone. 

gang,  go. 

gar,  make,  compel. 

gate,  way. 

gauger,  an  exciseman. 

gaze-hound,  a  dog  that  follows  its 
prey  by  sight  and  not  by  scent. 

gear,  business,  work,  goods. 

gentry,  the  quality  of  a  gentleman. 

gie,  give;  gied,  gave. 

gillie,  a  Highland  page  or  attendant. 

gin,  if. 

girdle,  a  circular  Iron  plate  on  which 
cakes  are  baked  or  toasted. 

gloom,  look  sullen  at,  frown  at. 

gossipred,  intimacy,  familiar  friend- 
ship. 

gouge,  a  wench. 

gout,  goutte,  a  drop. 

graddan  cake,  a  cake  made  of 
parched  grain. 

greishogh,  a  glowing  ember. 

grit,  great. 

gude,  good. 

gude,  or  good,  women  of,  women  of 
respectability. 

gyre-carlin,  a  witch. 

habil,  able,  fit. 

hae,  have. 

haffits,   the    temples,    the    cheeks; 

warmed  my  hafBts,  boxed  my  ears. 
haill,  whole. 
hald,  hold. 
harrow,  haro,  a  cry  of   distress,  a 

shout  for  help, 
hauberk,   a   coat  of   mail   without 

sleeves. 
havand,  having. 
heidis-men,  head-men,  chiefs. 
her  nainsell,  my  own  self. 
hinny,  a  term  of  endearment,  honey, 
hobbleshow,  hubbleshow,  a  tumult, 

a  hubbub. 
helped  up,  finely,  embarrassed. 
homworks,  outworks. 

ilk,  the  same;  of  that  ilk,  of  the  same, 
denoting  that  he  who  is  thus  de- 


signated has  a  title  the  same  with 

his  surname. 
indusit,  shut  up. 
infare,  incoming,  entry, 
intertene,  to  take  another  into  one's 

own  house,  to  maintain. 
I'se,  I  shall. 
ithand,  busy,  constant. 

jillet,  jilt,    a  gay  or  lively  young 

woman. 
jimply,  scarcely. 
jolterheaded,  stupid,  thickheaded. 

kaim,  a  steep  and  sharp  hill  ridge. 
kain,'a  rental  payable  to  a  landlord  in 

kind,  such  as  fowls,  eggs,  etc. 
kale-yard,  a  vegetable  garden. 
keep,  maintenance,  support. 
kemp,  kempe,  a  champion,  a  warrior. 
ken,  know;  kent,  knew, 
kennel,  a  gutter. 
kerne,  light  armed  Highlanders. 
Mrk,  church. 
kithit,  kythed,  produced,  caused. 

landward,  belonging  to  the  country  as 
opposed  to  the  borough. 

lauchful,  lawful. 

lawing,  a  tavern  reckoning. 

leichtach,  a  bodyguard. 

leir,  teach. 

lesouris,  grazing  grounds. 

lifted,  collected. 

lith,  a  joint,  a  limb. 

lockman,  an  executioner. 

loftis,  lofts,  stories. 

loon,  a  fellow,  a  person;  also,  a  wo- 
man of  easy  virtue,  a  courtesan,  a 
mistress. 

looten,  let. 

luckie,  a  title  of  respect  given  to  old 
women. 

lug  and  the  horn,  by  the,  by  the  ear 
and  horn,  as  if  he  were  an  animal. 

lyme,  a  leash;  lyme-dog,  a  b.lood- 
hound. 

ma',  more. 

mail,  a  trunk. 

main,  a  cock  fighting  match. 

mair,  more. 
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m^,  the  messenger  of  a  county 
(sheriff's)  court,  in  Scotland. 

maist,  most. 

maker,  a  poet. 

mammock,  a  fragment,  a  shapeless 
piece. 

mangonel,  a  military  engine  for  hurl- 
ing stones,  etc. 

manswom,  perjured. 

marischal  taeh,  a  sewer  or  server  of 
the  mess. 

mark,  merk,  a  Scotch  coin  worth 
about  13^(2. 

maun,  must. 

may,  maid. 

mekil,  muckle,  much,  a  great  part. 

metheglin,a  drink  of  honey  and  water, 
boiled,  fermented,  and  spiced. 

mizzles,  measles. 

mobr  ar  chat,  the  great  cat. 

mony,  many. 

muckle,  much. 

nain,  her  nainsell,  own,  my  own  self. 

nane,  none. 

neidfyre,  forced  fire. 

nerast,  nearest,  next. 

noble,  an  old  English  gold  coin,  worth 

6s.  Sd. 
nowmer,  number. 

Odd's  mercy,  a  corruption  of '  God's 

mercy.' 
ony,  any. 
ower,  over,  too. 
owsen,  oxen. 

pantler,  the  o£Scer  who  had  care  of 

the  bread  or  the  pantry, 
paughty,  proud,  haughty, 
paup,  pap,  nipple, 
pavesse,  a  large  triangular  shield, 

covering  the  entire  person. 
pavise,  a  lively  motion,  like  those  of  a 

dancer, 
paynims,  pagans. 

perfumis,  to  complete,  to  accomplish, 
pinner,  a  headdress  worn  by  ladies  of 

rank, 
pirn,  to  wind  a,  to  unravel  a  difficulty, 
pit,  put. 
pochay,  a  post  chaise. 


potter-cairier,  a  vulgar  name  for  an 
apothecary. 

pottingiy,  the  calling  of  an  apothe- 
cary. 

pottle-pot,  a  large  tankard. 

pouncet-boz,  a  box  for  holding  per- 
fumes. 

precognition,  a  preliminary  examina- 
tion or  official  inquiry. 

propale,  disclose,  announce. 

propine,  a  gift,  a  present. 

puir,  poor. 

pyne,  pain. 

quacksalver,  a  quack. 

quaigfa,  a  drinking  cup. 

quha,  who. 

quhais,  whose. 

quhare,  where,  to  which. 

quhen,  when. 

quhil,  while. 

quhilk,  quhilMs,  which. 

quhom,  whom. 

rachis,  dogs  that  hunt  by  scent. 

ratten,  a  rat. 

rax,  reach,  stretch,  hand. 

recreatment,  entertainment,  amuse- 
ment. 

rede,  counsel,  advice. 

reif,  reive,  robbery. 

reist  air  son  Eachin,  again  for  Hector. 

reiving,  thieving,  marauding. 

remede,  remeid,  remedy. 

renyeis,  reins. 

revenant,  one  who  has  come  back  to 
life. 

tiding  of  the  Scottish  Parliament,  the 
formal  opening  of  the  Parliament 
by  a  mounted  procession. 

rigging-tree,  the  ridgepole. 

romaunt,  a  medisval  romance. 

rouping,  crying  out  hoarsely,  croaking. 

runnel,  a  small  stream  of  water. 

sa,  sae,  so. 
sacUess,  innocent. 
sacring  bell,  the  bell  rung  at  the  ele- 
vation of  the  host  in  high  mass. 
sain,  bless. 
sair,  sore. 
samin,  the  same. 
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saraband,  a  Spanish  dance. 

Sassenach,  Saxon  —  i.e.,  an  English- 
man, or  Lowlauder  of  Scotland. 

scathe,  harm. 
^     seannachie,  a  Highland  genealogist  or 
chronicler. 

secret,  a  light  and  flexible  shirt  of 
chain  mail,  worn  under  the  jerkin. 

seid  suas,  strike  up. 

semple,  one  of  low  birth. 

seneschal,  a  superintendent  of  domes- 
tic ceremonies  and  feasts. 

sewer,  a  bead  butler. 

shieling,  a  hut. 

sic,  such. 

sidier  dhu,  a  dark  soldier. 

sidier  roy,  a  red  soldier. 

siller,  silver,  money. 

skaithis,  hurts,  harms. 

Skene,  a  knife  or  dagger. 

skills,  avails. 

skirling,  shrieking. 

slowhound,  a  sleuth-hound. 

snood,  a  fillet  to  confine  the  hair, 
worn  by  young  women. 

spellit,  spelled. 

spontoon,  a  kind  of  half  pike. 

sporran,  a  purse;  sporran  mollach,  the 
goatskin  pouch  worn  by  Highland- 
ers round  the  waist. 

stamoch,  stomach. 

stane,  a  stone. 

stilts,  handles. 

stint,  stop. 

stir,  disturb,  injure. 

stirk,  a  young  bullock. 

strath,  a  valley. 

styptic,  a  remedy  for  stopping  the 
flow  of  blood  from  a  wound. 

succedit,  fell,  accrued. 

swallow-tails,  arrows. 

sweet  gale,  the  bog-myrtle. 

ta,  the  one. 
tacksman,  a  tenant. 
taishatar,  a  Highland  seer, 
tangs,  tongs. 
tauld,  told, 
teedling,  bumming. 
teinds,  tithes. 
thae,  those, 
thir,  these,  those. 


thretty,  thirty. 

thrum  bonnet,  a  cap  made  of  waste 
yarn. 

till,  to. 

tindis,  the  horns  of  a  stag. 

tine-egan,  a  magical  invocation  of 
evil  spirits  practised  in  the  High- 
lands. 

tirle,  twirl. 

tirrivie,  an  outburst  of  passion. 

tocher,  a  dowry. 

tod,  a  fox;  toddis,  foxes. 

toustie,  testy,  irritable. 

trained,  enticed. 

traist  servandis,  trusty  servants. 

treillage,  trellis  work. 

tressel,  a  rude  bench. 

trew,  think. 

truncheon,  staff. 

tuilzie,  a  brawl,  a  street  fight. 

twa,  two. 

umqubile,  late,  deceased, 
unfriends,  enemies. 
uphauld,  uphold,  maintain. 
usquebaugh,  whisky. 

vaward,  the  van. 

wad,  would. 

wagit,  hired. 

wan,  won,  gained. 

warder,  a  staff  or  baton  of  office,  used 

for  making  signals. 
wared,  used,  expended. 
wark,  work. 

warstle,  a  wrestle,  a  personal  struggle, 
wa'stane,  foundation  stone. 
wean,  a  small  child, 
wee,  little, 
weel,  well. 
walked,    marked    with    whelks    or 

blisters. 
Welsh  main,  a  cock  fight  of  sixteen 

birds  on   each    side,   which    was 

continued  until  only  one  was  left 

alive. 
wem,  wemm,  a  scar,  a  blemish. 
weris,  wars. 

wha,  who;  whase,  whose. 
wheen,  a  few. 
whiles,  at  times,  occasionally. 
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whilk,  which.  ^ 

will  she,  nill  she,  equivalent  to,  "She 

will  have  her  own  way." 
winna,  will  not. 
woU-buTd,  wolf  brood,  wolf-cub. 


wrocht,  wrought,  caused, 
wuiina,  will  not. 

yauld,  yielded,  gave  up. 
yand,  a  mare. 
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